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tbe^use  of  Hymns  by  Miss  Adelaide  A.  TrocteStl^iJ^ 
Miss  Winkworth.  .      .'*''^''' 

Should  this  Hymnal  meet  the  eyes  d  .the 
following  American  authors,  they,  too,  will  jdease 
to  accept  thanks  for  Hymns  the  insertion  of 
which  has  added  to  the  interest  and  general 
usefolness  of  the  book. 

Rev.  Dr.  Ray  Palmer.  Rev.  Dr.  S.  F.  Smith. 

Mrs.  H.  B.  Stowe.  Mrs.  S.  Miles. 
John  Greenleaf  Whittier.        Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 

Rev.  E.  H.  Nevin.  Rev.  Dr.  E.  H.  Sears. 

Rev.  S.  liongfellow.  Rev.  R.  C.  Waterston. 
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Mr.  T.  W.  Higginson.  Mrs.  F.  J.  Crosby. 

The  compilers  have  availed  themselves  of  the 
services  of  Mr.  D.  Sedgwick,  the  eminent  Hymno- 
legist  (of  Sun  Street,  Bishopsgate  Street),  both 
in  obtaining  from  a  number  of  the  authors  and 
representatives  of  authors  above  mentioned  per- 
mission to  print  Hymns,  and  also  in  assigning 
the  authorship  of  Hymns  concerning  which  the 
Editor  was  uncertain. 

It  only  remains  to  be  stated  that,  whenever 
{HFactlcable,  the  original  text  of  every  author  has 
been  consulted ;  and  this  text  has  been  rigorously 
followed,  except  in  cases  where  to  the  CommtV.^^ 
ot  FrepamtioQ  there  seemed  to  be  special\y  etaou^ 
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reasons  for  a  change.  When  any  change  has  been 
made,  though  it  be  only  in  a  single  important 
•word,  the  fact  is  indicated  by  aflBxing  an  asterisk 
to  the  author's  name.  In  these  cases  the  author 
is  not  to  be  held  responsible  for  the  hymn  as  it 
stands. 
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PBAISE  OF  GOD. 

1  L.M. 

ALL  people  that  on  earth  do^well, 
Sing  to  the  Lord  with  dheerf ul  voice ; 
Him  serve  with  mirth,  His  praise  forth  tell, 
Come  ye  before  Him  and  rejoice. 

2  Know  ye,  the  Lord  is  God  indeed ; 

Without  our  aid  He  did  us  make ; 
We  are  His  flock.  He  doth  us  feed ; 
And  for  His  sheep  He  doth  us  take. 

3  O  enter,  then,  His  gates  with  praise, 

Approach  with  joy  His  courts  imto ; 
Praise,  laud,  and  bless  His  name  always, 
For  it  is  seemly  so  to  do. 

4  For  why  ?  the  Lord  our  God  is  good. 

His  mercy  is  for  ever  sure ; 
His  truth  at  all  times  firmly  stood, 
And  shall  from  age  to  age  endure. 

W.  KETHE  (?) 

87.8.8.7. 

ANGELS  holy. 
High  and  lowly, 
Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lord ! 
Earth  and  sky,  all  living  nature, 
Man^  the  stamp  of  thy  Creator, 
'  Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord, 
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PRAISE. 

2  Sun  and  moon  bright, 
Night  and  noonlight, 

Starry  temples  azure-floored ; 
Cloud  and  rain,  and  wild  wind's  madness, 
Sons  of  God  that  shout  for  gladness, 

Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord ! 

3  Ocean  hoary, 
TeU  His  glory, 

Cliffs,  where  tumbling  seas  have  roared ! 
Pulse  of  waters,  blithely  beating. 
Wave  advancing,  wave  retreating, 

Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord  ! 

4  Bock  and  liigh  land, 
Wood  and  island. 

Crag,  where  eagle's  pride  hath  soared ; 
Mighty  mountains,  purple-breasted. 
Peaks  cloud-cleaving,  snowy-crested, 

Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord ! 

5  .     .  EoUing  river, 

Praise  Him  ever. 

From  the  mountain's  deep  veiu  poured ; 
Silver  fountain,  clearly  gushing, 
Troubled  torrent,  madly  rushing. 

Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord ! 

6  .  Bond  and  free  man, 

Land  and  sea  man. 

Earth,  with  peoples  widely  stored. 
Wanderer  lone  o'er  prairies  ample, 
Full-voiced  choir,  in  costly  temple, 

Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  Grod  the  Lord ! 

7  Praise  Him  ever. 
Bounteous  Giver; 

Praise  Him,  Father,  Friend,  and  Lotd ! 


PRAISE. 


3 


Each  glad  soul  its  free  course  winging, 
Each  glad  voice  its  free  song  singing^ 
Praise  the  great  and  mighty  Lord ! 

J.  S.  BLACKIE. 


L.M. 


BEFORE  Jehovah's  awful  throne 
Ye  nations  bow  with  sacred  joy ; 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone, 
He  can  create,  and  He  destroy. 

2  His  sovereign  power,  without  our  aid, 

Made  us  of  clay  and  formed  us  men ; 
And  when  like  wandering  sheep  we  strayed, 
He  brought  us  to  His  fold  again. 

3  We  are  His  people,  we  His  care, 

Our  souls,  and  all  our  mortal  frame : 
What  lasting  honours  shall  we  rear, 
Almighty  Maker,  to  Thy  name  ? 

4  We'll  crowd  Thy  gates  with  thankful  songs, 

High  as  the  heavens  our  voices  raise ; 
And  earth,  with  her  ten  thousand  tongues, . 
Shall  fill  Thy  courts  with  sounding  praise. 

5  Wide  as  the  world  is  Thy  command ; .  ; 

Vast  as  eternity  Thy  love ; 
Eirm  as  a  rock  Thy  truth  must  stand, 
When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move. 

WATTS.* 

4  7s- 

COME,  O  come,  in  pious  lays, 
Sound  we  God  Almighty's  praise ; 
Come,  ye  sons  of  human  race. 
In  this  chorus  take  your  place ; 
And,  amid  the  mortal  throng, 
Be  you  masters  of  the  song. 


PRAISE. 

2  Angels  and  supernal  powers, 
Be  the  noblest  worship  yours ; 

Let,  in  praise  of  God,  the  sound 
Eun  a. never-ending  round ; 

That  our  song  of  praise  may  be 

Everlasting,  as  is  He. 

3  From  the  earth's  remotest  end. 
Let  the  voice  of  praise  ascend ; 

Spreading  wide  from  shore  to  shore. 

Let  the  ocean-fulness  roar ; 

Winds  and  clouds,  as  on  ye  move, 
Bear  the  mighty  sound  above. 

4  So  shall  He,  from  heaven's  high  tower, 
On  the  earth  His  blessings  pour ; 

And  this  huge  wide  orb  we  see 
Shall  one  choir — one  temple — be ; 
Then,  0  come,  in  pious  lays 
Sound  we  God  Almighty's  praise. 

G.  WITHEU.* 
O  L.M. 

GIVE  to  our  God  immortal  praise ; 
Mercy  and  truth  are  all  His  ways ; 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong. 
Repeat  His  mercies  in  your  song. 

2  Give  to  the  Lord  of  Lords  renown ; 
The  King  of  Kings  with  glory  crown ; 

His  mercies  ever  shall  endure. 

When  lords  and  kings  are  known  no  more, 

3  He  built  the  earth.  He  spread  the  sky, 
And  fixed  the  starry  lights  on  high ; 

Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong ; 
Repeat  His  mexcieB  Vn  yoAxt  ^o\v^. 


PRAISE. 

4  He  fills  the  sun  with  morning  light. 
He  bids  the  moon  direct  the  night ; 

His  mercies  ever  shall  endure. 

When  sun  and  moon  shall  shine  no  more. 

5  He  sent  His  Son  with  power  to  save 
From  guilt  and  darkness  and  the  grave ; 

Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong ; 
Eepeat  His  mercies  in  your  song. 

6  Through  this  vain  world  He  guides  our  feet, 
And  leads  us  to  His  heavenly  seat ; 

His  mercies  ever  shall  endure. 

When  this  vain  world  shall  be  no  more. 

WAITS. 
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OD  of  mercy,  God  of  grace, 

Show  the  brightness  of  Thy  face; 
Shine  upon  us,  Saviour,  shine, 
Fill  Thy  Church  with  light  divine ; 
And  Thy  saving  health  extend. 
Unto  earth's  remotest  end. 

2  Let  the  people  praise  Thee,  Lord ; 
Be  by  all  that  live  adored ; 

Let  the  nations  shout  and  sing 
Glory  to  their  Saviour  King ; 
At  Thy  feet  their  tribute  pay. 
And  Thy  holy  will  obey. 

3  Let  the  people  praise  Thee,  Lord, 
Earth  shall  then  her  fruits  afford ; 

God  to  man  His  blessing  give ; 

Man  to  God  devoted  live; 
All  below,  and  all  above, 
One  in  joy  avd  light  and  love. 
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HALLELUJAH !  Eaise,  0  raise 
.  To  eur  God  the  song  of  praise  ; 
All  His  servants  join  to  sins 
God  our  Saviour  and  our  King, 

2  Blessed  be  for  evermord 

That  dread  name  which  we  adore; 
Eound  the  world  His  praise  be  sung, 
Through  all  lands,  in  every  tongue. 

3  O'er  all  nations  God  alone. 
Higher  than  the  heavens  His  throne ; 

Who  is  like  to  God  most  high. 
Infinite  in  majesty  ? 

4  Yet  to  view  the  heavens  He  bends ; 
Yea,  to  earth  He  condescends ; 

Passing  by  the  rich  and  great, 
For  the  low  and  desolate. 

5  He  can  raise  the  poor  to  stand 
With  the  princes  of  the  land ; 

Wealth  upon  the  needy  shower, 
Set  the  meanest  high  in  power. 

6  He  the  broken  spirit  cheers, 
Turns  to  joy  the  mourner's  tears; 

Such  the  wonders  of  His  ways ; 
Praise  His  name — for  ever  praise. 

J.  CONDEIl. 


7s, 
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HEAVEN  and  earth,  and  sea  and  air, 
Still  their  Maker^s  praise  declare ; 
Thou,  my  soul,  as  loudly  sing, 
To  thy  God  thy  pxavaea  \itm^. 


HtAISS. 

2  See  the  sun  his  power  awakes; 

As  through  clouds  his  glory  Inreaks ; 
See  the  moon  and  stars  of  light 
Praising  God  in  stillest  night. 

3  See  how  God  this  rolling  globe 
Swathes  with  beauty  like  a  robe ; 

Forests,  fields,  and  living  thiligs. 
Each  its  Maker's  glory  sings. 

4  Through  the  air  Thy  ptaises  meet 
Birds  are  singing  clear  and  sweet ; 

Fire,  and  storm,  and  wind,  Thy  will 
As  Thy  ministers  fulfil. 

5  Ocean- waves  Thy  glory  tell,  ^ 
At  Thy  touch  they  sink  and  swell ;    '     .» 

From  the  well-spring  to  the  sea> 
Eivers  murmur,  liOrd,  of  Thee. 

6  Ah !  my  God,  what  wonders  lie 
Hid  in  Thine  infinity ! 

Stamp  upon  my  inmost  heart 
What  I  am,  and  what  Thou  ait. 

J.  NEANDEB,  trans.  J.  D.  BtJKNS.* 

9  7B 

HOLY,  Holy,  Holy  Lord ! 
Be  Thy  glorious  name  adored ; 
Lord !  Thy  mercies  never  fail ; 
Hail,  celestial  goodness,  hail  I 

2  Though  unworthy,  Lord  I  Thine  ear. 
Yet  our  hallelujahs  hear; 

Vnrer  praise  we  hope  to  bringv 
Wlien  around  Thy  throne  we  aiag*  ^ 


PRAISE. 

3  While  on  earth  ordained  to  stay. 
Guide  our  footsteps  in  Thy  way ; 

Then  on  high  we'll  joyful  raise 
Songs  of  everlasting  praise. 

4  Then  no  tongue  shall  silent  be ; 
AU  shall  join  in  harmony ; 

And  through  heaven's  all-spacious  round 
Praise  to  Thee  shall  ever  sound. 

5  Lord !  Thy  mercies  never  fail ; 
Hail,  celestial  goodness^  hail ! 

Holy,  Holy,  Holy  Lord ! 

Be  Thy  glorious  name  adored. 

B.  WILLIAMS. 
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HOLT,  Holy,  Holy,  Lord  God  Almighty ! 
Gratefully  adoring,  our  song  shall  rise  to 
Thee ; 
Holy,  Holy,  Holy !  Merciful  and  Mighty, 
God  in  Three  Persons,  Blessed  Trinity ! 

2  Holy,  Holy,  Holy !  all  the  saints  adore  Thee, 
Casting  down  their  golden  crowns  around  the 

glassy  sea ; 
Cherubim  and  seraphim  falling  down  before 

Thee, 
Who  wert,  and  art,  and  evermore  shalt  be. 

3  Holy,  Holy,  Holy !  though  the  darkness  hide 

Thee, 
Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  Thy  glory  may 

not  see ; 
Only  Thou,  art  holy,  there  Is  none  beside  Thee 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love  and  ipuT\\,^- 


PRAISE. 

4  Holy,  Holy,  Holy !  Lord  God  Almighty ! 
All  Thy  works  shall  praise  Thy  name,  in  earth 

and  sky  and  sea ; 
Holy,  Holy,  Holy  !  Merciful  and  Mighty, 
God  in  Three  Persons,  Blessed  Trinity ! 

R.  HEBER.* 

11  7s.  double. 

HOLY,  Holy,  Holy,  Lord 
God  of  Hosts !  when  heaven  and  earth. 
Out  of  darkness,  at  Thy  word. 

Issued  into  glorious  birth, 
All  Thy  works  before  Thee  stood, 
And  Thine  eyes  beheld  them  good : 
While  they  sang,  with  sweet  accord. 
Holy,  Holy,  Holy  Lord ! 

2  Holy,  Holy,  Holy !  Thee 

One  Jehovah  evermore. 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  we, 

Dust  and  ashes,  would  adore; . 
Lightly  by  the  world  esteemed. 
From  that  world  by  Thee  redeemed. 

Sing  we  here,  with  glad  accord. 

Holy,  Holy,  Holy  Lord ! 

3  Holy,  Holy,  Holy  !  all 

Heaven's  triumphant  choirs  shall  sing ; 
When  the  ransomed  nations  fall 

At  the  footstool  of  their  King, 
Then  shall  saints  and  seraphim, 
Harps  and  voices  swell  one  hymn, 

Eound  the  throne  with  full  accord — 

Holy,  Holj,  Soly  Lord  I 

J.   MONT&O'NtERX . 


PRAISE. 

12  6.7.6.7.6.6.6.6. 

LET  all  men  praise  the  Lord, 
In  worship  lowly  bending, 
On  His  most  holy  word, 

Eedeemed  from  woe,  depending. 
He  gracious  is,  and  just ; 

From  childhood  us  doth  lead ; 
In  Him  we  place  our  trust 
And  hope,  in  time  of  need. 

2  0  may  this  bounteous  God, 

Through  all  our  life  be  near  us. 
With  ever  joyful  hearts 

And  blessfed  peace  to  cheer  us. 
0  may  He,  by  His  grace, 

With  ceaseless  care  sustain 
Us,  whom  He  hath  redeemed 

From  want,  and  woe,  and  pain. 

3  Glory  and  praise  to  God — 

To  Father,  Son,  be  given, 
And  to  the  Holy  Ghost, 

On  high  enthroned  in  Heaven. 
Praise  to  the  Triune  God ; 

With  powerful  arm  and  strong, 
He  changeth  night  to  day ; 

Praise  Him  with  grateful  song. 

JVIENDELSSOHN  and  M.  RINCKAJIT. 
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7s. 


LET  us,  with  a  gladsome  mind, 
Praise  the  Ix)rd  for  He  is  kind ; 
For  His  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure* 

2  He,  with  aU-commanding  might, 
Filled  the  new-made  world  with  light ; 


PBAISE. 

For  His  mercies  shall  endure. 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

3  He  the  golden-tressM  sun 
Caused  aU  day  his  course  to  riin ; 

For  His  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

4  All  things  living  He  doth  feed ; 
His  full  hand  supplies  their  need ; 

For  His  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

5  He  His  chosen  race  did  bless. 
In  the  wasteful  wilderness ; 

For  His  mercies  shall  endure. 
Ever  faithful,  eve^  sure. 

6  He  hath,  with  a  piteous  eye, 
Looked  upon  our  misery ; 

For  His  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

7  Let  us,  then,  with  gladsome  mind. 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  He  is  kind; 

For  His  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

MILTON. 
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CM. 


T  ONG  as  I  live  Til  bless  Thy  name, 
•*-'    My  King,  my  God  of  love ; 
My  work  and  joy  shall  be  the  same 
In  the  bright  world  above. 

2  Great  is  the  Lord,  His  power  unknown, 
And  let  His  praise  be  great ; 
1*11  sing  the  honours  of  Thy  throne^ 
Thy  works  of  grace  repeat. 


PRAISE. 

3  Thy  grace  shall  dwell  upon  my  tongue, 

And  while  my  lips  rejoice, 
The  men  that  hear  my  sacred  song 
Shall  join  their  cheerful  voice. 

4  Fathers  to  sons  shall  teach  Thy  Name, 

And  children  learn  Thy  ways ; 
Ages  to  come  Thy  truth  proclaim. 
And  nations  sound  Thy  praise. 

5  Thy  glorious  deeds  of  ancient  date 

Shall  through  the  world  be  known : 
Thine  arm  of  power.  Thy  heavenly  state 
With  public  splendour  shown. 

6  The  world  is  governed  by  Thy  hands. 

Thy  saints  are  ruled  by  love ; 
And  Thine  eternal  kingdom  stands. 
Though  rocks  and  hills  remove. 

WATTS. 
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M 


76.76.77'/. 6, 


EET  and  right  it  is  to  sing, 


In. every  time  and  place. 
Glory  to  our  Heavenly  King, 

The  God  of  truth  and  grace ; 
Join  we  then  with  sweet  accord. 
All  in  one  thanksgiving  join : 
Holy,  Holy,  Holy  Lord, 

Eternal  praise  be  Thine ! 

Vying  with  that  happy  choir. 

Who  chant  Thy  praise  above, 
We  on  eagles'  wings  aspire. 

The  wings  of  faith  and  love. 
Thee  they  sing  with  glory  crown'd ; 
We  extol  the  dying  Lamb; 
Lower  it  our  voices  sound, 
Our  sonp^  is  still  the  same. 


PIUISE. 

3  Father,  God,  Thy  love  we  praise. 

Which  gave  Thy  Son  to  die ; 
Jesus,  full  of  tmth  and  grace. 

Alike  we  glorify. 
Spirit,  Comforter  divine. 
Praise  by  all  to  Thee  be  given ; 
Till  we  in  full  chorus  join. 

And  earth  is  turned  to  heaven  ! 

WESLEY. 

16  8.7. 

•MIGHTY  God  !  while  angels  bless  Thee, 
•^-^    May  an  infant  lisp  Thy  name  ? 
Lord  of  men  as  well  as  angels. 
Thou  art  every  creature's  theme ! 

2  Lord  of  every  land  and  nation, 

Ancient  of  eternal  days  ! 
Sounded  through  the  wide  creation 
Be  Tliy  just  and  lawful  praise. 

3  For  the  grandeur  of  Thy  nature, — 

Grand  beyond  a  seraph's  thought ; 
For  created  works  of  power, — 
Works  with  skill  and  kindness  wrought ; 

4  For  Thy  providence,  that  governs 

Through  Thine  empire's  wide  domain. 
Wings  an  angel,  guides  a  sparrow ; 
Blessed  be  Thy  gentle  reign ! 

5  But  Thy  rich.  Thy  free  redemption, 

Dark  through  brightness  all  along  1 
Thought  ie  poor,  and  poor  expression ; 
Who  dare  sing  that  awful  song  ? 

0  Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory, 
iSh»ll  Thy praiae  wmittered  lie  ? 


PRAISE. 

Fly,  my  tongue,  such  guilty  silence ! 
Sing  the  Lord  who  came  to  die ; 

7  From  the  highest  throne  in  glory, 

To  the  cross  of  deepest  woe ; 
All  to  ransom  guilty  captives ; — 
Flow,  my  praise,  for  ever  flow. 

8  Go,  return,  immortal  Saviour ! 

Leave  Thy  footstool,  take  Thy  throne : 
Thence  return,  and  reign  for  ever : 
Be  the  kingdom  all  Thine  own. 

R.   ROBINSON. 
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L.M. 


MY  God,  my  King,  Thy  various  praise 
Shall  fill  the  remnant  of  my  days ; 
Thy  grace  employ  my  humble  tongue, 
Till  death  and  glory  raise  the  song. 

2  The  wings  of  every  hour  shall  bear 
Some  thankful  tribute  to  Thine  ear ; 

And  every  setting  sun  shall  see 
New  works  of  duty  done  for  Thee. 

3  Thy  truth  and  justice  I'll  proclaim ; 
Thy  bounty  flows  an  endless  stream ; 

Thy  mercy  swift.  Thine  anger  slow. 
But  dreadful  to  the  stubborn  foe. 

4  Thy  works  with  sovereign  glory  shine, 
And  speak  Thy  majesty  divine ; 

Let  Britain  round  her  shores  proclaim 
The  sound  and  honour  of  Thy  name. 

5  Let  distant  times  and  nations  raise 
The  long  succession  of  Thy  praise ; 

And  unborn  ages  make  my  song 
The  joy  and  laboui  oi  \Saevc  \«v^jg\^. 


PBAISE. 


6  But  who  can  speak  Thy  wondrous  deeds  ? 
Thy  greatness  all  our  thoughts  exceeds : 
Vast  and  unsearchable  Thy  ways. 
Vast  and  immortal  be  Thy  praige ! 

WATTS. 
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3.M. 

Y  soul,  repeat  His  praise. 
Whose  mercies  are  so  grejit ; 
Whose  anger  is  so  slow  to  rise, 
So  ready  to  abate. 

2  God  will  not  always  chide ; 
And  when  His  strokes  are  felt, 

His  strokes  are  fewer  than  our  crimes, 
And  lighter  than  our  guilt. 

3  High  as  the  heavens  are  raised 
Above  the  ground  we  tread, 

So  far  the  riches  of  His  grace 
Our  highest  thoughts  exceed. 

4  His  power  subdues  our  sins ; 
And  His  forgiving  love, 

Far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west, 
Doth  all  our  guilt  remove. 

5  The  pity  of  the  Lord 

To  those  that  fear  His  name, 
Is  such  as  tender  parents  feel ; 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame. 

6  He  knows  we  are  but  dust. 
Scattered  with  every  breath ; 

His  anger,  like  a  rising  wind. 
Can  send  us  swift  to  death. 

7  Our  days  are  as  the  grass, 
Or  like  the  morning  flower ; 

If  one  sharp  blast  sweep  o'er  the  field, 
li  withers  in  an  hour. 


PKAISE. 

8  But  Thy  compassions,  Lord, 
To  endless  years  endure  ; 
And  children's  children  ever  find 
Thy  words  of  promise  sure. 

WATTS, 
IQ  S.M. 

0  BLESS  the  Lord,  my  soul ! 
Let  all  within  me  join. 
And  aid  my  tongue  to  bless  His  name, 
Whose  favours  are  divine. 

2  0  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul ! 
Nor  let  His  mercies  lie 

Forgotten  in  unthankfulness, 
Aiid  without  praises  die. 

3  'Tis  He  forgives  thy  sins ; 
'Tis  He  relieves  thy  pain; 

'Tis  He  that  heals  thy  sicknesses, 
And  makes  thee  young  again. 

4  He  crowns  thy  life  with  love. 
When  ransomed  from  the  grave ; 

He  that  redeemed  my  soul  from  hell 
Hath  sovereign  power  to  save. 

5  He  fills  the  poor  with  good ; 
He  gives  the  sufiferers  rest. 

The  Lord  hath  judgments  for  the  proud, 
And  justice  for  the  oppressed. 

6  His  wondrous  works  and  ways 
He  made  by  Moses  known ; 

But  sent  the  world  His  truth  and  grace 
By  His  beloved  Son. 
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0 


t»RAISE. 

;s. 

GIVE  thanks  to  Him  who  made 

Morning  light  and  evening  shade  ; 
Source  and  Giver  of  all  good, 
Nightly  sleep  and  daily  food ; 
Quickener  of  our  wearied  powers. 
Guard  of  our  unconscious  hours. 

2  O  give  thanks  to  nature's  King, 
Who  made  every  breathing  thing ; 

His,  our  warm  and  sentient  frame, 
His,  the  mind's  immortal  flame ; 
0  how  close  the  ties  that  bind 
Spirits  to  the  Eternal  mind! 

3  0  give  thanks  with  heart  and  lip, 
For  we  are  His  workmanship ; 

And  all  creatures  are  His  care ; 

Not  a  bird  that  cleaves  the  air 
Falls  unnoticed ;  but  who  can 
Speak  the  Father's  love  to  man  ? 

4  0  give  thanks  to  Him  who  came 
In  a  mortal,  suffering  frame — 

Temple  of  the  Deity — 

Came  for  rebel  man  to  die ; 
In  the  path  Himself  hath  trod, 
Leading  back  His  saints  to  God. 


J.  CONDER. 
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L.M. 

OTHOU,  to  whom  in  ancient  time 
The  lyre  of  Hebrew  bards  was  strung ; 
Whom  kings  adored  in  song  sublime. 

And  prophets  praised  with  glowing  tongvi^  \ 

2  'Not  now  on  Zion's  height  alone 

Tb^  favoured  worahippex  may  dwell, 


PBAISE. 

Nor  where  at  sultry  noon  Thy  Son 
Sat  weary  by  the  patriarch's  well ; 

3  From  every  place  below  the  skies, 

The  grateful  song,  the  fervent  prayer, 
The  incense  of  the  heart,  may  rise 
To  heaven,  and  find  acceptance  there. 

4  To  Thee  shall  age  with  snowy  hair, 

And  strength  and  beauty  bend  the  knee  ; 
And  childhood  lisp,  with  reverent  air, 
Its  praises  and  its  prayers  to  Thee. 

5  0  Thou,  to  whom  in  ancient  time 

The  lyre  of  prophet  bards  was  strung ! 
To  Thee  at  last,  in  every  clime. 
Shall  temples  rise,  and  praise  be  sung. 

J.  PIBRPONT. 
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lO.IO.II.II 


OWOESHIP  the  King, 
All-glorious  above ; 
O  gratefimy  sing 

His  power  and  His  love ; 
Our  Shield  and  Defender, 

The  Ancient  of  Days, 
Pavilioned  in  splendour 
And  girded  with  praise. 

0  tell  of  His  might, 

0  sing  of  His  grace. 
Whose  robe  is  the  light. 

Whose  canopy,  space ; 
His  chariots  of  wrath 

Deep  thunder-clouds  form ; 
And  dark  is  Hia  path 

On  the  wings  ot  t\xQ  aWtm, 


PRAISE. 

3  The  earth  with  its  store 

Of  wonders  untold, 
Almighty  1  Thy  power 

Hath  founded  of  old ; 
Hath  stablish'd  it  fast 

By  a  changeless  decree, 
And  round  it  hath  cast, 

like  a  mantle,  the  sea. 

4  Thy  bountiful  care 

What  tongue  can  recite  ? 
It  breathes  in  the  air, 

It  shines  in  the  light. 
It  streams  from  the  hills. 

It  descends  to  the  plain, 
And  sweetly  distils 

In  the  dew  and  the  rain. 

5  Frail  children  of  dust. 

And  feeble  as  frail. 
In  Thee  do  we  trust, 

Nor  find  Thee  to  fail ; 
Thy  mercies  how  tender, 

How  firm  to  the  end, 
Our  Maker,  Defender, 

Eedeemer,  and  Priend ! 

6  0  measureless  Might ! 

Ineffable  Love ! 
While  angels  delight 

To  hymn  Thee  above, 
The  humbler  creation, 

Though  feeble  their  lays, 
With  true  adoration 

Shall  lisp  to  Thy  praise. 


PRAISE. 
23  1 2. 10. 1 2. 10. 

OWOESHIP  the    Lord  in    the    beauty  of 
holiness ! 
Bow  down  before  Him,  His  glory  proclaim ; 
With  gold  of  obedience,  and  incense  of  low-, 
liness, 
Kneel   and   adore   Him,  the  Lord  is  His 
Name! 

2  Low  at  His  feet  lay  thy  burden  of  carefulness, 

High  on  His  heart  He  will  bear  it  for  thee; 
Comfort  thy  sorrows,  and  answer  thy  prayer- 
fulness, 
Guiding  thy  steps  as  may  best  for  thee  be. 

3  Fear  not  to  enter  His  courts  in  the  slenderness 

.  Of  the  poor  wealth  thou  wouldst  reckon  as 
thine : 
Truth  in  its  beauty,  and  love  in  its  tenderness. 
These  are  the  offerings  to  lay  on  His  shrine. 

4  These,  though  we  bring  them  in  trembling  and 

fearfulness. 

He  will  accept  for  the  Name  that  is  dear ; 
Mornings  of  joy  give  for  evenings  of  tearful- 
ness, 

Trust  for  our  trembling,  and  hope  for  our 
fear. 

5  O  worship  the  Lord  in  the  beauty  of  holiness  I 

Bow  down  before  Him,  His  glory  proclaim ; 
With  gold  of  obedience,  and  incense  of  low- 
liness, 
Kneel  and   adore  Him,  the  Lord   is  His 
Name  I 


PRAISK 
24  87.87.47. 

pE  AISE,  my  ^oul,  tbe  King  of  Heaven, 
-*-      To  His  feet  thy  tribute  bring ; 
Eansoined,  healed,  restored,  forgiven. 

Who  like  thee  His  praise  should  sing ! 
Praise  Him !  praise  Him ! 

Praise  the  everlasting  King ! 

2  Praise  Him  for  His  grace  and  favour 

To  our  fathers  in  distress ; 
Praise  Him,  still  the  same  as  ever. 
Slow  to  chide,  and  swift  to  bless. 

Praise  Him  !  praise  Him ! 
Glorious  in  His  faithfulness ! 

3  Father-like,  He  tends  and  spares  us, 

Well  our  feeble  frame  He  knows ; 
In  His  hands  He  gently  bears  us, 
Rescues  us  from  all  our  foes. 
Praise  Him  !  praise  Him ! 
Widely  as  His  mercy  flows ! 

4  Angels,  help  us  to  adore  Him ; 

Ye  behold  Him  face  to  face ; 
Sun  and  moon  bow  down  before  Him, 
Dwellers  all  in  time  and  space. 

Praise  Him  !  praise  Him  ! 
Praise  with  us  the  God  of  grace ! 

H.  F.  LYTE. 

26  8.7. 

pRAISE  the  Lord !  ye  heavens  adore  Him, 
-*-      Praise  Him  angels  in  the  height ; 
Sun  and  moon  rejoice  before  Him, 
Praise  Him,  all  ye  stars  of  light, 

2  Praise  the  Lord!  for  He  hath  spoken; 
Worlds  His  mighty  voice  obeyed  •, 


i 


PRAISE. 

Laws  which  never  shall  be  broken 
For  their  guidance  hath  He  made. 

3  Praise  the  Lord !  for  He  is  glorious ; 

Never  shall  His  promise  fail ; 
God  hath  made  His  saints  victorious, 
Sin  and  death  shall  not  prevaiL 

4  Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation ; 

Hosts  on  high  His  power  proclaim; 
Heaven  and  earth  and  all  creation 
Laud  and  magnify  His  Name  1 

KEMPTHORNE  (?) 

26  8.7.  double. 

PEAISE  to  Thee,  Thou  great  Creator, 
Praise  be  Thine  from  every  tongue ; 
Join,  my  soul,  with  every  creature. 

Join  the  universal  song. 
Father,  source  of  all  compassion. 

Pure,  unbounded  grace  is  Thine; 
Hail  the  God  of  our  Salvation, 
Praise  Him  for  His  love  divine  I 

2  For  ten  thousand  blessings  given. 

For  the  hope  of  future  joy, 
Sound  His  praise  through  earth  and  heaven, 

Sound  Jenovah's  praise  on  high ; 
Joyfully  on  earth  adore  Him, 

ISU  in  heaven  our  song  we  raise ; 
There,  enraptured,  fall  before  Him, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

J.  FAWOETT. 
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II.IO.II.IO. 

TfBAISE  ye  Jehovah !  praise  the  Lord  most  holy, 
■^      Who  cheers  the  contiite,  g^xds  with  strength, 
the  weak ; 


PBAISS. 

Praise  Him  who  will  with  glory  crown  the  lowly, 
And  with  salvation  beautSy  the  meek. 

2  Praise  ye  Jehovah !  for  His  loving-kindness 
And  all  the  tender  mercy  He  hath  shown; 
Who  pardons  sin,  and  cures  the  spirit's  blindness, 
Who  calls  us  sons,  and  seals  Us  for  His  own. 

3  Praise  ye  Jehovah  !  source  of  every  blessing, 
Before  whose  gifts  earth's  richest  boons  are  dun; 
He  gave  His  Son,  and  life  in  Him  possessing, 

All  things  are  ours,  for  we  have  all  in  Hiip. 

■    '     "     '     t 

4  Praise  ye  Jehovah  1  who  so  freely  gave-'us 
His  gift  imspeakable,  His  only  Son ;  •  [us ; 
Praise  ye  the  Lamb !  who  gave  Himself  to  save 
And  sends  the  unction  from  the  Holy  Ono* 

M.  C.  CAMPBELL. 

PEAISE  ye  the  Lord,  immortal  quire,  o »!..., 
In  heavenly  heights  above, 
With  harp,  and  voice/ and  souls  of  fire;  i 
Burning  with  perfect  love, 

2  Shine  to  His  glory,  worlds  of  light ! 

Te  million  suns  of  spac6. 
Fair  moons  and  glittering  stars  of  night, 
Eunning  your  mystic  race. 

3  Ye  gorgeous  clouds  that  deck  the  sky 

With  crystal,  crimson,  g6ld  ^ 
And  rainbow  arches  raised  on  high 
The  Light  of  Light  unfold. 

4  Storm,  lightning,  thunder,  hail  and  snow, 

Wild  winds  that  keep  His  word, 
With  the  old  mountains  tax  below 
Hmtie  to  bles8  the  Lord. 


PRAISE. 

5  His  Name,  ye  forests,  wave  along ; 

Whisper  it,  every  flower ; 
Birds,  beasts  and  insects,  swell  the  song 
That  tells  His  love  and  power. 

6  And  round  the  wide  world  let  it  roll, 

Whilst  man  shall  lead  it  on ; 
Join,  every  ransomed  human  soul, 
In  glorious  unison ! 

7  Come,  aged  man !  come,  little  child ! 

Youth,  maiden,  peasant,  king. 
To  Grod  in  Jesus  reconciled. 
Your  hallelujahs  bring. 

8  The  all-creating  Deity ! 

Maker  of  earth  and  heaven ! 

The  great  Eedeeming  Majesty, 

To  Him  the  praise  be  given  ! 

G.  KAWSOK. 
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S.y. 


"pOUND  the  Lord,  in  glory  seated, 
-*-■'    Cherubim  and  Seraphim 
Filled  His  temple,  and  repeated 
Each  to  each  the  alternate  hymn : 
*'  Lord,  Thy  glory  fills  the  heaven  ; 
Earth  is  with  its  fulness  stored ; 
Unto  Thee  be  glory  given, 
Holy,  Holy,  Holy  Lord!" 

2  Heaven  is  still  with  glory  linging, 
Earth  takes  up  the  angels'  cry, 
'*  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,"  singing, 

"Lord  of  hosts,  the  Lord  most  high.'* 
"  Lord,  Thy  glory  fills  the  heaven, 
Earth  is  with  its  fulness  stored ; 
Unto  Thee  be  glory  given, 
Holy,  Holy,  Holy  LoiaL\'' 


PRAISE. 

3  With  His  seraph  train  before  Him, 
With:His  holy  church  below, 
Thus  conspire  we  to  adore  Him, 
Bid  we  thus  our  anthem  flow : 
"  Lord,  Thy  glory  fills  the  heaven, 
Earth  is  with  its  fulness  stored ; 
Unto  Thee  be  glory  given, 
Holy,  Holy,  Holy  Lord !  " 

R.  MANX. 
30  8.7.8.7,8.87. 

SING  praise  to  God  Who  reigns  above, 
The  God  of  all  creation, 
The  God  of  power,  the  God  of  love, 

The  God  of  our  salvation ; 
With  healing  baJm  my  soul  He  fills. 
And  every  faithless  murmur  stills ; 
To  God  all  praise  and  glory  1 

2  What  God's  almighty  power  hath  made 

His  gracious  mercy  keepeth  ; 
By  morning  glow  or  evening  shade 

His  watchful  eye  ne'er  sleepeth ;  •. . 
Within  the  kingdom  of  His  might 
Lo !  all  is  just,  and  all  is  right ; 

To  God  all  praise  and  glory ! 

3  The  Lord  is  never  far  away. 

But,  through  all  grief  distressing, 
An  ever-present  help  and  stay, 

Our. peace,  and  joy,  and  blessing; 
As  with  a  mother's  tender  hand. 
He  leads  His  own,  His  chosen  band ; 

To  God  all  praise  and  glory ! 

4  Thus  all  my  toilsome  way  along 
Isjif^  aloud  Thy  praises, 


PRAISK 

That  men  may  hear  the  grateful  song 

My  voice  unwearied  raises : 
Be  joyful  in  the  Lord,  my  heart, 
Both  soul  and  body  bear  your  part ; 

To  God  all  praise  and  glory  1 

J.  J.  SOHIJTZ,  trans,  f.  e.  cox. 

31  L.M. 

SING  to  the  Lord  a  joyful  song. 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  your  voices  raiae, 
To  us  His  gracious  gifts  belong, 
To  Him  our  songs  of  love  and  praise. 

2  For  life  aiid  love,  for  rest  and  food. 

For  daily  help  and  nightly  care, 
Sing  to  the  Lord,  for  He  is  good, 
Ajid  jxraise  His  Name,  for  It  is  fair. 

3  For  strength  to  those  who  on  Him  wait, 

His  truth  to  prove.  His  will  to  do ; 
Praise  yel  our  God,  for  He  is  great. 
Trust  in  His  Name,  for  It  is  true. 

4  For  joys  untold  that  daily  move 

Bound  those  who  love  His  sweet  employ, 
Sing  to  our  God,  for  He  is  love, 
Exalt  His  Name,  for  It  is  joy. 

5  For  life  below,  with  aU  its  bliss. 

And  for  that  life,  more  pure  and  high, 
That  inner  life  which  over  this 
Shall  ever  shine,  and  never  die ; 

6  Sing  to  the  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth, 

Whom  angels  serve  and  saints  adore. 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
To  Whom  be  praise  for  evermore. 

5.  «»,"B."VlC>i^^^\.V 


PRAISE. 
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7s. 


SONGS  of  praise  the  angels  sang> 
Heaven  with  hallelujahs  rai^, 
'When  Jehovah's  work  begun ; 
When  He  spake,  and  it  was  done. 

2  Songd  tt  praise  awoke  the  mom 
When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  bom ; 

Songs  of  praise  arose  when  He 
Captive  led  captivity, 

3  Heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away : 
Songs  of  priaise  shall  crown  that  day; 

God  wHl  make  new  heavens  and  earth '". 
Songs  of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth. 

4  And  shall  man  alone  be  dumb, 
Till  that  glorious  kingdom  come  ? 

N"o  1  the.  Church  delights  to  raise 
Psalms^  and  hymns,  and  songs  of  praise. 

5  Saints  below  with  heart  and  voice 
Still' in  songs  of  praise  rejoice; 

Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love. 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 

6  Borne  upon  their  latest  breath, 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death : 

Then,  amidst  eternal  joy. 

Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 
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S.M. 

STAND  up  and  bless  the  Lord, 
Ye  people  of  His  choice ; 
Stand  up  and  bless  the  Lord  yout  Ood, 
WM  heart  and  sovl  and  voice. 


PRAISE. 

2  Though  high  above  all  praise, 

Above  all  blessing  high, 
Who  would  not  fear  His  holy  Name, 
And  laud  and  magnify  ? 

3  0  for  the  living  flame 

From  His  own  altar  brought, 
To  touch  our  lips,  our  minds  inspire, 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought ! 

4  There,  with  benign  regard, 

Our  hymns  He  deigns  to  hear ; 
Though  unrevealed  to  mortal  sense 
The  spirit  feels  Him  near. 

5  God  is  our  strength  and  song. 

And  His  salvation  ours ; 
Then  be  His  love  in  Christ  proclaimed 
With  all  our  ransomed  powers. 

6  Stand  up  and  bless  the  Lord, 

The  Lord  your  God  adore ; 
Stand  up  and  bless  His  glorious  Name 
Henceforth  for  evermore. 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 

34  6.8.4. 

THE  God  of  Abraham  praise, 
Who  reigns  enthroned  above : 
Ancient  of  everlasting  days, 
And  God  of  love ! 
Jehovah,  great  I  AM ! 

By  earth  and  heaven  confessed, 
I  bow  and  bless  the  sacred  Name 
For  ever  blessed. 

2  The  God  of  Abraham  praise. 
At  whose  supreme  command 
From  earth  I  rise  aud  seek  the  joys 
At  His  right  \iai\4. 


PRAISE. 

I'd  all  on  earth  forsake, — 
Its  wisdom,  fame,  and  power  ! 
And  Him  my  only  portion  make. 
My  shield  and  tower. 

3  The  God  of  Abraham  praise. 

Whose  all-sufficient  grace 
Shall  guide  me  all  my  happy  days 
In  all  His  ways : 
He  calls  a  worm  His  friend ; 
He  calls  Himself  my  God  I 
And  He  shall  save  me  to  the  end, 
Through  Jesus'  blood. 

4  He  by  Himself  hath  sworn ; 

I  on  His  oath  depend ; 
I  shall,  on  eagles'  wings  upborne. 
To  heaven  ascend : 
I  shall  behold  His  face, 
I  shall  His  power  adore ; 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  His  grace 
For  evermore. 

5  The  whole  triumphant  host 

Give  thanks  to  God  on  high : 
Hail  1  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 
They  ever  cry : 
Hail !  Abraham's  God  and  mine  ! 
I  join  the  heavenly  lays : 
All  might  and  majesty  are  Thine, 
And  endless  praise ! 

T.  OLIVERS. 
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L.M. 


THE  Lord  is  King ;  lift  up  thy  voice, 
0  earth,  and  all  ye  heavens,  rejoice  I 
From  world  to  world  the  joy  shall  Ting; 
27ie  Lord  Omnipotent  is  King. 


P&AISE. 

2  The  Lord  is  King ;  who  then  shall  dare 
Besist  His  vdll,  distrust  His  care. 

Or  murmur  at  His  wise  decrees. 
Or  doubt  His  royal  promises  ? 

3  The  Lord  is  King ;  child  of  the  dust. 
The  Judge  of  all  the  earth  is  just ; 

Holy  and  true  are  all  His  ways ; 
Let  every  creature  speak  His  praise. 

4  He  reigns  !  ye  saints  exalt  your  strains  : 
Your  God  is  King,  your  Father  reigns ; 

And  He  is  at  the  Father's  side — 
The  Man  of  love,  the  Crucified. 

5  Come,  make  your  wants,  your  burdens  kno\ 
He  will  present  them  at  the  throne ; 

And  angel-bands  axe  waiting  there. 
His  messages  of  love  to  bear. 

6  0 !  when  His  wisdom  can  mistake. 
His  might  decay,  His  love  forsake. 

Then  may  His  children  cease  to  sing 
"  The  Lord  Omnipotent  is  King." 

J.  CONDEB 

36 

WE  praise,  we  worship  Thee,  0  God ; 
Thy  sovereign  power  we  sound  abros 
All  nations  bow  before  Thy  throne, 
And  Thee,  the  great  Jehovah  own. 

2  Loud  hallelujahs  to  Thy  Name 
Angels  and  seraphim  proclaim ; 

By  all  the  powers  and  thrones  in  heaVe: 
Eternal  praise  to  Thee  is  given. 

3  O  Holy,  Holy,  Holy  Lord, 
Thou  God  of  Hosts,  \)y  dl  ^^tfe3i\ 


Earth  and  the  heavens  are  full  of  Thee, 
Thy  light,  Thy  power.  Thy  majesty. 

4  Apostles  join  the  glorious  throng, 
And  swell  the  loud  triumphant  song ; 

Prophets  and  martyrs  hear  the  sound, 
And  spread  the  hallelujah  roimd. 

5  Glory  to  Thee;  0  God  most  high ! 
Father,  we  praise  Thy  majesty ; 

The  Son,  the  Spirit  we  adore ; 
One  Godheadi  blest  for  evermore. 

AMBROSE,  trans,  anon. 

37  6.5.6.5. 

VI/iTH  gladness  we  worship, 
' '     Eejoice  as  we  sing, 
Free  hearts  and  free  voices 

How  hlessed  to  bring  I 
The  old  thankful  story 

Shall  reach  Thine  abode, 
Thou  "King  of  all  glory, 

Most  bountiful  God.  , 

2  Thy  right  would  we  give  Thee, 

True  homage  Thy  due, 
And  honour  eternal 

The  universe  through : 
With  all  Thy  creation. 

Earth,  heaven,  and  sea, 
In  one  acdamatiou 

We  celebrate  Thee. 

3  Eenewed  by  Thy  Spirit, 

Eedeemed  by  Thy  Son, 
Thy  ohUdrezi  revere  Thee 
;  jFbr  flZZ  Thou  hast  doue. 
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1»RAJSE. 

O  Father !  returning 
To  love  and  to  light, 

Thy  children  are  yearning 
To  praise  Thee  aright. 

■ 

4  Our  souls  mount  aspiring 

To  reach  the  Divine ; 
Partaking  Thy  nature — 

.  In  Chnst — even  Thine  ! 
Ascending  and  soaring, 

With  Him  in  accord, 
We  triumph  adoring, 

We  joy  in  the  Lord. 

5  We  join  with  the  angels. 

And  so  there  is  given 
From  earth,  Hallelujah  I 

In  answer  to  heaven. 
Amen  !  be  Thou  glorious 

Below  and  above, 
Eedeeming,  victorious, 

And  Infinite  Love ! 


G.   RAWSON. 

6.6.6.6.8.1 


Pof  the  Father  loved, 
Ye  of  the  Saviour  sought, 
Whose  sins  He  hath  removed. 
Whose  raiment  He  hath  wrought  ; 
Ye  who  have  known 
The  Spirit's  might ; 
On  whom  hath  shone 
The  Spirit's  light ! 

2  Ye  people  of  the  Lord 
Who  in  His  love  abide  ; 
Four  treasure  do  not  hoard, 
Your  gladness  do  ivol\v\^^\ 


PKAISE. 

Together  bring 

Your  costly  store ! 
Together  sing ! 

Together  soar ! 

3  Glad  heart,  repeat  to  heart 

The  story  of  thy  peace  : 
Each  dear  delight  impart  I 
Each  dear  delight  increase  ! 
Thy  foes  overthrown, 
Thy  sins  forgiven, 
Thy  darkness  gone. 
Thy  fetters  riven ! 

4  Tell  of  that  saving  hour ; 

Tell  of  His  smiling  face ! 
Tell  of  His  quickening  power ; 
TeU  of  His  strengthening  grace ! 
Souls  loved  so  w^ell, 

Come  near !     Come  near ! 
0  hear  and  tell ! 
0  tell  and  hear ! 

5  In  linked  praise  and  prayer 

Your  heaven  on  earth  begin ; 
Together  glimpses  fair 
Of  hastening  glory  win ; 

From  strength  to  strength 

Together  go  I 
In  heaven  at  length 
Together  glow ! 

6  With  all  the  heirs  of  grace 

There  speak  the  saving  Name ; 
With  all  the  ransomed  race 
Give  glory  to  the  Lamb ! 
Your  King  of  light 

Together  see, 
In  all  ma  might 
And  majesty  I  »r*  \i.  OiU*. 

c 


f  ^rfcctions  et®o^t 
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ETERNITY. 


L.M, 


ETERNAL  Power,  whose  high  abode 
Becomes  the  grandeur  of  a  God ; 
Infinite  lengths  beyond  the  bounds 
Where  stars  revolve  their  little  rounds ! 

2  Thee,  while  the  first  archangel  sings, 
He  hides  his  face  beneath  his  wings ; 

And  ranks  of  shining  thrones  alound 
Fall  worshipping,  and  spre^ad  the  ground. 

3  Lord,  what  shall  earth  and  ashes  do  ? 
"Vye  would  adore  our  Maimer  too ; 

From  sin  and  dust  to  Thee  we  cry, 
The  Great,  the  Holy,  and  the  High. 

4  Earth  from  afar  has  heard  Thy  fame. 
And  we  have  learnt  to  lisp  Thy  Name ; 

But,  0,  the  glories  of  Thy  mind, 
Leave  all  ouy  soaring  thoughts  behind. 

5  God  is  in  heaven,  and  men  below ; 
Be  short  oux  tun^s,  pur  words  be  few ; 

A  sacred  reverence  checks  our  songs, 
And  praise  sits  siieint  on  our  tongues. 

WATTS* 
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GREAT  Fcxcmer  of  this  various  frame. 
Our  soiils  adeire  Thiiie  awful  Name, 
And  bow  and  treax\iV^  ^Yuia  tlvey  praise 
..  I  irn  ."  The  AnciiBipLt  of  etetxsaV  ^^y^. 


ETERNITY, 

2  Before  Thine  infinite  survey, 
Creation  rose  as  yesterday ; 

And,  as  to-morrow,  shall  Thine  eye 
See  earth  and  stars  in  ruin  lie. 

3  Beyond  the  highest  angel's  sight, 
Thou  dwelleat  in  eternal  light. 

Which  shines  with  undiminished  ray, 
While  suns  and  systems  waste  away. 

4  Our  days  a  transient  period  run, 
And  change  with  every  circling  sun ; 

And  while  to  lengthened  years  we  trust, 
Before  the  moth  we  sink  to  dust. 

5  But  let  the  creatures  faU  around; 
Let  death  consign  us  to  the  ground ; 

Let  the  last  general  flame  arise. 
And  melt  the  arches  of  the  skies ; — 

6  Calm  as  the  summer's  ocean,  we 
Can  all  the  wreck  of  nature  see ; 

While  grace  secures  us  an  abode 
Unshaken  as  the  throne  of  God. 

DODDRIDGE* 
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OUR  God,  our  help  in  ages  past. 
Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast. 
And  our  eternal  home : 

2  Under  the  shadow  ol  Thy  throne 

Thy  sainta  have  dwelt  secure ; 
Sufficient  is  Thine  arm  alone, 
And  our  defence  is  sure. 

3  Beioxe  the  hiUa  in  order  stood, 

Or  earth  received  her  frame, 


PERFECTIONS  OF  GOB. 

From  everlasting  Thou  art  God, 
To  endless  years  the  same. 

4  A  thousand  ages  in  Thy  sight. 

Are  like  an  evening  gone ; 
Siiort  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night 
Before  the  rising  sun. 

5  Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  stream, 

Bears  all  its  sons  away ; 
They  fly,  forgotten,  as  a  dream 
Dies  at  the  opening  day. 

6  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past. 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Be  Thou  our  guard,  while  troubles  last. 
And  our  eternal  home. 

WATTS. 

42  c.M. 

THROUGH  endless  years  Thou  art  the  same, 
0  Thou  eternal  God ! 
Ages  to  come  shall  know  Thy  Name, 
And  spread  Thy  praise  abroad. 

2  The  strong  foundations  of  the  earth 

Of  old  by  Thee  were  laid. 
By  Thee  the  beauteous  arch  of  heaven 
With  matchless  skill  was  made. 

3  Soon  shall  this  goodly  frame  of  things. 

Formed  by  Thy  powerful  hand, 
Be  like  a  vesture  laid  aside. 
And  changed  at  Thy  command. 

4  But  Thy  eternal  state,  0  Lord ! 

No  length  of  time  shall  waste ; 
Thjr  power  and  goodness,  tixxlYi  and  ^mce> 
From  age  to  age  shall  laat. 


OMNIPRESENCE  AND  OMNISCIENCE. 

5  Thou  to  the  children  of  Thy  saiiit$ 
Shalt  endless  blessings  give ; 
They  in  their  fathers'  God  shall  trust, 
And  iu  Thy  presence  live. 

TATE  AND  BRADY.* 
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OMnPRESENCE  AND  OMNISCIENCE, 

CM. 

BEYOND,  beyond  that  boundless  sea, 
Above  that  dome  of  sky. 
Farther  than  thought  itself  can  flee, 

Thy  dwelling  is  on  high ; 
Yet  dear  the  awful  thought  to  me, 
That  Thou,  my  God,  art  nigh  : 

2  Art  nigh,  and  yet  my  labouring  mind 

Feeb  after  Thee  in  vain, 
Thee  in  these  works  of  power  to  &id, 

Or  to  Thy  seat  attain ; 
Thy  messenger,  the  stormy  wind ; 

Thy  path,  the  trackless  main. 

3  These  speak  of  Thee  with  loud  acclaim  ; 

They  thunder  forth  Thy  praise, 
The  glorious  honour  of  Thy  Name, 

The  wonders  of  Thy  ways ; 
But  Thou  art  not  in  tempest-flame,         .  ^ 

Nor  in  day's  glorious  blaze. 

4  We  hear  Thy  voice,  when  thunders  roll 

Through  the  wide  fields  of  air ; 
The  waves  obey  Thy  dread  control ; 

Yet  still  Thou  art  not  there. 
V^here  shall  I  imd  Him,  0  my  soul, 
W/30  yet  23  everywhere  ? 


inoncTK^s  or  eesK 

O I  B0t  in  drdiBg  dqplk  or  Iie^ht^ 

But  in  the  eontrifee  breast ; 
IVesent  to  fartiu  thoa^  reikd  fcon  s^t, 

Tbere  doth  His  Spnit  icsk 
O  cGnie,  Thou  Presence  infinite  I 

AnH  make  Thy  cieatnie  blest. 

J.  COSUESL 


FATHER  and  Friend,  Thy  light.  Thy  love;  '  ' 
Beaming  thiongfa  all  Thy  wchAs  wb  see ; 
Thy  glory  gOds  the  heavens  above. 
And  all  the  ear&  is  foil  of  Thee. 

2  Thy  voice  we  hear — ^Ihy  presence  feel. 

Whilst  Thon,  too  pure  for  mortal  s^it. 
Involved  in  clonds — ^invisible, 

Sdgnest  the  Ijond  of  life  and  lig^ 

3  We  know  not  in  what  hallowed  part 

Of  the  wide  heavens  Thy  throne  may  be. 
Bat  this  we  know,  that  where  Thou  art. 

Strength,  wisdom,  goodness  dwell  with  Thee. 

4  Thy  children  shall  not  faint  nor  fear. 

Sustained  by  this  delightful  thought ; 
Since  Thou,  their  Grod,  art  everywhere. 
They  cannot  be  where  Thou  art  not. 

J.   BOVTRING. 

7s. 
riOD  is  here — ^how  sweet  the  sound  ! 
"     An  I  feel,  and  all  I  see, — 
Nature  teems — above — around. 
With  the  present  Deity. 

1b  there  danger  1    ^^^n^^a^. 

Though  tile  deedbh-^nxiig^  ^xtww^  ^  ^ 


OMNIPRESEirCEl  AND  OMNISCIENCE. 

I  can  answer, — God  fe  here  t 
I  am  safe  beneath  His  eyie ! 

3  When  I  pray.  He  hears  my  prayer ; 

When  I  weep.  He  sees  my  grief ; 
If  I  wander,  He  is  there, 
Eeady  to  afford  reKef. 

4  Could  I  for  a  moment  deem  \'i 

God  is  not  in  all  I  see.  .  ,      ^ ,  .'  ' 

0 !  how  drdadful  wete  the  dream      '  \  | 
Of  a  world  devoid  of  Thee  ! 

5  But,,  since  Thou  art  ever  near, 

"Euling  all  that  falls  to  me, 
t  can  smile  at  pain  or  care, 
Smc6  it  comes  in  love  from  Thee.  > : 

J.  EDMESTON. 


•  L.M. 

LOED,  Thou  hast  searched  and  feeen  me 
through, 
Thine  eye  commands,  intH  piercing  View, 
My  rising  and  my  restihg  hours, 
My  heart  and  flesh  with  all  their  powers. 

2  My  thoughts,  before  thiey  are  ihy  bWn> 
Are  to  my  God  distinctly  knoVh ; 

He  knows  the  words  I  niean  to  spieafc,    ' 
Ere  from  my  opening  lips  they  bri^dk. 

3  Within  Thy  circling  power  t  stand ;   . 
On  every  side  I  find  Thy  hand ; 

Awake,  asleep,  at  home,  abroad,  ,  ... 

I  am  surrounded  still  with  God.  O  i:^ 

4  Amazing  knowledge,  vast  and  great !  _      ^: 
What  iM-ge  extent,  what  lofty  height  \ 

Mjr  soul  with  all  the  pbweits  I  bdaist , 
Is  in  the  boundleBS  ptospect  Icfat.   '    -^^ 
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5  0  may  these  thoughts  possess  my  "breast, 
Where'e?  I  rove,  where'er  I  rest  1 
Nor  let  my  weaker  passions  dare 
Consent  to  sin,  for  God  is  there. 

WATTS. 
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L.M. 

LORD,  my  weak  thought  in  vain  would  climb 
To  search  the  starry  vault  profound  ; 
In  vain  would  wing  her  flight  sublime, 
To  find  creation's  utmost  bound. 

2  But  weaker  yet  that  thought  must  prove. 

To  search  Thy  great  eternal  plan, 
Thy  sovereign  counsels,  born  of  love 
Long  ages  ere  the  world  began. 

3  When  my  dim  reason  would  demand 

Why  that,  or  this,  Thou  dost  ordain. 
By  some  vast  deep  I  seem  to  stand. 
Whose  secrets  I  must  ask  in  vain. 

4  AVhen  doubts  disturb  my  troubled  breast, 

And  all  is  dark  as  night  to  me. 
Here,  as  on  solid  rock,  I  rest, 
That  so  it  seemeth  good  to  Thee. 

5  Be  this  my  joy,  that  evermore 

Thou  rulest  all  things  at  Thy  will ; 
Thy  sovereign  wisdom  I  adore, 
And  calmly,  sweetly,  trust  Thee  still. 

KAY  PALMER. 
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"VrO  human  eyes  Thy  face  may  see ; 

^     No  human  thought  Thy  form  may  know ; 

But  all  creation  dwells  in  Thee, 

And  Thy  great  life  through  all  doth  flow. 


UNSEARCHABLENESS. 

2  And  yefc,  O  strange  and  wondrous  thought ! 

Thou  iart  a  God  who  hearest  prayer, 
And  every  heart  with  sorrow  fraught, 
To  seek  Thy  present  aid  may  dare. 

3  And  though  most  weak  our  efforts  seem 

Into  one  creed  these  thoughts  to  bind ; 
And  vain  the  intellectual  dream, 
To  see  and  know  the  Eternal  Mind ; 

4  Yet  Thou  wilt  turn  them  not  aside, 

"Who  cannot  solve  Thy  life  divine. 
But  would  give  up  all  reason's  pride 

To  know  their  hearts  approved  by  Thine. 

5  So  though  we  faint  on  life's  dark  hill. 

And  Thought  grow  weak,  and  Knowledge  flee, 
Yet  Faith  shall  teach  us  courage  still. 
And  Love  shall  guide  us  on  to  Thee. 

T.   W,   HIGGINSOX. 

49  i-M 

0  HEIGHT  that  doth  all  height  excel. 
Where  the  Almighty  doth  abide ! 
O  awful  depth  unsearchable. 
Wherein  the  Eternal  One  doth  hide ! 

2  O  dreadful  glory,  that  doth  make 

Thick  darkness  round  the  heavenly  throne, 
Through  which.no  angel-eye  may  break, 
Wherein  the  Lord  doth  dwell  alone ! 

3  Our  fainting  souls  the  quest  give  o*er. 

Their  weary  wings  no  longer  try  ; 
His  dwelling  we  may  not  explore. 
We  may  not  on  His  glory  pry. 

4  Vain  searchers !  but  we  need  not  mourn ; 

We  need  not  stretch  our  weary  wings  *, 
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Thou  meetest  us  where'er  we  tum; 

Thou  beamest,  Lord,  from  all  bright  things. 

5  The  glory  no  man  may  abide 

Doth  visit  us,  a  gracious  guest ; 
Thou  whom  "  excess  of  light "  doth  hide 
H^e  shinest,  sweetly  manifest. 

6  To  us,  vain  searchers  after  i&od. 

To  us,  the  Holy  Ghost  doth  come ; 
From  us  Thou  hidest  Thine  abode ;  ' 

But  Thou  wilt  make  our  souls  Thy  hbme. 

7.  0  Glory  that  no  eye  may  bear ! 

0  Presence  bright,  our  souls'  sweet  (ruest ! 
0  farthest  off!  0  ever  near! 
Most  hidden  and  inost  Inanif est ! 

T.  H.  GILt. 


—  ^  JPO  WER. 

A  GOD  1  Thy  power  is  wonderful, 
^    Thy  glory  passing  bright ; 
Thy  wisdom,  with  its  deep  on  deep, 
A  i?apture  to  the  sight. 


»"*  ' . 


2  Thy  justice  is  the  gladdest  thing 
:    Creation  can  behold ; 

Thy  tenderness  so  meek,  it  wins 
The  guilty  to  be  boldi 

3  All  things  that  have  been,  all  that  are, 

All  things  that  can  be  dreamed^ 
All  possible  creations,  made. 
Kept  faithful,  or  redeemed;-^— 

4  All  tbeee  may  draw  U^oti  Thy  ^ower, 
Tby  .mercy  may  coTximattflL\ 


GREATNESS  AKD  CONDESCENSION. 

And  still  outflows  Thy  silent  sea, 
Immutable  and  grand. 


.jk  \ 


5  0  little  heart  of  mine  I  shall  pain 
Or  sorrow  make  thee  moan^ 
When  all  this  God  is  all  for  thee, 
A  Father  all  thine  own  ? 

F.   W.  FiBER. 


—  ^     GREATNESS  AND  CONDESCENSION. 

LOED  of  all  being,  throned  afai*. 
Thy  glory  flames  from  sun  and  star ; 
Centre  and  soul  of  evfeiy  Sphere, 
Yet  to  each  loving  heaart  how  near  I 

2  Sun  of  our  life.  Thy  quickening  ray    ; 
Sheds  on  our  path  the  glow  of  day  • 

Star  of  our  nope,  Thy  softened  light 
Cheers  the  Ibng  watches  of  the  night. 

3  Our  midnight  is  Thy  smile  ^ithdrawQ ; 
Our  noontide  is  Thy  gracious  dawn; 

Our  rainbow  arch  Thy  mercy's  sign  : 
All,  save  the  iclouds  of  sin,  are  Thine  I 

4  Lord  of  all  life,  below,  above, 

Whose  light  is  truth,  whose  warmth  is  love, 
Before  Thy  ever-blazing  throne 
We  ask  no  lustre  of  our  own. 

5  Grant  us  Thy  truth  to  make  us  free,      ■■^'  ■ 
And  kindling  hearts  that  burn  for  Tl^, 
Till  all  Thy  loving  altars  claim 
One  holy  light,  ohe  hfeatelily  flat»B  \ 

0.  "W*  ^161^^^, 


CM. 
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MOST  ancient  of  all  mysteries. 
Before  Thy  throne  we  lie ; 
Eternal  Wisdom,  Light,  and  Love ! 
Most  holy  Trinity ! 

2  How  wonderful  creation  is, 

Thy  work,  which  Thou  didst  bless ; 
Tis  but  the  hiding  of  Thy  power. 
Divine  Almightiness ! 

3  How  beautiful  Thine  angels  are  f 

Thy  saints,  in  radiant  dress ; 
They're  but  the  shadow  of  Thy  light. 
Eternal  loveliness ! 

4  Infinite  Goodness !  Thou  art  dear 

To  Thy  poor  creature's  heart ; 

It  blesses  Thee  that  Thou  art  God, 

That  Thou  art  what  Thou  art. 

5  We  look  up  in  our  littleness 

To  Thy  majestic  state ; 
Our  comfort  is  Thou  art  so  good, 
'And  that  Thou  art  so  great. 

6  0  Glorious  in  Thy  Holiness, 

Our  souls  to  Thee  would  fly ; 
Inspire  us  now  with  fear  and  love, 
Our  God  to  sanctify. 

F.   W.  FABER.* 
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MY  God,  how  wonderful  Thou  art ! 
Thy  Majesty  how  bright ! 
How  beautiful  Thy  metcy-^<i^\.. 
In  depths  of  buTuiiig^\\^\,\ 


GREATNESS  AND  CONDESCENSION. 

2  How  dread  are  Thine  eternal  years, 

O  everlasting  Lord, 
By  prostrate  spirits  day  and  night 
Incessantly  adored ! 

3  How  wonderful,  how  beautiful, 

The  sight  of  Thee  must  be, 
Thine  endless  wisdom,  boundless  power. 
And  awful  purity ! 

4  Yet  I  may  love  Thee  too,  0  Lord, 

Almighty  as  Thou  art. 
For  Thou  hast  stooped  to  ask  of  me 
The  love  of  my  poor  heart. 

5  No  earthly  father  loves  like  Thee, 

No  mother,  e*er  so  mild. 
Bears  and  forbears  as  Thou  hast  done 
With  me  Thy  sinful  child. 

6  Father  of  Jesus,  love's  Reward, 

What  rapture  will  it  be 
Prostrate  before  Thy  throne  to  lie. 


And  gaze  and  gaze  on  Thee ! 


F.   W.  FABER. 

L.M. 

Up  to  the  Lord  that  reigns  on  high, 
And  views  the  nations  from  afar. 
Let  everlasting  praises  fly. 

And  tell  how  large  His  bounties  are. 

2  God,  that  must  stoop  to  view  the  skies, 

And  bow  to  see  what  angels  do, 
Down  to  our  earth  He  casts  His  eyes, 
And  bends  His  footsteps  downward  too. 

3  He  overrules  all  mortal  things. 

And  manages  our  mean  affairs ; 
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On  humble  souls  the  King  of  kings 
Bestows  His  counsels  and  His  cares. 

4  Our  sorrows  and  our  tears  we  pour 

Into  the  bosom  of  our  God ; 
He  hears  us  in  the  mournful  hour, 
And  helps  us  bear  the  heavy  load. 

5  0  could  our  thankful  hearts  devise 

A  tribute  equal  to  Thy  grace, 
To  the  third  heaven  our  songs  should  5pi£ 
And  teach  the  golden  harps  Thy  prais 

WAT 


-  -  HOLJfMESS. 

ETEENAL  Light  |  EJ^rnal  Light ! 
How  pure  the  soul  must  te, 
When,  placed  within  Thy  searching  sigl 
It  shrinks  not,  but  with  calm  delight 
Can  live,  and  look  on  Thee ! 

2  The  spirits  that  surround  Thy  throi^e. 

May  bear  the  burning  bliss ; 
But  that  is  surely  theirs  alone. 
Since  they  have  never,  never  known      • 

A  fallen  world  like  this. 

3  0 1  how  shall  I^  whose  native  sphere 

Is  dark,  whpse  mind  is  dim. 
Before  the  IneJBfable  appear. 
And  on  my  naked  spirit  bear 

53iat  uncreated  beam  ? 

4  There  is  a  way  for  man  to  rise 

To  that  sublime  abode : — • 
An  offering  and  a  sacrifice, 
A  Holy  Spirit's  eneoc^ea. 
An  Advocate  vrtth.  OoA. 


UNCHANGEABLENESS  AND  FAITHFULNESS. 

5  These,  these  prepare  tis  for  the  sight 
Of  holiness  above; 
The  sous  of  ignorance  ^and  night 
May  dwell  in  the  Eternal  Light, ' 
Tl^'ough  the  Eternal  Love  I 

T.  BINNEY. 
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A  GOD,  enshrined  in  dazzling  light 
^    Above  the  highest  sphere, 
My  soul  is  filled  with  awe  to  feel 
That  Thou  art  present  here. 

2  Thine  Eye  is  as  a  lamp  of  fire. 

And  in  its  searching  flame 
I  see  myself,  all  stained  with  sin. 
And  bow  my  head  with  shame. 

3  But,  0  my  God,  Thy  Son  hath  died ! 

And  from  the  dust  I  rise. 
And  from  myself  and  all  my  sin  >C 

To  Thee  I  lift  mine  eyes, 

4  My  sins,  ^re  dark,  but  over  all 

Thy  burning  love  I  see ; 
And  all  my  soul  is  full  of  praise, 
And  worships  only  Thee. 

w.  W.  HOW. 


UNCHANQE4BLEJSES&  ANJ>  FAITHFULNESS. 

Of  ^•^• 

BEGIN,  my  tongue,  some  heavenly  theme. 
And  speak  some  boundless  thmg  \ 
The  mighty  works,  or  mightiei^  Name, 
Of  our  eternni  King.  ■  ^ 
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2  Tell  of  His  wondrous  faithfulness, 

And  sound  His  power  abroad ; 
Sing  tli6  sweet  promise  of  His  grace, 
And  the  performing  God. 

3  Proclaim  salvation  from  the  Lord, 

For  wretched,  dying  men ; 
His  hand  has  writ  the  sacred  word 
With  an  immortal  pen. 

4  Engraved  as  in  eternal  brass. 

The  mighty  promise  shines ; 
Nor  can  the  powers  of  darkness  rase 
Those  everlasting  lines. 

5  His  very  word  of  grace  is  strong 

As  that  which  built  the  skies ; 
The  voice  that  rolls  the  stars  along 
Speaks  all  the  promises. 

WATTS. 
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FAITHFUL,  0  Lord,  Thy  mercies  are, 
A  rock  that  cannot  move ; 
A  thousand  promises  declare 
Thy  constancy  of  love. 

2  Throughout  the  universe  it  reigns 

Unalterably  sure, 
And  while  the  truth  of  God  remains, 
The  goodness  must  endure. 

3  Thy  ceaseless,  unexhausted  love, 

Unmerited  and  free,  \  y 

Delights  our  evil  to  remove, 
And  help  our  misery. 

4  Thy  goodness  and  TVvy  \,tw\Jti,  ^^  Tag, 
To  every  soul  abouu^, 


UNCHANGEABLENESS  AND  FAITHHJLNESS. 

A  vast  unfathomable  sea, 
Where  all  our  thoughts  are  drowned. 

5  Its  streams  the  whole  creation  reach. 
So  plenteous  is  the  store ; 
Enough  f or  aU,  enough  for  each. 
Enough  for  evermore. 

AVESLEY. 
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JEHOVAH,  evermore  the  same, 
Unchanging  and  unchanged  art  Tliou ; 
And  while  Thy  creatures  wax  and  wane 

In  Thee  there  is  no  ebb  or  flow. 
Systems  may  rise  and  fade  away. 

And  nature  weaken  in  her  frame. 
Within  Thyself  there's  no  decay. 
For  evermore  "  Thou  art  the  same!' 

Nor  would  we  have  Thee  change,  0  Lord, 

For  kinder  never  could'st  Thou  be, 
Thy  love  is  one  great  golden  cord 

Binding  the  universe  to  Thee. 
Ere  earth  was  made  or  time  began, 

Or  Christ  of  human  flesh  became. 
Thy  love  went  forth  on  guilty  man, 

For  evermore  "  Thoio  art  the  same!* 

There's  naught  on  earth  that  does  not  change : 

All  things  are  shifting  on  the  stream. 
Whatever  comes  within  our  range 

Seems  just  as  fleeting  as  a  dream. 
There  is  no  rest  but  in  Thy  Word, 

No  settled  hope  but  in  Thy  Name  ; 
Hoot  Thou  our  souls  in  Thee,  0  Lord, 

For  "  Tkm  art "  evermore  "  tht  same." 
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LOED  God,  by  whom  all  change  is  wroi 
By  whom  new  things  to  birth  are  ht 
In  whom  no  change  is  known ! 
Whatever  Thou  dost,  whatever  Thou  art. 
Thy  people  still  in  Thee  have  part ! 
Stni,  still  Thou  art  our  own. 

2  Ancient  of  Days !  we  dwell  in  Thee  ; 
Out  of  Thine  own  eternity 

Our  peace  and  joy  are  wrought ; 
We  rest  in  our  eternal  God, 
And  make  secure  and  sweet  abode 

With  Thee,  who  changest  not. 

3  Each  steadfast  promise  we  possess  ; 
Thine  everlasting  truth  we  bless. 

Thine  everlasting  love ; 
The  unfailing  Helper  close  we  clasp, 
The  everlasting  Arms  we  grasp, 

Nor  from  the  Refuge  move. 

4  Spirit  who  makest  all  things  new, 
Thou  leadest  onward ;  we  pursue 

The  heavenly  march  sublime. 
'Neath  Thy  renewing  fire  we  glow, 
And  still  from  strength  to  strength  we  gc 

From  height  to  height  we  climb. 

T.  H.  G 
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IjlOR  the  beauty  of  the  earth, 
-*-     For  the  glory  of  the  skies, 
For  the  love  which  from  our  birth 

Over  and  around  \x^  Usa, 
Lord  of  all,  to  Tlcie^  \7^  ^m^ 
This  our  "hymn  oi  g!ca\.ei\3!\.  y^^\^^\ 


V-J'v, 


I^YE  AND  G00DNS8a 

2  For  the  wonder  of  each  hour 

Of  the  day  and  of  the  night. 
Hill  and  vale,  and  tree  and  flower, 

Sxin  and  moon,  and  stars  of  light. 
Lord  of  all,  to  Thee  we  raise 
This  our  hymn  of  grateful  praise  I 

3  For  the  joy  of  human  love. 

Brother,  sister,  parent^  child,    ' 
Friends  on  earth,  and  friends  above. 

Pleasures  pure  and  undefiled. 
Lord  of  all,  to  Thee  we  raise 
This  our  hymn  of  grateful  praise  I 

4  For  each  perfect  gift  of  Thine 

To  OUT  race  so  freely  given, 
Graces  human  and  Divine, 

Flowers  of  earth  and  buds  of  heaven, 
Lord  of  all,  to  Thee  we  raise 
This  our  hymn  of  grateful  praise ! 

5  For  Thy  church  that  evermore 

Lifteth  holy  hands  above, 
Offering  up  on  every  shore 

Her  pure  sacrifice  of  love. 
Lord  of  all,  to  Thee  we  raise 
This  our  hymn  of  grateful  praise ! 

F,  S.  PIERPONT. 

GOD  is  love  I  His  mercy  brightens 
All  the  path  in  which  we  rove  ; 
JBliss  He  wakes,  and  woe  He  lightens : 
God  is  wisdom  1  God  is  love  I  r 

3  Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever, 
Man  decays  and  ages  move ; 
But  His  mercy  waneth  never : 
God  is  wisdom  I  God  is  love  \ 
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3  E*en  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth    *' 

Will  His  changeless  goodness  prove; 
From  the  mist  His  brightness  streameth : 
Gk)d  is  wisdom  1  God  is  love ! 

4  He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 

Hope  and  comfort  from  above  ; 
Everywhere  His  glory  shineth : 
God  is  wisdom!  God  is  love! 

J.  BOWRING. 

63  S.7.4. 

GOD  is  love — the  heavens  tell  it 
Through  their  glorious  orbs  of  light, 
In  that  glad  and  golden  language 
Speaking  to  us,  day  and  night, 

Their  great  story, 
God  is  love,  and  God  is  might  1 

2  And  the  teeming  earth  rejoices 

In  that  message  from  above ; 
With  ten  thousand  thousand  voices, 
Telling  back  from  hill  and  grove. 

Her  glad  story, 
God  is  might,  and  God  is  love  ! 

3  With  these  anthems  of  creation 

Mingling  in  harmonious  strife. 
Christian  songs  of  Christ's  salvation. 
To  the  world  with  blessings  rife. 

Tell  .their  story, 
God  is  love,  and  God  is  life  I 

4  Through  that  precious  love  He  souglit  us. 

Wandering  from  His  holy  ways ; 
With  that  precious  life  He  bought  ns ; 
Then  let  all  our  future  days 

Tell  this  story ; — ■ 
Love  our  life,  aui  liXe  \)^  y^"^^- 


LOVE  AND  GOODNESS. 

5  Gladsome  is  the  theme,  and  glorious. 

Praise  to  Christ,  our  gracious  Head ; 
Clirist,  the  risen  Christ,  victorious. 
Death  and  hell  hath  captive  led ! 

Welcome  story. 
Love  is  life,  and  death  is  dead  ! 

6  Up  to  Him  let  each  affection 

Daily  rise,  and  round  Him  move ; 
Our  whole  lives  one  resurrection 
To  the  life  of  life  above ; 

Their  glad  story, 
God  is  life,  and  God  is  love ! 

J.  S.  B.  MONSELL. 
64  8.8.8.4. 

T  ET  every  voice  for  praise  awake ; 
■^    Let  every  heart  the  joy  partake ; 
And  with  this  truth  sweet  music  make. 

Our  God  is  love ! 

2  Uncounted  gifts,  from  day  to  day, 
One  great  hope  lighting  all  our  way, 
Through  His  dear  Son,  bid  each  to  say, 

Our  God  is  love  I 

3  How  strong  these  words  from  heaven  to  cheer. 
To  kindle  love,  to  banish  fear, 

And  all  things  high  and  pure  endear  ! 

Our  God  is  love ! 

4-  0  Father,  when  the  night  is  nigh, 
That  veils  for  ever  earth  and  sky. 
Be  this  the  heart's  last  melody, 

Our  God  is  love ! 

Then,  when  the  brief,  low  strain  is  o'er, 
This  tenth  divine  shall  with  us  soar. 
And  make  sweet  music  evermore, 

Oiir  God  ia  love ! 
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MY  song  shall  be  of  mercy : 
Come,  ye  who  love  the  Lord, 
Who  know  that  He  is  gracious. 

Who  trust  His  faithful  Word ; 
Tell  out  His  works  with  gladness. 

With  me  exalt  His  Name, 
Whose  love  endiires  for  ever. 
To  endless  years  the  same. 

2  My  song  shall  be  of  judgment ; 

Ye  who  His  chastenings  feel, 
0  faint  not,  nor  be  weary,  .-.:. ' 

He  wounds  that  He  may  heal ;       \ 
Yea,  bless  the  hand  that  smiteth. 

And  in  your  grief  confess 
That  all  His  ways  are  wisdom. 

And  truth,  and  righteousness. 

3  Of  mercy  and  of  judgment 

To  Thee,  0  Lord,  we  sing, 
0  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit, 

O  great  eternal  King ; 
For  only  Thou  art  holy, 

For  Thou  art  Lord  alone. 
And  mercy  still  and  judgment 

Are  pillars  of  Thy  throne. 

H.  DOWN! 
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MY  Gk)d,  I  thaiik  Thee,  who  hast.m^ 
llie  eaxth  30  bright ; 
So  full  of  splendour  and  of  'joy, 
jBeauty  and  light; 


LOVE  AND  GOODNESS. 

So  many  glorious  things  are  here. 
Noble  and  right  I 

Z  I  thank  Thee,  too,  that  Thou  hast  madd 
Joy  to  abound ; 
So  many  gentle  thoughts  and  deeds 

Circling  us  round, 
Th^t  in  the  darkest  spot  of  Earth 
Some  love  is  found. 

3  I  thank  Thee  more  that  all  our  joy 

Is  touched  with  pain ; 
That  shadows  fall  on  brightest  hours. 

That  thorns  remain; 
So  that  Earth's  bliss  may  be  our  guide. 

And  not  our  chain. 

4  For  Thou,  who  knowest,  Lord,  how  soon 

Our  weak  heart  clings. 
Hast  given  us  joys,  tender  and  true, 

Yet  all  with  wings ; 
So  that  we  see,  gleaming  on  high, 

Diviner  thmgs. 

5  I  thank  Thee,  Lord,  that  Thou  hast  kept 

The  best  in  store; 
We  have  enough,  yet  not  too  much 

To  long  for  more ; 
A  yearning  for  a  deeper  peace- 

Ifot  known  before* 

6  I  thank  Thee,  Lord,  that  here  our  souls. 

Though  amply  blest, 
Can  never  find,  although  they  seek, 

A  perfect  rest — 
Nor  ever  shall,  tmtil  they  lean 

On  JeBVLB'  breast  I 

A.  A,  PBOCTOE, 


PERFECTIONS  01?  GOD. 
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A  GOD,  of  good  the  unf  athomed  sea ! 

^     Who  would  not  give  his  heaj^  to  Thee  ^ 

Who  would  not  love  Thee  with  his  might 
O  Jesu,  lover  of  mankind. 
Who  would  not  his  whole  soul  and  mind. 

With  all  his  strength,  to  Thee  imite  ? 

2  Thou  shin'^t  with  everlasting  rays ; 
Before  the  insufferable  blaze 

Angels  with" both  wings  veil  their  eyes; 
Yet  free  as  air  Thy  bounty  streams 
On  all  Thy  works ;  Thy  mercy's  beams 

Diffusive  as  Thy  sun's  arise. 

3  Astonished  at  Thy  frowning  brow, 

Earth,  hell,  and  heaven's  strong  pillars  bow 

Terrible  majesty  is  Thine ! 
Who  then  can  that  vast  love  express 
Which  bows  Thee  down  to  me,  who  less 

Than  nothing  am,  till  Thou  art  mine  ? 

4  High  throned  on  heaven's  eternal  hill. 
In  number^  weight,  and  measure  still 

Thou  sweetly  orderest  all  that  is  : 
And  yet  Thou  deign' st  to  come  to  me. 
And  guide  my  steps,  that  I,  with  Thee 

Enthroned,  may  reign  in  endless  bliss. 

5  Fountain  of  good !  all  blessing  flows 
From  Thee ;  no  want  Thy  fulness  knows  ; 

What  but  Thyself  canst  Thou  desire  ? 
Yet,  self-sufiicient  as  Thou  art, 
Thou  dost  desire  my  worthless  heart ; 

This,  only  tiiis,  dost  Thou  require. 

6  O  God,  of  good  the  \mfathomed  sea  ! 
'   Who  would  not  give  1a\vi  \\etv.\l  \.o  T\vfe^'\ 


LOVE  AND   GOODNESS. 

Who  would  not  love  Thee  with  his  might  ? 
O  Jesu,  lover  of  mankind, 
Who  would  not  his  whole  soul  and  mind. 

With  all  his  strength,  to  Thee  unite  ? 

SCHEFFLER,  trUTlS,  J.  WESLEY. 
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L.M. 

LOVE  of  God,  how  strong  and  true  ! 

Eternal  and  yet  ever  new, 
Uncomprehended  and  unbought, 
Beyond  all  knowledge  aiid  all  thouglit. 


2  0  love  of  Grod !  how  deep  and  great ! 
Far  deeper  than  man's  deepest  hate ; 

Self-fed,  self-kindled  like  the  bght. 
Changeless,  eternal,  infinite. 

3  0  heavenly  love,  how  precious  still. 
In  days  of  weariness  and  Ul ! 

In  nights  of  pain  and  helplessness. 
To  heal,  to  comfort,  and  to  bless. 

4  O  wide-embracing,  wondrous  love ! 
We  read  thee  in  the  sky  above ; 

We  read  thee  in  the  earth  below, 

In  seas  that  swell  and  streams  that  flow. 

5  We  read  thee  best  in  Him  who  came 
To  bear  for  us  the  cross  of  shame ; 

Sent  by  the  Father  from  on  high. 
Our  life  to  live,  our  death  to  die. 

6  0  love  of  God !  our  shield  and  stay, 
'Through  all  the  perils  of  our  way ; 

Eternal  love,  in  thee  we  rest, 
Fqr'ever  safe,  tor  ever  blessed  t 
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PEKFECTIONS   OF  GOD. 

D.  CM. 

THE  Lord  is  rich  and  merciful, 
The  Lord  is  very  kind ; 
O  qome  to  Him,  come  now  to  Him, 

With  a  believing  mind. 
His  comforts  they  shall  strengthen  tS^ee, 

Like  flowing  waters  cool ; 
And  He  shall  for  thy  spirit  be 
A  fountain  ever  full. 

2  The  Lord  is  glorious  and  strong, 

Our  God  is  very  high ; 
0  trust  in  Him,  trust  now  in  Him, 

And  have  security. 
He  shall  be  to  thee  like  the  sea, 

And  thou  shalt  surely  feel 
His  wind  that  bloweth  healthily. 

Thy  sicknesses  to  heal. 

3  The  Lord  is  wonderful  and  wise. 

As  all  the  ages  tell ; 
0  learn  of  Him,  learn, now  of  Him, 

Then  with  thee  it  is  welL 
And  with  His  light  thou  shalt  be  blest, 

Therein  to  work  and  live ; 
And  He  shall  be  to  thee  a  rest 


When  evening  hours  arrive. 
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T.  T.  LYNCH. 

L.M. 


THERE'S  not  a  bird  with  lonely  nest. 
In  pathless  wood  or  mountain  crest, 
Nor  meaner  thing,  which  does  not  share, 
0  God,  in  Thy  paternal  care, 

2  Each  barren  crag,  each  desert  rude^ 
Holds  Thee  wittiiu  its  ao\iWA.^  \ 


LOVE  AND   GOODNESS. 

And  Thou  dost  bless  the  wanderer  there, 
Who  makes  his  solitary  prayer. 

3  In  busy  mart  or  crowded  street, 
No  less  than  in  the  still  retreat, 

Thou,  Lord,  art  near,  our  souls  to  bless 
With  all  a  parent's  tenderness ! 

4  And  every  moment  still  doth  bring 
Thy  blessings  on  its  loaded  wing : 

Widely  they  spread  through  earth  and  sky, 
And  last  through  all  eternity  1 

5  And  we, where'er  our  lot  is  cast. 
While  life,  and  thought,  and  feeling  last, 

Through  all  our  years,  in  every  place. 
Will  bless  Thee  for  Thy  boundless  grace. 

B.  W.  NOEL. 
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THOU,  Lord,  art  love,  and  everywhere 
Thy  Name  is  brightly  shown ; 
Beneath,  on  earth — Thy  footstool  fair ; 
Above,  in  heaven — Thy  throne, 

2  Thy  ways  are  love ;  though  they  transcend 

Our  feeble  range  of  sight. 
They  wind  through  darkness  to  their  end 
In  everlasting  Ught. 

3  Thy  thoughts  are  love,  and  Jesus  is 

The  loving  voice  they  find ; 
His  love  lights  up  the  vast  abyss 
Of  the  Eternal  Mind. 

4  Thy  chastisements  are  love;  more  deep 

They  stamp  the  seal  divine ; 
And  by  a  sweet  compulsion  keep 
Our  spirits  nearer  Thine. 


PERFECTIONS  OF  GOD. 

5  Thy  heaven  is  the  abode  of  love  ! 

0  blessed  Lord,  that  we 
May  there,  when  time's  dim  shades  remove, 
Be  gathered  home  to  Thee  \ 

6  Then  with  Thy  resting  saints  to  fall 

Adoring  round  Thy  throne. 
When  all  shall  love  Thee,  Lord,  and  all 
Shall  in  Thy  love  be  one. 

J.  D.  BURNS. 
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rilHOU  Grace  divine,  encircling  all, 
"*-     A  shoreless,  soundless  sea, 
Wherein  at  last  our  souls  must  fall, 
0  Love  of  God  most  free  ! 

2  When  over  dizzy  heights  we  go. 

One  soft  hand  blinds  our  eyes ; 
The  other  leads  us  safe  and  slow, 
0  Love  of  God  most  wise  ! 

3  And  though  we  turn  us  froni  Thy  face. 

And  wander  wide  and  long, 
Thou  hold'st  us  still  in  kind  embrace, 
0  Love  of  God  most  strong ! 

4  The  saddened  heart,  the  restless  soul. 

The  toil-worn  frame  and  mind. 
Alike  coufess  Thy  sweet  control, 
0  Love  of  God  most  kind  ! 

5  And  filled  and  quickened  by  Thy  breath, 

Our  souls  are  strong  and  free. 
To  rise  o'er  sin  and  fear  and  death, 
O  Love  of  God,  to  Thee ! 


LOrE  AND  GOODNESS. 
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THY  goodness,  Lord,  our  souls  confess. 
Thy  goodness  we  adore ; 
A  spring  whose  blessings  never  fail, 
A  sea  without  a  shore. 

2  Sun,  moon,  and  stars  Thy  love  attest. 

In  every  golden  ray : 
Love  draws  the  curtains  of  the  night, 
And  love  returns  the  day. 

3  Thy  bounty  every  season  crowns, 

With  all  the  bliss  it  yields ; 
With  joyful  clusters  loads  the  vines, 
With  strengthening  grain  the  fields. 

4  But  chiefly  Thy  compassion,  Lord, 

Is  in  the  Gospel  seen ; 
There,  like  a  sun,  Thy  mercy  shines 
Without  a  cloud  between. 

5  Pardon,  acceptance,  peace,  and  joy. 

Through  Jesus'  Name  are  given ; 
He  on  the  cross  was  lifted  high, 
That  we  might  reign  in  heaven. 

T.  GIBBONS. 
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L.M. 

niRIUMPHANT,  Lord,  Thy  goodness  reigns 
^    Through  all  the  wide  celestial  plains, 
And  its  full  streams  redundant  flow 
Dowu  to  the  abodes  of  men  below. 

Through  nature's  works  its  glories  shine, 
Tie  cares  of  providence  are  Thine, 

And  grace  erects  our  ruined  frame 

A  fairer  temple  to  Thy  Name. 

3  0  give  to  every  human  heart, 
Tpias^  and  feel  how  good  Thou  art  \ 


PEEFEOTIONS  OF  GOD. 

With  grateful  love,  and  reverent  fear, 
To  know  how  blest  Thy  children  are ! 

4  Let  nature  burst  into  a  song ; 

Ye  echoing  hills  the  notes  prolong  I 
Earth,  seas,  and  stars  your  anthem  raise. 
All  vocal  with  your  Maker's  praise ! 

5  Ye  saints,  with  joy  the  theme  pursue. 
Its  sweetest  notes  belong  to  you ; 

Called  by  your  condescending  King 
For  ever  round  His  throne  to  sing. 

DODDBIDGE. 
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TES,  God  is  good ;  in  earth  and  &ky, 
From  ocean  depths  and  spreadir^  wood- 
Ten  thousand  voices  seem  to  cry, 
"  God  maxie  us  all,  and  God  is  good," 

2  The  sun  that  keeps  his  trackless  way,    • 

And  downwards  pours  his  golden  flood ; 
Night's  sparkling  hosts,  all  seem  to  say, 
In  accents  clear,  that  "  God  is  good*" 

3  The  merry  birds  prolong  the  strain. 

Their  song  with  every  spring  renewed;  .. 
And  balmy  air,  and  falling  rain. 
Each  softly  whisper,  "  God  is  good." 

4  I  hear  it  in  the  rushing  breeze ; 

The  hills  that  have  for  ages  Btood, 
The  echoing  sky  and  roaring  seas, 
All  swell  the  chorus,  "  God  is  good." 

5  Yes,  God  is  good,  all  nature  says. 

By  God*s  own  hand  with  speech  endued  ^ 
And  man,  in  louder  notes  of  praise. 
Should  sing  fot  joy  ^^\»  **  G^^Wa  ^gy^" 


CREATION. 


6  For  all  Thy  gifts  we  bless  Thee,  Lord,  '. 

But  chiefly  for  our  heavenly  food;        '    i 
Thy  pardoning  grace,  Thy  quickening  Word : 
These  prompt  our  song  that  "  Gtod  is  good ! " 

Ji*  H.  GURNEY. 
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VREA  TION. 

"DTERNAL  Wisdom  I  Thee  we  praise, 
^    Thee  the  creation  sings ; 
With  Thy  loved  Name  rocks,  hills,  and  seas, 
And  heaven's  high  palace  rings. 

2  Thy  hand,  how  wide  it  spreads  the  sky ! 

How  glorious  t6  behold  ! 
Tinged  with  a  blue  of  heavenly  dye, 
And  starred  with  sparkling  gold. 

3  Thy  glories  blaze  all  nature  round, 

And  strike  the  wondering  sight, 
Through  skies,  and  seas,  and  solid  ground^ 
With  terror  and  delight. 

4  Infinite  strength  and  equal  skill 

Shine  through  Thy  works  abroad ; 
Our  souls  with  vast  amazement  fill,        ':\  \ 
And  speak  the  builder,  God. 

5  But  the  mild  glories  of  Thy  grace, 

Our  softer  passions  move ; 
Pity  divine  in  Jesus'  fBwe, 
We  see,  adara,  and  \oy^. 


WOliKS   OF  GOD. 
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ISINGr  the  almighty  power  of  Gocl, 
That  made  the  mountains  rise, 
That  spread  the  flowing  seas  abroad, 
And  built  the  lofty  skies. 

2  I  sing  the  wisdom  that  ordained 

The  sun  to  rule  the  day ; 
The  moon  shines  full  at  His  command, 
And  all  the  stars  obey. 

3  I  sing  the  goodness  of  the  Lord 

That  filled  the  earth  with  food ; 
He  formed  the  creatures  with  His  word. 
And  then  pronounced  them  good. 

4  There's  not  e,  plant  or  flower  below 

But  makes  His  glories  known ; 
And  clouds  arise,  and  tempests  blow. 
By  order  from  His  throne. 

5  Creatures,  as  numerous  as  they  be, 

Are  subject  to  His  care ; 
There's  not  a  place  where  we  can  flee 
But  God  is  present  there. 

6  His  hand  is  my  perpetual  guard. 

He  keeps  me  with  His  eye ; 
Why  should  I  then  forget  the  Lord, 
Who  is  for  ever  nigh  ? 

WATTS. 

8.6.8,6.8. 

CmCE  o'er  Thy  footstool  here  below, 
'^    Such  radiant  gems  are  strewn, 
0  what  magnificence  must  glow. 
Great  God,  about  Thy  throne ! 
So  brilliant  here  these  drops  of  light ; 
There  the  full  ocean  loUa,  Ww  \5t\^\»\ 


78 


CREATION. 

2  If  night's  blue  curtain  of  the  sky. 

With  thousand  stars  inwrought, 
Hung  like  a  royal  canopy 

With  glittering  diainonds  fraught, 
Be,  Lord,  Thy  .temple's  outer  vail, 
What  splendour  at  the  shrine  must  dwell ! 

3  The  dazzling  sun  at  noonday  hour, 

Forth  in  his  flaming  rays, 
Flinging  o'er  earth  the  golden  shower, 

Till  vale  and  mountain  blaze, 
But  shows,  0  Lord,  one  beam  of  Thine  ; 
What,  then,  the  day  where  Thou  dost  shine ! 

4  0  how  shall  these  dim  eyes  endure 

That  noon  of  living  rays  ? 
Or  how  our  spirits,  so  impure. 

Upon  Thy  glory  gaze  ? 
Anoint,  0  Lord,  anoint  our  sight. 
And  fit  us  for  that  world  of  light. 

W.   A.   MUHLMBERG. 
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THEBE  is  a  book  who  runs  may  read. 
Which  heavenly  truth  imparts  j 
And  all  the  lore  its  scholars  need. 
Pure  eyes  and  Christian  hearts. 

2  The  works  of  God  above,  below. 

Within  us,  and  around, 
Are  pages  in  that  book  to  show 
How  God  Himself  is  found. 

3  The  glorious  sky,  embracing  all. 

Is  like  the  Maker's  love. 
Wherewith  encompassed,  great  and  small 
la  peace  and  order  move. 


WORKS  OF  GOD. 

4  One  name,  above  all  glorious  names^ 

With  its  ten  thousand  tongues^ 
The  everlasting  sea  proclaims, 
Echoing  angelic  songs.  t 

5  The  ragiiig  fire,  the  roaring  wind. 

Thy  boundless  power  display ; 
But  in  the  gentler  breeze  we  find; . 
Thy  Spirit's  viewless  way.       .     . 

6  Thou,  Who  hast  given  me  ey^s  to  s,^  * 

And  love  this  sight  so  fair. 
Give  me  a  heart  to  find  oilt  Th6d, 
And  read  Thee  everywhere.         '  " 

J.  KSBJii 
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THE  spacious  firmament  on  high^  . 
With  all  the  blue  ethere^l  sky. 
And  spangled  heavens,  a  shining  feir 
Their  great  Original  proclaim. 

2  The  unwearied  sun,  from  day  to  day,   ( 
Doth  his  Creator's  power  display ;        v 

And  publishes  to  every  land:     .      • ' 
The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand^ 

3  Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail, 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale. 

And  nightly,  to  the  listening  earth, 
Eepeats  the  story  of  her  birth ; 

4  Whilst  all  the  stars  that  round  h6t  bun 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  tutn. 

Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll. 
And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pc 

5  What  though  in  solemn  silence  all 
Move  round  this  dai^i  teTt^^-nakXaSl-^ 


.  :  'CEKATION, 

What  though  no  real  voice  nor  sound 
Amidst  their  radiant  orbs  be  found;— ^^'^ 

6  i;n  reason's  ear  they  all  rejoice,  ,       f  / 
And-  utter  f oj^h  n  glorious  voice ; 
Tor  ever  singing  as  they  shine,     - 
*'  The  hand  that  made  us  is  divine." 

81  8s. 

rpHOTT  art,  0  God,  the  life  and  light 
■*•     Of  all  this  fwondrous  world  wfe  se6 :., 
Its  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night, 

Are  but  Reflections  caught  from  The* : 
Where'er  we  ttim,  Thy  glories  ehinfe^ 
And  0^  things  fair  and  bright  a,ye  Thioe.. 

2  Whisn  day,  with  farewell  beam,  del6,jrs 

Am,ong  the  opening  clouds  of  ^v^n,' 
And  we  can  almost  think  we  gftie  •  ' 

Through  golden  vistas  into  heaven : 
Those  hues,  that  make  the  sun's  decline^  _. 
So  soft,  so  radiant,  Lord,  are  Thine,      i^  ci 

3  Wheii  night'  with  wings  of  starry  glq/^ 

Overshadows  ,all  the  earth  and  skies, 
like  some  datk  beauteous  bird  whose  plume 

Is  spdrkling  with  unnumbered  eyes ; 
That  sacred  glooin,  those  fires  divine, 
So  grand.  Bo  countless.  Lord,  are  Thine. 

4  When  youthful  spring  around  us  breathes, 

Thy'  Spirit  warms  her  fragrant  ^igh. 
And  every  flower  the  summer  wreathes 

Is  bom  beneath  that  kindling  eye,^^ 
Where'er  we  tum^  Thy  glories  shine, 
And  all  l;iiD^5  fair  and  bright  are  TToiixe. 
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WORKS  OF  GOD. 

E  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  this  fair  earth. 
The  glittering  sky,  the  silver  sea ; 
For  alT  their  beanty,  all  their  worth, 
Their  light  and  glory,  come  from  Thee. 

.  2  Thiine  are  the  flowers  that  clothe  the  ground. 
The  trees  that  wave  their  arms  above. 
The  hills  that  gird  our  dwellings  round. 
As  Thou  dost  gird  Thine  own  with  love. 

3:  Yet  teach  us  still  how  far  more  fair. 

More  glorious,  Father,  in  Thy  sight, 
:  Is  one  pure  deed,  one  holy  prayer, 

One  heart  that  owns  Thy  Spirit's  might. 

4  So  while  we  gaze  with  thoughtful  eye 
On  all  the  gifts  Thy  love  has  given, 
Help  us  in  Thee  to  live  and  die, 
By  Thee  to  rise  from  earth  to  heaven. 

COTTON. 

83  L  M. 

WHAT   sweetness    on    Thine   earth  doth 
dweU  1 
How  precious.  Lord,  these  gifts  of  Thine ! 
Yet  sweeter  messages  they  tell, 
These  earnests  of  delights  divine. 

2  Yes !  glory  out  of  glory  breaks. 

More  than  the  gift  itseK  is  given; 
Each  gift  a  glorious  promise  makes ; 
Thine  earth  doth  prophesy  of  heaven. 

3  These  mighty  hills  we  joy  to  climb. 

These  happy  streams  we  wander  by, 
Reveal  the  eternal  hills  sublime-»- 
Of  God's  own  river  prophesy, 


O' 
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4  These  odours  blest,  these  gracious  flowers, 

The^  sweet  sounds  that  around  us  rise. 
Give  tidings  of  the  heavenly  bowers, 
Prelude  the  angelic  harmonies. 

5  And  in  these  gracious  ones  so  dear. 

These  just  souls  that  our  souls  make  strong 
We  feel  the  holy  angels  near, 
We  mingle  with  the  blissful  throng. 

6  O  mercies,  kindly  incomplete ! 

Dear  joys,  our  hearts  that  may  not  fill ! 
Strange  grace !  that  in  Thy  gifts  most  sweet 
We  read  of  gifts  diviner  still. 

7  Lord,  from  Thy  gifts  to  Thee  we  rise. 

But  with  more  strength  we  soar  abova 
Upon  these  glorious  prophecies, 
These  earnests  of  Thy  dearer  love* 

T.  H.  GILL. 
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■pATHEE  of  mercies,  God  of  love, 
-*-  •  My  Father  and  my  God ! 
rU  sing  the  honours  of  Thy  Name, 
And  spread  Thy  praise  abroad. 

2  In  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  thoughts  of  love  appear ; 
Thy  mercies  gild  each  transient  scene 
And  crown  each  circling  year. 

3  In  all  these  mercies  may  my  soul 

A  Fath'er^s  bounty  see ; 
Nor  let  the  gifts  Thy  grace  bestows 
Estrange  my  heart  from  Thee. 


CM. 
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4  Teach  me,  in  time  of  deep  distress, 
To  own  Thy  hand,  my  God  I 
And  in  submissive  silence  hear 
The  lessons  of  Thy  rod. 


••  I 


5  In  every  varying  mortal  stat0,    ,    .  ;    : 
n.        .  Each  bright,  Q0.ph.  gloomy  scene,. 

Give  me  e^  meek  wd  humbift  ttiixid,  .*/ 
Stijl  qqual  and,  serene.         i    , ,/ 

6  Then  shall  I  close  piine  eyeg  m.^e^iH^,  > 
I .:      Withont  one  anxious  fea^^      .   ; 

.,'    For  death  itself  is  life,  my  God, 
If  Thou  art  '^ith  Jn^  there- 

0.  HEGINBOTHAM. 

•   •     •        ■  .■  .        .    :  .     T    ■ 
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GOD  moves  in  a  myatetious  way,"    ' 
'    His  wonder^  to  perfottn  i         '' 
He  plants  His  footsteps  in  the  sea. 
And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

2  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill,  r^<.j 

He  treasures  up  His  bright  ^efiiignsj, 
And  work9  Hj3  sovereign  will,  'f 

3  Ye  fearful  saitits,  fresh' courage  take, 

The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread  ' 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break  , 
In  blessings  on  your  head, 

4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  seii0e. 

But  trust  Him  for  His  grace. 
Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  ^mifinsr  face.  ' 


■P 


S  His  purposes  will  ripen  fast, 
Unfolding  every  hour ; 


PBOVIDENOB. 

The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

6  Blind  unj)elief  is  sure  to  err, 
And  scan  His  work  in  v^ ; 


God  ig  His  own  interpreter, 
And  He  will  make  it  plain. 
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MT  Shepherd  will  sujpply  my  need, 
^ehoviah'i^  His  Name ; 
In  pastccres  fresh  He  makes  me  feed 
Beside  the  living  stream. 

2  He  brings  my  wandering  spirit  back 

When  I  forsake  His  ways, 
And  leads  me,  for  His  mercy's  sake. 
In  paths  of  truth  and  grace. 

3  When  I  walk  through  the  shades  of  death, 

Thy  presence  is  my  stay ; 
A  word  of  Thy  supporting  breath 
Drives  all  my  fears  away. 

4  Thy  hand,  in  sight  of  all  my  foes. 

Doth  stiU  my  table  spread ; 
My  cup  with  blessings  overflows  ; 
Thine  oil  anoints  my  head. 

5  The  sure  provisions  of  my  God 

Attend  me  all  my  days ; 
0  may  Thy  house  be  mine  abode. 
And  all  my  work  be  praise ! 

6  There  would  I  find  a  settled  rest, 

While  others  go  and  come ; 
No  more  a  stranger,  or  a  guest. 
But  like  a  child  at  home. 

WATTS. 
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OGOD  of  Bethel,  by  yrhose  band 
Thy  people  still  are  fgd, 
Who  through  this  weary  pilgrimage 
Hast  all  our  fathers  led ! — 

2  Our  vows,  our  prayers  we  now  present 

Before  Thy  throne  of  grace : 
God  of  our  fathers  !  be  the  God 
Of  their  succeeding  race, 

3  Through  each  perplexing  path  of  life 

Our  wandering  footsteps  guide : 
Give  us  each  day  our  daily  bread, 
And  raiment  fit  provide. 

4  0  spread  Thy  covering  wings  around. 

Till  all  our  wanderings  cease. 
And  at  our  Father's  loved  abode 
Our  souls  arrive  in  peace. 

5  Such  blessings  from  Thy  gracious  hand 

Our  humble  prayers  implore; 
And  Thou  shalt  be  our  chosen  God 
And  poHion  evermore. 

DODDRIDGE.* 
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A  GOD,  on  Thee  we  all  depend, 
"     On  Thy  paternal  care ; 
Thou  wilt  tiie  Father  and  the  Friend 
In  every  act  appear. 

2  With  open  hand  and  liberal  heart. 
Thou  wilt  our  wants  supply ; 
The  needful  blessings  still  impart. 
And  no  good  thing  deny, 

J  Our  Father  knows  what's  good  and  fit. 
And  wisdom  gvud<ia1ft\%\o\e\ 


PROVIDENCE. 

To  Thine  appointments  we  submit, 
And  every  choice  approve. 

4  In  Thy  paternal  love  and  care, 

With  cheerful  hearts  we  trust ; 
Thy  tender  mercies  boundless  are, 
And  all  Thy  thoughts  are  just.  . 

5  We  cannot  want  while  God  provides ; 

What  He  ordains  is  best ; 
And  heaven,  whatever  we  want  besides. 
Will  give  eternal  rest,       - 

BROWNE. 
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rpHE  King  of  love  my  Shepherd  is, 
-^     Whose  goodness  faileth  never*; 
I  nothing  lack  if  I  am  His, 
And  He  is  mine,  for  ever. 

2  Where  streams  of  living  water  flow 

My  ransomed  soul  He  leadeth. 
And,  where  the  verdant  pastures  gi'ow. 
With  food  celestial  feedeth. 

3  Perverse. and  foolish  oft  I  strayed, 

But  yet  in  love  He  sought  me,   [ 
And  on  His  shoulder  gently  laid. 
And  home,  rejoicing,  brought  me. 

4  In  death's  dark  vale  I  fear  no  ill 

With  Thee,  dear  Lord,  beside  me ; 
Thy  rod  and  staff  my  comfort  still. 
Thy  cross  before  to  guide  me, 

5  And  so  through  all  the  length  of  days 

Thy  goodness  faileth  never ; 
Good  Shepherd,  may  I  sing  Thy  praise 
Within  Thy  house  for  ever. 


WOBKS  OF  QOD. 
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THE  Lord  my  Shepherd  is, 
I  shall  be  well  sxipplied : 
Since  He  is  mine  and  I  am  His, 
What  can  I  want  beside  ? 

2  He  leads  me  to  the  place 
Where  heavenly  pasture  grows, 

Where  living  waters  gently  pass, 
And  full  salvation  flows. 

3  If  e*er  I  go  astray, 

He  doth  my  soul  reclaim, 
And  guides  me  in  His  own  right  way,    ■: 
For  His  most  holy  Name. 

4  While  He  affords  His  aid, 
I  cannot  yield  to  fear; 

Though  I  should  walk  through  death's  dark 
shade, 
My  Shepherd's  with  me  there. 

5  In  sight  of  all  my  foes 
Thou  dost  my  table  spread, 

My  cup  ^th  blessings  overflo ^ 
Aid  joy  exalts  my  head. 

6  The  bounties  of  Thy  love 
Shall  crown  my  following  days ; 

Nor  from  Thy  house  will  I  remove, 
Nor  cease  to  speak  Thy  praiae» : 

WATTS. 
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npHE  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare, 
•*■     And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care ; 
His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply. 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye ; 
My  noonday  walks  He  shall  attend. 
And  all  my  midm^\.  \vo\3;x^  ftc^^sjsA. 


3  Whea  in  the  aultry  glebe  I  (ftint. 
Or  on  the  thirsty  piountain  pant, 
To  fertile  vales  anij  dewy  meads 
My  weary,  'wandering  steps  He  leads, 
WHere  peaceful  rivers,  soft  and  alow,    . 
Amid  the  verdant  landscape  flow. 

3  Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way, 
Through  devious,  lonely  wilds  I  stray. 

Thy  presence  shall  my  pains  begidle ; 
The  barren  wilderriess  shall  smile 

"With  sudden  green  and  herb:^  Crowned ; 

And  streams  shall  murmur  all  around. 

4  ThoTigh  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread,  i  ,(> 
Witt  gloomy  horrors  overspread,     ■ .  r.   ' 

My  steadfast  heart  snail  fear  no  iH,: 
For  Thou,  O  Lord,  art  with  me  still ; 
Thy  friendly  baud  shall  give  me  aid. 
And  guide  me  through  the  dreadful  shade. 


Q2  LM. 

rKOUGH  all  the  various  shifting  scene 
Of  life's  mistaken  ill  or  good, 
Thy  hand,  0  God!  conducts  unseen 
The  beautiful  vicigsitude, 

2  Thou  givest  with  paternal  care,  . 

Ho^e'er  unjustly  we  complain, 
And  'tis  the  necessary  share 
Of  joy  and  sorrow,  health  and  palii. 

3  Trust  we  to  youth,  or  friends,  or  power  ? 

'Fix.  we  on  this  terrestrial  ball  ?  * 
When  most  secure,  the  coining  hour, 
If  Thou  seest  fit,  may  blast  them  all. 

4  When  lowest  aimk  with  grief  and  ehcune, 

-PH&rf  with  affliction's  bitter  cup, 


WORKS  O^  GOD. 

Lost  to  relations,  friends,  and  fame. 
Thy  powerful  hand  can  raise  us  up. 

5  All  things  on  earth,  and  all  in  heaven, 

On  Thy  eternal  will  depend ; 
And  all  for  greater  good  were  given. 
And  all  shall  in  Thy  glory  end  ! 

6  This  be  my  care,  to  all  beside 

Indifferent  let  my  wishes  be, 
Passion  be  calm,  and  dumb  be  pride. 
And  fixed,  0  God  !  my  soul  on  TTiee ! 

S.  COLLETT. 
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npHY  ways,  0  Lord,  with  wise  design, 
^     Are  framed  upon  Thy  throne  above. 
And  every  dark  and  bencfing  line 
Meets  in  the  centre  of  Thy  love. 

2  With  feeble  light,  and  half  obscure. 

Poor  mortals  Thy  arrangements  view ; 
Not  knowing  that  the  least  are  sure. 
And  the  mysterious  just  and  true. 

3  Thy  flock,  Thy  own  peculiar  care, 

Though  now  they  seem  to  roam  uneyed. 
Are  led  or  driven  only  where 
They  best  and  safest  may  abide. 

4  They  neither  know  nor  trace  the  way ; 

But,  trusting  to  Thy  piercing  eye, 
N*one  of  their  feet  to  ruin  stray, 
Nor  shall  the  weakest  fail  or  die. 

5  My  favoured  soul  shall  meekly  learu 

To  lay  her  reason  at  Thy  throne ; 
Too  weak  Thy  secrets  to  discern. 
Ill  trust  Thee  for  my  guide  alone. 

AMBROSE  SERLE. 
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WHEN  all'Thy  mercies,  0  my  God, 
My  rising  soul  surveys. 
Transported  with  the  view,  Tm  lost 
U  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

2  Unnumfeered  comforts  on  my  soul 

Thy  tender  care  bestowed. 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceived 
From  Vhom  those  comforts  flowed. 

3  When  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth 

With  heedless  steps  I  ran, 
Thine  arm,  unseen,  conveyed  me  safe. 
And  led  me  up  to  man. 

4  When  worn  with  sickness,  oft  hast  Thou 

With  health  renewed  my  face : 
And,  when  in  sins  and  sorrows  sunk, 
Keyived  my  soul  with  grace. 

5  Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart. 
That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

6  Through  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue ; 
And,  after  death,  in  distant  worlds 
The  glorious  theme  renew. 

7  Through  all  eternity  to  Thee 

A  joyful  sopg  I'll  raise  : 
For  O !  eternity's  too  short 
To  uttet  all  Thy  praise ! 

ADDISON. 
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^LL  that  I  was,  my  siii,  my  giult 
^    My  death)  was  all  my  owti  4: 

All  that  I  am,  I  owe  to  Thee^ 
My  gracioxiS  God,  Monfe,        '  * ' .';    * 

2  The  evil  of  my  former  state 

Waa  mine,  and  only  mine ; 
The  good  in  which  I  now  rejoice 
Is  ThinC)  and  only  Thine*  -  './  , 

.  .  ' '   '  i 

3  The  darkness  of  my  former  state,'     , 

The  bondage,  all  was  mine  ]  ,   ", 
The  light  of  life  in  which  I  walk. 
The  liberty  is  Thine.  //   . 

4  Thy  grace  first  made  me  feel  my  iSln^ 

It  taught  me  to.bfelieve ; 
Then,  in  believing,  peace  I  foilnd. 
And  now  I  live,  I  live ! 

5  All  that  I  am,  while  here  on  6artl]^ 

All  that  I  hope  to  be,    • 
When  Jesus  comes  and  gloiy  dawns, 
I  owe  it,  Lord,  to  Thee. 

E.  BOlitAS. 
96  i  L.M. 

FATHEE,  whose  everlasting  loveS 
Thy  only  Son  for  sinners  gave. 
Whose  grace  to  all  did  freely  move, 
And  sent  Him  down  the  worlcj  to^ave; 

2  Help  us  Thy  mercy  to  extol,        •  = 
Immense,  unMWxi^^»\xxkaQ\x&a.ed^ 


bedemption; 

To  praise  the  Lamb  who  died  for  all, 
Mie  general  Saviour  of  mankind. 

3  The  world  He  suffered  to  redeem ; 

Tor  all  He  hath  the  atonement  made ; 
For  those  that  will  not  come  to  Him 
The  ransom  of  His  life  was  paid.      ',  \ 

4  Why  then,  Thou  universal  Love, ' 

Should  any  of  Thy  grace  despair  ? 
To  all,  to  all,  Thy  heart  doth  move, 
But  straitened  in  ouxselves  we  are. 

5  Arise,  O  God,  maintain  Thy  calise ! 

The  fulness  of  the  Gentiles  call} 
Lift  up  the  standard  of  Thy  cross. 
And  all  shall  own,  Christ  died  f ot  all. 

WESLEY. 
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FORGIVEiTESS,  'tis  a  joyful  sound 
To  rebel  sinners  doomed  to  die: 
l^ublish  the  bliss  the  world  around ;— *    ; 
Ye  seraphs,  shout  it  from  the  sky. 

2  'Tis  the  rich  gift  of  love  divine : 

'Tis  full,  out-measuring  every  crime : 
Unclouded  shall  its  glories  fehine, 
And  feel  no  change  by  changing  time. 

3  O'er  sins,  unnumbered  as  the  sand,  / 

And  like  the  mountains  for  their  size, 
The  seas  of  sovereign  grace  expand. 
The  seas  of  sovereign  grace  arise. 

4  For  this  stupendous  love  ot  Heavfenj. 

What  grateful  honour  shall  we  show  ? 
Where  much  transgression  is  forgiven, 
Tjot  love  with  equal  ardotcr  glow. 


WOJRKS  OF  GOD. 

5  By  this  inspired,  let  all  our  ddys 
With  various  holiness  be  crowned : 
Let  truth  and  goodness,  prayer  and  praise, 
In  all  abide,  in  all  abound. 

T.  GIBBONS. 
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GRACE  I  how  melodious  is  the  sound ! 
What  music  to  our  ear ! 
Spread  the  sweet  accent  far  around. 
That  heaven  and  earth  may  hear. 

2  Where  sin,  abounding  sin,  hath  reigned, 

Grace  reigns,  abounding  more ; 
Behold  an  ocean  here,  without 
A  bottom  or  a  shore  ! 

3  From  the  high  heaven's  eternal  throne 

It  overflowed  our  earth. 
When  Christ,  the  first-born  Son,  came  down. 
And  angels  hailed  His  birth. 

4  Grace  was  the  theme,  the  gladdening  theme, 

Of  their  astonished  strains ; 
Grace,  free,  abounding  grace,  to  man. 
Through  all  their  anthems  reigns. 

5  'And  shaU  we  still  persist  in  sin. 

That  grace  may  yet  abound  ? 
Forbid  it,  I^rd !  nor  let  the  thought 
Within  onv  hearts  be  found ! 

BOYCE. 
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r}.RACE !  'tis  a  charming  sound, 
"     Harmonious  to  my  ear ; 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound, 
And  all  the  eaxth  shall  heai;. 


REDEMPTION. 

2  Grace  first  contrived  a  \ray 

To  save  rebellious  man ; 
And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display 
Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

3  Grace  taught  my  wandering  feet 

To  tread  the  heavenly  road ; 

And  new  supplies  I  hourly  meet. 

While  pressing  home  to  God. 

4  Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown, 

Through  everlasting  days ; 
It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone. 
And  well  deserves  the  praise. 

DODDKIDGE. 
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GREAT  God  of  wonders,  all  Thy  ways 
Are  worthy  of  Thyself — divine  I 
But  the  bright  glories  of  Thy  grace 

Beyond  Thine  other  wonders  shine. 
Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  ? 
Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 

2  Such  deep  transgressions  to  forgive, 

Such  guilty,  daring  worms  to  spare, — 
This  is  Thy  grand  prerogative, 

And  in  the  honour  none  shall  share. 
Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  ? 
Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 

3  Pardon — ^from  an  offended  God  I 

Pardon — for  sins  of  deepest  dye ! 
Pardon — ^bestowed  through  Jesus'  blood ; 

Pardon — ^that  brings  the  rebel  nigh. 
Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  \ 
Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  'i 


WOiRl:S  OF  GJOD. 

4  0  may  this  strange,  this  matchless  grace, 
This  godlike  miracle  of  love) 

Fill  the  wide  earth  with  grateful-  praise, 
And  all  the  angelic  choirs  above  I 

Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  ? 

Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  f 

S,  DAVIES. 
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How  great  the  wisdonl^  power,  aad  grace, 
Which  in  redemption  shine ! 
Aj:igels  and  men  with  joy  confess 
The  work  is  all  divine. 

2  Myriads  of  spirits  rounid  the  throne 

Behold,  with  wondering  eyes, 
God's  holy,  undefilfed  One,  ■      -- 

Once  made  a  sacrifice.  • 

3  In  rapturous  strains  they  celebrate 

The  mysteries  of  His  love ; 
Redemption  does  new  joys  cre&,te 
Amohgst  the  hosts  above. 

4  Beneath  His  feet  they  cast  their  crowns. 

Those  crbwns  which  Jesud  gavfe  * 
And,  with  ten  thousand  thousand  tongues. 
Proclaim  His  power  to  save. 

5  Th^  tell  the  triumphs  of  His  crossi 

The  sufferings  which  He  bore ; 
How  low  He  stooped,  how  high  He  rose, 
And  rose  to  stoop  no  more.  r 

6  0  J  let  them  still  their  Voices  raise. 

And  still  their  songs  renew ; 
Salvation  well  deserves  the  praise 
Of  men  and  angels  too. 
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HEDEMPTIOK. 

LOUDi  when  we  creation  scan, 
'  See  what  Thou  hast  done  for  man, 
Then  our  grateful  hearts  agree, 
"What  a  debt  We  owe  to  Thee. 

2  Every  note  that  cheers  the  vale. 
Every  sweet  that  scents  the  gale, 

Every  blooming  flower  we  see, 
TfeUs  the  joy  we  owe  to  Thee. 

3  Eveiy  breath  that  heaves  the  breast, 
Every  sound  by  voice  exprest. 

Every  thought  the  mind  sets  free, 
T?ells  the  life  we  ow^  to  Thee. 

4  But  1«rhdn  we  redemption  view, 
Gaze  on  all  Thy  love  could  do. 

Lord,  our  grateful  hearts  agree, 
Sow  much  more  we  owe  to  Thee. 

5  When  we  think  what  we  have  been. 
Stink  in  sorrow,  lost  in  sin, — 

Now  from  sin  and  sorrow  free. 
Our  own  selves  we  owe  to  Thee. 

6  When  wq  hear  our  Master  say, 

"  Death  is  vanquished,  come  away^ 
Heaven  aWaits  you,"  we  shall  see, 
Lord,  how  much  we  owe  to  Thee ! 

J.  D.  OARLYLE. 
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^rOW  begm  the  hesivenly  theme, 
^     Sing  aloud  in  Jesus'  Name ; 
Ye  who  His  salvation  prove, 
STriumpb  in  redeeming  love. 


7s. 


WORKS  OF  GOD. 

2  Ye  who  see  the  Father's  grace 
Beaming  in  the  Saviour's  face. 

As  to  Canaan  on  ye  move. 
Praise  and  bless  redeeming  love. 

3  Mourning  souls  !  dry  up  your  tears : 
Banish  all  your  guilty  fears : 

See  your  guilt  and  curse  remove. 
Cancelled  by  redeeming  love. 

4  Ye,  alas !  who  long  have  been 
Willing  slaves  to  death  and  sin. 

Now  from  bliss  no  longer  rove, 
Stop  and  taste  redeeming  love. 

5  Welcome,  all  by  sin  oppressed, 
Welcome  to  the  Saviour's  breast ; 

Nothing  brought  Him  from  above. 
Nothing  but  redeeming  love. 

6  Hither,  then,  your  music  bring, 
Strike  aloud  each  tuneful  string ; 

Mortals  !  join  the  host  above, 
Join  to  praise  redeeming  love. 

madan's  collection. 
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A  LOVE,  how  deep!  how  broad  f  how  high  J 
"    It  fills  the  heart  with  ecstasy, 
That  God,  the  Son  of  God,  should  take 
Our  mortal  form  for  mortal's  sake. 

2  He  sent  no  angel  to  our  race 
Of  higher  or  of  lower  place. 
But  wore  the  robe  of  human  frame 
Himself,  and  to  this  lost  world  came. 

J  For  us  He  was  baptized,  and  bord 
if  is  holy  fast,  and  Wtv^*^^^^  ^^t^  \ 


KEDEMPTION. 

For  US  temptations  sharp  He  knew ; 
For  us*  the  tempter  overthrew. 

4  For  us  He  prayed,  for  us  He  taught, 
For  us  His  daily  works  He  wrought ; 

By  words,  and  signs,  and  actions,  thus 
Still  seeking  not  Himself  but  us. 

5  For  us  to  wicked  men  betrayed, 
Scourged,  mocked,  in  purple  robe  arrayed. 

He  bore  the  shameful  cross  and  death ; 
For  us  at  length  gave  up  His  breath. 

6  For  us  He  rose  from  death  again, 
For  us  He  went  on  high  to  reign. 

For  us  He  sent  His  Spieit  here 

To  guide,  to  strengthen,  and  to  cheer. 

7  To  Him  Whose  boundless  love  has  won 
Salvation'for  us  through  His  Sojr, 

To  God  the  Father,  glory  be 
Both  now  and  through  eternity. 

LATIN  HYMN,  tranS.  J.  M.  NEALE. 

RAISE  your  triumphant  songs 
To  an  immortal  tune, 
liet  the  wide  earth  resound  the  deeds 
Celestial  grace  has  done. 

2  Sing  Kow  eternal  love 

Its  chief  beloved  chose, 
And  bid  Him  raise  our  wretched  race 
From  their  abyss  of  woes.  . 

3  'Twas  mercy  filled  the  throne, 

And  wrath  stood  silent  by. 
When  Christ  was  sent  with  pardoua  doNxu 
2h  rebels  doomed  to  die. 


WOEKS  OF  GOD. 

4  Now,  sinners,  dry  your  tears. 

Let  hopeless  sorrow  cease : 

Bow  to  the  sceptre  of  His  lov?. 

And  take  the  offered  peace^ 

5  Lord,  we  obey  Thy  call ; 

We  lay  a  humble  claim 
To  the  salvation  Thou  hast  brought. 
And  love  and  praise  Thy  Name, 

WATTS. 
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SALVATION !  0  mebdious  sound 
To  wretched  dying  men  | 
Salvation  that  from  God  proceeds. 
And  leads  to  God  again ! 

2  But  0  !  may  a  degenerate  soul, 

Sinful  and  weak  as  mine. 
Presume  to  raise  a  trembling  eye 
To  blessings  so  divine  ? 

3  The  lustre  of  so  bright  a  bliss 

My  feeble  heart  overbears. 
And  unbelief  almost  perverts 
The  promise  into  tears. 

4  My  Saviour-God,  no  voice  but  Thine 

These  dying  hopes  can  raise : 
Speak  Thy  salvation  to  my  soul, 
And  turn  its  tears  to  praise. 

5  My  Saviour-God,  this  broken  voice 

Transported  shall  proclaim, 
And  call  on  all  the  angelic  harps 
To  sound  so  sweet  a  name. 


BJSDsmcPTioiijr. 
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SALVATION  1  O  the  joyful  sound  4 
'Tis  pleasure  to  our  ears  ^ 
A  sovereign  balm  for  every  wound. 
A  cordial  for  our  fQors.  ' 

2  Buried  in  sorrow  ^nd  in  sin. 

At  hell's  dark  dopi;  we  Jay ; 
But  wfi  arise,  by  grace  divine, 
To  see  a  heavemy  day, 

3  Salvation!  let  the  echo  fly 

The  spacious  earth  around, 

While  all  the  arnuea  of  the  sky 

Ponspirei  tp  raise  the  souftid 


WATTS. 

■  * 
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SWEET  were  the  sounds  that  reached  our  ears 
When  mercy  raised  her  heavenly  voice  : 
'Twas  mercy  that  dispelled  our  fears,      " 
And  bade  our  souls  in  hope  rejoicel 

2  All  other  sounds  discordant  seem, '    ,  " 
Compared  with  mercy's  heavenly  Soifg ; 
So  sweet  and  joyful  is  the  theme, ' 
It  bears  our  willing  soul^  along. 

.  3  0  may  we  never  cease  to  hear    . 

The  voice  that  gives  ouy  cpnscienpp  »est ; 
That  dissipates  oux  guilty  fear,  ^         * 
And  teUs  us  we  are  truly  blest, 

4  May  mercy  still  remove  our  feei^, 

And  bind  our  souls  with  cords  of  love  ! 
Mercy  that  soothes  our  sorrows  here. 
And  gives  us  hope  of  joyB  above. 


WOKKS  OF  GOD, 
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TI7E  love  Thee,  Lord,  yet  not  alone 
' »      Because  Tby  bounteous  hand 
Showers  down  its  rich  and  ceaseless  gifts 

On  ocean  and  on  land; 
Because  Thou  bidd'st  the  sun  go  forth 

Bejoicing  in  his  might, 
And  kindle  earth  to  glowing  life 

And  beauty  with  his  light. ^ 

2  'Tis  not  alone  because  Thy  names 

Of  wisdom,  power,  and  love, 
Are  written  on  the  earth  beneath, 

The  glorious  skies  above. 
For  these  Thy  gifts  we  praise  Thee,  Lord ; 

Yet  not  for  these  alone. 
The  incense  of  Thy  children's  love 

Arises  to  Thy  throne. 

3  We  love  Thee,  Lord,  because  when  we 

Had  erred  and  gone  astray. 
Thou  didst  recall  our  wandering  souls 

Lito  the  heavenward  way ; 
When  helpless,  hopeless  we  were  lost 

In  sin  and  sorrow's  night. 
Thou  didst  send  forth  a  guiding  ray 

Of  Thy  benignant  light. 

4  Because,  when  we  forsook  Thy  ways. 

Nor  kept  Thy  holy  will. 
Thou  wast  not  the  avenging  Judge, 

But  gracious  Father  still. 
Because  we  have  forgot  Thee,  Lord, 

Yet  Thou  hast  not  forgot ; 
Because  we  have  forsaken  Thee, 

Yet  Thou  forsakest  not. 

5  Because,  0  Lord,  Thou  lovedst  us 
k  With  everlasting  love  •, 


REDEMFTIOK 

B'jcause  Thy  Son  came  down  to  die. 

That  we  might  live  above ; 
Because,  when  we  were  heirs  of  wrath. 

Thou  gavest  hopes  of  heaven ; 
Yes  ;  much  we  love,  who  much  have  sinned. 

And  much  have  been  forgiven. 

J.  A.  ELLIOTT. 
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11/ HEN  I  had  wandered  from  His  fold, 
* '      His  love  the  wanderer  sought ; 
When  slave-like  into  bondage  sold. 
His  blood  my  freedom  bought ; 

2  Therefore  that  life,  by  Him  redeemed, 

I3  His  through  aU  its  days ; 
And,  as  with  blessings  it  hath  teemed. 
So  let  it  teem  with  praise ; 

3  For  1  a^  His,  and  He  is  mine, 

The  God  whom  I  adore ! 
My  Father,  Saviour,  Comforter, 
Now  and  for  evermore. 

4  When  sunk  in  sorrow,  I  despaired, 

And  Changed  my  hopes  for  fears. 
He  bore  my  griefs,  jny  burden  shared. 
And  wiped  away  my  tears ; 

5  Therefore  the  joy  by  Him  restored, 

To  Him  by  right  belongs ; 
And  to  my  gracious,  loving  Lord 
I'll  sing  through  life  my  songs ; 

6  For  I  am  His,  and  He  is  mine. 

The  God  whom  I  adore ; 
My  Father,  Saviour,  Comforter, 
Now  and  for  evermore. 

J.  s.  B.  MO^ai£.lAa. 
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PRAISE. 

Ill  cjj. 

ALL  hail  the  power  of  Jesus*  Nam«^;  J 1 
Jjet  angels  prostrate  fall;  ;         ' 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem,         f  ^ 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  alL 

2  Crown  Him,  ye  martyrs  of  our  God, 

Who  from  Hia  altar  call; 
Extol  the  Stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  alL 

3  Ye  seed  of  Israel's  chosen  race^ 

A  remnant  weak  and  small; 
Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Sinners!  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall ; 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  His  feetj . 
And  grown  Hiifi  Lord  of  al|. 

5  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe. 

On  this  terrestrial  ball,  \ 

To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  alL 

6  0  that,  with  yonder  sacred  throng. 

We  at  His  feet  may  fall ! 
There  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all  I 

E.  PERRO 


PBAISB. 

112  73. 

BRETHEEN,  let  us  join  to  bless 
Christ  our  Peace  and  Bighteousness ; 
Let  our  praise  to  Him  be  given, 
High  at  God's  right  hand  in  heaven. 

2  Son  of  God,  to  Thee  we  bow. 
Thou  art  Lord,  and  only  Thou ; 

Thou  the  woman's  promised  seed : 
Glory  of  Thy  Church,  and  Head ! 

3  Thee  the  angels  ceaseless  sing, 
Thee  we  praise,  our  Priest  and  King, 

Worthy  is  Thy  Name  of  praise. 
Poll  of  glory,  full  of  grace, 

4  Thou  hast  the  glad  tidings  brought 
Of  salvation  fully  wrought ; 

Wrought,  to  set  Thy  people  free. 
Wrought,  to  bring  our  souls  to  Thee.  ,  -• 


5  May  we  follow  and  ^dote 
Thee,  our  Saviour,  more  and  more ; 
Guide  and  bless  us  with  Thy  love 
Till  we  join  Thy.  saints  above. 

J.  CE^NICK. 
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CHRIST,  above  all  glory  seated ! 
King  triumphant,  strong  to  save ! 
Dying,  Thou  hast  Death  defeated. 
Buried,  Thou  hast  spoiled  the  grave. 

2  Thou  art  gone,  where  now  is  giv^n. 
What  no  mortal  might  could  gain, 
On  the  eternal  throne  of  heaven 
In  Thy  Father's  power  to  reign. 


THE  LORD   JESUS   CHRISl'. 

3  There  Thy  kingdoms  all  adore  Thee, 

Heaven  above  and  earth  below : 
While  the  depths  of  hell  before  Thee, 
Trembling  and  defeated  bow. 

4  We,  (!)  Lord,  with  hearts  adoring, 

Follow  Thee  above  the  sky : 
Hear  our  prayers  Thy  grace  imploring, 
Lift  our  souls  to  Thee  on  high  I 

5  So  when  Thou  again  in  glory 

On  the  clouds  of  heaven  shalt  shine. 
We  Thy  flock  may  stand  before  Thee, 
Owned  for  evermore  as  Thine. 

6  Hail !  all  hail !     In  Thee  confiding, 

Jesu,  Thee  shall  all  adore. 

In  Thy  Father's  might  abiding, 

With  one.  Spirit  evermore ! 

J.  B.  WOODFORD. 
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COME,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 
With  angels  round  tfiie  throne ; 
Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues. 
But  all  theic  joys  are  one. 

2  "  Worthy  the  Lamh  that  died"  they  cry, 

"  To  he  excdted  thus :" 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb  I "  our  lips  reply, 
"  For  He  was  slain  for  vs'* 

3  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honour  and  power  divine ; 
And  blessings  more  than  we  can  give 
Be,  Lord,  for  ever  Thine. 

4 

4  Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  sky, 
Ancf-axr,  and  earth,  axid  sq^s. 


PBAISE. 

Conspire  to  lift  Thy  glories  high. 
And  speak  Thine  endless  praise. 

5  The  whole  creation  join  in  one. 
To  bless  the  sacred  Name 
Of  Him  that  sits  upon  the  throne, 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 

WATTS. 
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r<OME,  ye  faithful,  raise  the  anthem  ;  . 
^     Cleave  the  skies  with  shouts  of  praise ; 
Sing  to  Him  who  brought  salvation, 

Wondrous  in  His  works  and  ways ; 
God  eternal,  Word  incarnate, 

Whom  the  heaven  of  heavens  obeys. 

• 

2  Ere  He  raised  the  lofty  mountains, 

.  Formed  the  sea,  or  i^pread  the  sky. 
Love  eternal,  free  and  boundless. 

Moved  the  Lord  of  life  to  die ; 
Foreordained  the  Prince  of  princes 

For  the  throne  of  Calvary. 

3  Now  above  the  sapphire  pavement. 

High  in  unapproachfed  light, 
Lo,  He  lives  and  reigns  for  ever, 

Victor  after  hard- won  fight ! 
Where  the  song  of  the  redeemed 

Eings  uticeasing,  day  and  night. 

4  Yet  this  earth  He  still  remembers, 

Still  by  Him  the  flock  are  fed : 
Yea,  He  gives  them  food  immortal, 

Gives  Himself,  the  Living  Bread : 
Leads  them  where  the  precious  Eouulam 
From  the  smitten  Bock  is  sbied. 


THE  LORD  JESUS  CHRIST. 

5  Trust  Him,  then,  ye  fainting  pilgrims ; 

Who  shall  pluck  you  from  His  haiad  ? 
Pledged  He  standg  for  your  salvation, 

Pledged  to  give  the  promised  land, 
Where  among  the  ransomed  nations 

Ye,  too,  round  His  throne  shall  stand. 

J.  HUPTON  Wnd  J.  M.  NEALE. 

116  S.M.  dqubler 

CEOWN  Him  with  many  crowns, 
The  Lamb  upon  His  Throne ; 
Hark  I  how  the  heavenly  anthem  dtowns 
All  music  but  its  own ; 
Awake,  my  soul,  and  sing 
Of  Him  Who  died  for  the0^ 
And  hail  Him  as  thy  matchless  King 
Through  aU  eternity. 

2  Crown  Him  the  Lord  of  Life  I 
Who  triumphed  o'er  the  grave, 

And  rose  victorious  in  the  strife, 

For  those  He  came  to  save. 

His  glories  now  we  sing, 

Who  died  and  rose  on  high. 
Who  died  Eternal  Life  to  bring, 

And  lives  that  death  may  die  ! 

3  Crown  Him  the  Lord  of  Peace ! 
Whose  power  a  sceptre  sways 

From  pole  to  pole,  that  wars  may  ceksiS, 

And  all  be  love  and  praise. 

His  reign  shall  know  no  end ; 

And  round  His  piercM  feet  i 

Fair  flowers  of  iParadise  extend 

Their  fragrance  ever  sweet. 

4  Crown  Him  the  Lord  of  Might ! 
The  £ing  of  kings  ^qilq^ 


Maker  of  all>  serene  and  bright, 

On  Hia  eternal  Throne  • 

On  the  broad  sea  of  light, 

Whose  feverlasting  waves 
Eeflect  His  Throne, — ^the  Infinite ! 

Who  lives,  and  loves,  and  saves  I 

S      Crown  Him  the  Lord  of  Heaven! 

Enthroned  in  worlds  abov^ ; 
Crown  Him  the  King  to  whom  is  given 

The  wondropB  name  of  liovet 

All  hail,  Bedeemer,  hail  I 

For  Thou  hast  died  for  me : 
Thy  praise  shall  never  never  fail 

Throughout  eternity ! 

M.  BHIDGES  arid  a  THUiKGL . 

17  664.66.64. 

GLORY  to  Gbd  on  high! 
Let  heaven  and  earth  reply^ 
"  Praise  ye  His  Name ! " 
Angels,  His  love  adore 
:  'Who  all  our  sorrows  bore: 
And  saints,  cry  evermore, 
« Worthy  the  Lamb!" 

2  All  they  around  the  throne 
^      Cheerfully  join  in  one, 

Aaising  His  Fame : 
tSTe,  who  have  felt  His  blood 
Sealing  bur  peace  with  God, 
Sound  His  dear  fame  abroad, 

"Worthy  thfe  Lamb !  ** 

3  Join  all  the  ransomed  race. 
Our  Lord  and  God  to  blesB  •, 

Praise  ye  Hia  Name ! 


THE  LORD  JESU3  CHRIST. 

In  Him  we  will  rejoice, 
Making  a  cheerful  noise, 
Shouting  with  heart  and  voice, 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb  I '' 

4  Though  we  must  change  our  place. 
Yet  shall  we  never  cease 

Praising  His  Name : 
To  Him  we'll  tribute  bring ; 
Hail  Him  our  gracious  King ; 
And  without  ceasing  sing, 

''  Worthy  the  Lamb ! " 

J.   ALLEN. 
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0,  worship  at  Immanuel's  feet, 

See  in  His  face  what  wonders  meet  I 
Earth  is  too  narrow  to  express 
His  worth.  His  glory,  or  His  grace. 

2  The  whole  creation  can  afford 

But  some  faint  shadows  of  my  Lord ; 
Nature,  to  make  His  beauties  known. 
Must  mingle  colours  not  her  own. 

3  0  let  me  climb  those  higher  skies, 
Where  storms  and  darkness  never  rise! 

There  He  displays  His  power  abroad. 
And  shines  and  reigns  the  incarnate  God. 

4  Nor  earth,  nor  seas,  nor  sun,  nor  stars. 
Nor  heaven.  His  full  resemblance  bears ; 

His  beauties  we  can  never  trace 
Till  we  behold  Him  face  to  face. 


PKAISE. 
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HAIL  I  Thou  once  despised  Jesus, 
Hail,  Thou  iGalilean  KiDg  I 
Thbu  didst  suffer  to  release  us ; 

Thou  didst  free  salvation  bring 
Hail !  Thou  universal  Saviour, 
Bearer  of  our  sin  and  shame ! 
By  Thy-  merits  we  find  favour ; 
Life  is  given  through  Thy  name. 

2  Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed, 

All  our  sins  on  Thee  were  laid ; 
By  almighty  love  anointed, 

Thou  hast  full  atonement  made. 
Every  sin  may  be  forgiven. 

Through  the  virtue  of  Thy  blood ; 
Opened  is  the  gate  of  heaven, 

Peace  IS  made  'twixt  man  and  God. 

3  Jesus,  hail !  enthroned  in  glory, 

There  for  ever  to  abide ; 
All  the  heavenly  hosts  adore  Thee, 

Seated  at  Thy  Father's  side : 
There  for  sinners  Thou  art  pleading, 

"Spare  them  yet  another  year;  " 
Thou  for  saints  art  interceding, 

Till  in  glory  they  appear. 

V    Worship,  honour,  power,  and  blessing, 

Christ  is  worthy  to  receive ; 
Loudest  praises  without  ceasing, 

Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give : 
Help,  ye  bright  angelic  spirits ! 

Bring  your  sweetest,  noblest  lays ; 
Help  to  sing  our  Saviour's  merits, 

Help  to  chant  Iznmanuers  praise  \ 

J.  BAKEW^i-u 
a 
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'OW  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds  ; 
In  a  believer's  ear !  *- 

It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds, 
And  drives  away  his  fear, 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whola^ 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 
'Tis  maima  to  the  hungry  soulj  . .  i 

And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

3  Dear  Name  t  the  rook  on  which  I  bUUd ; 

My  shield  and  hiding  place; 
My  never-failing  treasury,  filled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace. 

4  Jesus !  my  Shepherd,  Husband,  Frien^i  ■ 

My  Prophet,  Pi^iest,  and  King ; 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

5  Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart. 

And  cold  my  warmest  thought;    .  .  . 
But  when  I  see  Thee  as  Thpu-art, 
rU  praise  Thee  as  I  ought. 

6  Till  then  I  would  Thy  love  proclaim 

With  every  fleeting  breath  ; 
And  may  the  music  of  Thy  name 
Kefresh  my  soul  in  death ! 

.     J.  NEWTON. 
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TNFINITE  excellence  is  Thine, 
^    Thou  lovely  Prince  of  grace ! 
Thy  uncreated  beauties  shine 
With  never-fading  rays. 


OPRAISK 

* 

2  Sinners,  from  earth's  remotest  end, 

Come  bending  at  Thy  feet ; 
To  Thee  their  prayers  and  vows  ascend. 
In  Thee  theur  wishes  meet 

3  Thy  Name,  as  preclons  ointment  shed, 

Delights  the  Ohurch  around ; 
Sweetly  the  isacred  odours  spread 
Throu^  all  Immanuel's  ground, 

4  Millions  of  happy  spirits. live 

On  Thy  exhaustless  store ; 
From  Thee  they  all  their  bliss  receive, 
And  still  Thou  givest  more.  ^  , 

5  Thou  art  their  triumph  and  their  joy  ;• 

They  find  their  all  in  Thee ; 
Thy  glories  will  th^r  tongues  employ 
Through  all  eternity. 

J.  FAWCETT. 
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TESTIS  came,  the  heavens  adoring, 

J     Came  with  peace  from  resilxag  on  high ; 

Jesus  came  for  man's  redemption. 

Lowly  came  on  earth  to  die ; 
H^elujah!  Hallelu-jah! 

Came  in  deep  humility. 

2  Jesus  comes  again  in  mercy, 

When  our  hearts  are  bowed  with  care 
Jesus  comes  again  in  answer 
To  an  earnest,  heartfelt  prayer ; 

Hallelujah!  Hallelujah! 
Comes  to  save  us  from  despair. 


3 


Jesus  comes  to  hearts  rejoicing, 
Bringing  news  of  sins  forgiven ; 


i 
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Jesus  comes  in  sounds  of  gladness, 
Leading  soula  redeemed  to  heaven; 

Hallelujah!  Hallelujah  1 
Now  the  gate  of  de^th  is  riven. 

4  Jesus  comes  on  clouds  triumphant, 
When  the  heavens  shall  pass  away ; 
Jesus  comes  again  in  glory : — 
Let  us  then  our  homage  pay. 

Hallelujah !  ever  singing, 
Till  the  dawn  oiE  endless  day. 

G.  THRING. 
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JESUS,  I  love  Thy  charming  name, 
'Tis  music  to  mine  ear; 
Fain  would  I  sound  it  out  so  loud 
That  earth  and  heaven  might  hear. 

2  Yes,  Thou  art  precious  to  my  soul, 

My  transport  and  my  trust : 
Jewels  to  Thee  are  gaudy  toys, 
And  gold  is  sordid  dust. 

3  All  my  capacious  powers  can  wish. 

In  Thee  doth  richly  meet ; 
Nor  to  my  eyes  is  light  so  dear. 
Nor  friendship  half  so  sweet. 

4  Thy  grace  still  dwells  upon  my  heart, 

And  sheds  its  fragrance  there ; 
The  noblest  balm  of  all  its  wounds, 
The  cordial  of  its  care. 

5  I'll  speak  the  honours  of  Thy  name 

With  my  last  labouring  breath ;  • 
Then,  speechless,  clasp  Thee  in  mine  arms^ 
My  joy  in  life  and  death. 

D0Dr)Rn)GE.1 
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JESUS,  the  name  high  over  all. 
In  hell,  or  earth;  or  sky. 
Angels  and  men  before  it  faJl, 
And  devils  fear  and  fly. 

2  Jesus^  the  name  to  sinners  dear. 

The  name  to  sinners  given ; 
It  scatters  all  their  guilty  fear ; 
It  turns  their  hell  to  heaven. 

3  Jesus  the  prisoner's  fetters  breaks, 

And  bruises  Satan's  head  ; 
Power  into  strengthless  souls  He  speaks. 
And  life  into  the  dead. 

4  0  that  the  world  might  taste  and  see 

The  riches  of  His  grace  ! 
The  arms  of  love  that  compass  me 
Would  all  mankind  embrace. 

5  Happy,  if  with  my  latest  breath 

I  may  but  gasp  His  name ; 
Preach  Him  to  all,  and  cry  in  death, 
«  Behold,  behold  the  Lamb  ! " 

WESLEY. 
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JESU !  the  very  thought  of  Thee 
With  sweetness  fills  my  breast ; 
But^sweeter  far  Thy  face  to  see. 
And  in  Thy  presence  rest. 

2  Nor  voice  can  sing,  nor  heart  canirame. 

Nor  can  the  memory  find, 
A  sweeter  sound  than  Thy  blest  name, 
O  Saviour  of  mankind  ! 

3  O  hiope  of  every  contrite  heart ! 

0  joy  of  all  the  meek ! 
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To  those  who  fall,  how  kind  Thou  art  4 
How  good  to  those  who  seek  I 

4  But  what  to  those  who  find  ?    Ahl  this 

Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can  show ; 
The  love  of  Jesus — ^what  it  is, 
None  but  His  loved  ones  know. 

5  Jesu !  our  only  joy  be  Thou, 

As  Thou  our  crown  wilt  be ; 
Jesu !  be  Thou  our  glory  now, 
And  through  eternity ! 

BERNARD  OF  CLAIRVAUX,  trwm,  E.  CASWALL. 
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TESTIS,  thou  Joy  of  loving  hearts ! 
J     Thou  Fount  of  life !  Thou  light  of  hien ! 
From  the  best  bliss  that  earth  imparts,  . 
We  turn  unfilled  to  Thee  again, 

2  Thy  truth  unchanged  hath  ever  stood ;   , 

Thou  savest  those  that  on  Thee  call ; 
To  them  that  seek  Thee,  Thou  art  good. 
To  them  that  find  Thee,  All  in  All ! 

3  We  taste  Thee,  0  Thou  Living  Bread ! 

And  long  to  feast  upon  Thee  still; 
We  drink  of  Thee,  the  Fountain-Head, 
And  thirst  our  souls  from  Thee  to  fill. 

4  Our  restless  spirits  yearn  for  Thee, 

Where'er  our  changeful  lot  is  cast ; 
Glad,  when  Thy  gracious  smile  we  see. 
Blest,  when  our  faith  can  hold  Thee  fast. 

5  O  Jesus !  ever  with  us  stay, 

Make  all  our  moments  calm  and  bright ; 
Chase  the  dark  night  of  sin  away, 
/Shed  o'er  the  world  Thy  holy  light ! 

I?EK2^ARD  OF  CLAIRVAXTX,  traus.  ^KM  ^4J;MER. 


127 


PRAISE. 
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JOIN  all  the  glorious  names 
"     Of  wisdom,  love,  and  power, 
That  ever  mortals  knew. 
That  ever  angels  bore  ; 
All  are  too  mean  to  speak  His  worth. 
Too  mean  to  set  my  Saviour  forth. 

2  But  0  what  gentle  terms, 

What  condescending  way% 
Does  our  Redeemer  use 

To  teach  His  heavenly  grace ! 
Mine  eyes  with  joy  and  wonder  see 
What  forms  of  love  He  bears  for  me. 

3  Arrayed  in  mortal  flesh, 

He  like  an  Angel  stands. 
And  holds  the  promises 

And  pardons  in  His  hands ; 
Commissioned  from  His  Father's  throne 
To  make  His  grace  to  mortals  known. 

4  Great  Prophet  of  my  God, 

My  tongue  would  bless  Thy  Name ; 
By  Thee  the  joyful  news 

Of  our  salvation  came ;  .1 

The  joyful  news  of  sins  forgiven, 
Of  hell  subdued,  and  peace  with  heaven. 

5  Be  Thou  my  Counsellor, 

My  Pattern  and  my  Guide  ; 
And  through  this  desert  land 

Still  keep  me  near  Thy  side,     ; 
O  let  my  feet  ne'er  run  astray^ 
Nor  rove,  nor  seek  the  crooked  way^ 

6  I  love  my  Shepherd's  voice,  ■ ! 

His  watchful  eyes  shall  keep  . . 
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My  wandering  soul  among 
The  thousands  of  His  sheep. 
He  feeds  His  flock,  He  calls  their  names^ 
His  bosom  bears  the  tender  lambs. 

7  Jesus,  my  great  High  Priest, 

Offered  His  blood,  and  died ; 
My  guilty  conscience  seeks 

No  sacrifice  beside. 
His  powerful  blood  did  once  atone. 
And  now  it  pleads  before  the  throne. 

8  My  Saviour  and  my  Lord, 

My  Conqueror  and  my  King, 
Thy  sceptre  and  Thy  sword. 

Thy  reigning  grace,  I  sing. 
Thine  is  the  power ;  behold  I  sit 
In  willing  bonds  beneath  Thy  feet. 

9  Now  let  my  soul  arise, 

And  tread  the  tempter  down  ; 
My  Captain  leads  me  forth 

To  conquest  and  a  crown. 
A  feeble  saint  shall  win  the  day, 
Though  death  and  hell  obstruct  the  way. 

WAITS. 
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MY  Saviour,  my  Almighty  Friend, 
Wlien  I  begin  Thy  praise. 
Where  will  the  growing  numbers  end. 
The  numbers  of  Thy  grace  ? 

Thou  art  my  everlasting  trust. 

Thy  goodness  I  adore ; 
And,  since  I  knew  Thy  grace  at  first, 

I  speak  Thy  glories  more. 

My  feet  shall  travel  all  the  length 
Oi  the  celestial  road ; 


PRAISE. 

And  march  with  courage  in  Thy  strength, 
.    To  see  my  Father,  God. , 

4  When  I  am  filled  with  sore  distress 

For  some  surprising  sin, 
I'll  plead  Thy  perfect  righteousness, 
And  mention  none  but  Thine. 

5  How  will  my  lips  rejoice  to  tell 

The  victories  of  my  King ! 
My  soul,  redeemed  from  sin  and  hell. 
Shall  Thy  salvation  sing, 

6  Awake,  awake,  my  tuneful  powers ! 
With  this  delightful  song 


111  entertain  the  darkest  hours. 


Nor  think  the  season  long. 
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OT  unto  us,  but  Thee  alone. 
Blest  Lamb  1  be  glory  given ; 
Here  shall  Thy  praises  be  begun, 
And  carried  on  in  heaven. 


WATTS. 
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2  The  hosts  of  spirits,  now  with  Thee, 

Eternal  anthems  sing ; 
To  imitate  them  here,  lo !  we 
Our  hallelujahs  bring.    . 

3  Had  we  our  tongues  like  them  inspired. 

Like  theirs  our  songs  should  rise  ;  c 
Like  them  we  never  should  be  tired, 
But  love  the  sacrifice. 

4  Till  we  the  veil  of  flesh  lay  down. 

Accept  our  weaker  lays ; 
And  whien  we  reach  Thy  Father^  throne, 
We'll  give  Thee  noWer  praise. 

J.  cEijiisicv:. 
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A  CHEIST I  our  hope,  our  heart's  desire, 
"    Eedemption's  only  spring ! 
Creator  of  the  world  art  Thou, 
Its  Saviour  and  its  King. 

2  How  vast  the  mercy  and  the  love 

Which  laid  our  sins  on  Thee, 
And  led  Thee  to  a  cruel  death, 
To  set  Thy  people  free  ! 

3  But  now  the  bonds  of  death  are  burst. 

The  ransom  has  been  paid ; 
And  Thou  art  on  Thy  Father's  throne, 
In  glorious  robes  arrayed. 

4  O  may  Thy  mighty  love  prevail 

Our  sinful  souls  to  spare  1 
0  may  we  come  before  Thy  throne, 
And  find  acceptance  there ! 

• 

5  O  Christ  I  be  Thou  our  present  joy, 

Our  future  great  reward  1 
Our  only  glory  may  it  be 
To  glory  in  the  Lord  ! 

LATIN  HYMN,  tram.  J,  CHANDLER. 
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FOR  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 
My  dear  Eedeemer's  praise  I 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  His  grace ! 

2  Jesus !  the  name  that  charms  our  fears. 
That  bids  our  sorrows  cease ; 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  earsi 
Tis  L'fe,  and  healtti,  and'^^^ee. 


3  He  breaks:  the  power  of  cancelled  sin, 

He  sets  the  prisoners  free ; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean. 
His  Wood  availed  for  me* 

4  He  sp^aki^, — and,  listening  to  His  voice, 

New  life  th^  dead  receive  ; 
The  monmful,  broken  hearts  rejoice, 
The  hranble  poor  believe, '' 

5  Hear  Him,  ye  deaf  !  His  praise,  ye  dwaab^ 

"Sont loosened  tongues  employ;     ^       • 
Ye  blind,  behold  your  Saviour  colne, 
And  leap,  ye  lame,  for  joy  1 

6  Look  unto  Him,-  ye  nations,  own, 

Your  G6d,  ye  fallen  race ; 
Look,  and  be  saved  through  faith  alone, 
Be  justified  by  grace. 

WESLEY. 
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A  JESU 1  King  most  wonderful ! 
"    Thou  Conqueror  renowned; 
Thou  sweetness  most  ineffable, 
In  whom  all  joys  are  found. 

2  When  once  Thou  visitest  the  heart, 

Then  truth  begins  to  shine, 
Then  earthly  vanities  depart, 
Then  kindles  love  divine. 

3  O  Jesu !  Light  of  all  below  1 

Thou  Fount  of  life  and  fire ! 
Stirpassing  all  the  joys  we  know, 
All  that  we  can  desire, — 


CM 
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4  May  every  heart  confess  Thy  name. 

And  ever  Thee  adore ; 
And,  seeking  Thee,  itself  inflame 
To  seek  Thee  more  and  more. 

5  Thee  may  our  tongues  for  ever  bless ; 

Thee  may  we  love  alone ; 

And  ever  in  our  lives  express 

The  image  of  Thine  own ! 

BERNARD  OF  CLAIRVAUX,  tmns,  E.  CASWALL. 
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A  SAVIOUE,  precious  Saviour, 
^    Whom  yet  unseen  we  loye, 
O  Name  of  might  and  favour, 
All  other  names  above : 

We  worship  Thee,  we  bless  Thee, 

To  Thee  alone  we  sing; 
We  praise  Thee,  and  confess  Thee 
Our  holy  Lord  and  King  I 

2  0  Bringer  of  salvation, 

Who  wondrously  hast  wrought. 
Thyself  the  revelation 

Of  love  beyond  our  thought : 

We  worship  Thee,  we  bless  Thee, 

To  Thee  alone  we  sing ; 
We  praise  Thee,  and  confess  Thee 
Our  gracious  Lord  and  King  I 

3  In  Thee  all  fulness  dwelleth, 

All  grace  and  power  divine ; 
The  glory  that  excelleth, 
0  Son  of  God,  is  Thine : 

We  worship  Thee,  we  bless  Thee, 

To  Thee  alone  we  sing ; 
We  praise  Thee,  and  confess  Thee 
Our  glorious  Lord  and  King  I 


4  O  gmnt  the  couaumuiatdoQ  -^  . 

Of  this  our  song  above,  ^   ' 

In  endless' adoration. 
And  everlasting  love : 

Then  shall  we  praise  and  bless  Thee, 

Where  perfect  praises  ring. 
And  evermore  confess  Thee 


Our  Saviour  and  our  King ! 
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KEJOICE !  the  Lord  is  King ! 
Your  Lord  and  King  adore ; 
Mortals,  give  thanks  and  sing, 
And  triumph  evermore : 
Lift  up  your  heart,  lift  up  your  voice. 
Rejoice,  agaip  I  say,  rejoice ! 

Eejoice !  the  Saviour  reigns, — 
The  God  of  truth  and  love ; 
When  He  had  purged  our  stains. 
He  took  His  seat  above : 
Lift  up  your  heart,  lift  up  your  voice, 
Eejoice,  again  I  say,  rejoice ! 

His  kingdom  cannot  fail, 

He  rules  o'er  earth  and  heaven ; 
The  keys  of  death  and  hell 
Are  to  our  Jesus  given : 
Lift  up  your  heart,  lift  up  your  voice. 
Rejoice,  again  I  say,  rejoice ! 

He  all  His  foes  shall  quell, 

Shall  all  our  sins  destroy ; 
And  every  bosom  swell 
With  pure  seraphic  joy  t 
Lift  up  your  heart,  Uft  up  your  voice. 
Rejoice,  again  I  say,  rejoice ! 
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5  Rejoice  in  glorious  hope  I 

Jesus,  the  Judge,  shall  cotue,         •' ' 
And  take  His  servants  up  •.   s  »  , 

To  their  eternal  home  t  \      -  - 

W&  boon  shall  heat  the  archangiera  voice ; 
The  trmnp  of  God  shall  sound,  E^joice ! 

WESLEY. 
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SAVIOUR,  blessed  Saviour, 
Listen  whilst  we  sing'; 
Hearts  and  voices  raising     ' 

Praises  to  our  King. 
All  we  have  we  offer, 

All  we  hope  to  be — 
Body,  soul,  and  spiriti— 
All  we  yield  to  Thea 

2  Farther,  ever  farther 

From  Thy  wounded  side,. 
Heedlessly  we  wandered, 

Wandered  far  and  wide ; 
Till  Thou  cam'st  in  mercy 

Seeking  young  and  old, 
Lovingly  to  call  thetn. 

Saviour,  to  Thy  fold. 

3  Nearer,  ever  nearer, 

Christ,  we  draw  to  Thee, 
Deep  in  adoration, 

Bending  low  the  knee ; 
Thou  for  our  redemption 

Cam'st  on  earth  to  die ;    ■  t 
Thou,  that  we  might  follow,    : 

Hast  gone  up  on  high. 


I ' 
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4  Dark,  and  ever  darker. 

Was  the  wintry  past, 
Now  a  ray  of  gladness 

O'er  our  pafii  is  cast; 
Every  day  that  passeth, 

Every  hour  that  flies, 
TqIIs  of  love  unfeigned, 

Love  that  never  dies, 

5  Clearer  0till  and  dearer 

Dawns  the  light  from  heaven, 
In  our  sadness  bringing 

News  of  sins  forgiven ; 
life  has  lost  its  shadows, 

Pure  the  light  within ; 
Thou  hast  shed  Thy  radiance 

On  a  world  of  sin. 

6  Onw?«*d,  ever  onward. 

Journeying  o'er  the  road 
Worn  by  saints  before  us, 

Journeying  on  to  God ; 
Leaving  all  behind  us,  i 

May  we  hasten  on. 
Backward  never  looking     . 

Till  the  prize  is  won. 


Higjier,  then,  and  higher, 

Soars  the  ransomed  soul. 
Earthly  toils  forgetting. 

Saviour,  to  its  goal ; 
Where,  in  joys  unthought  of, 

Saints  with  angels  sing, 
Never  weary  raising 

Praises  to  their  King. 

O.  TUBING. 
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SAVIOUfe  of  men,  and  Lord  of  love, 
How  sweet  Thy  gracious  name ! 
With  joy  that  errand  we  review. 
On  which  Thy  mercy  came. 

2  While  all  Thine  own  angelic  bands 

Stood  waiting  on  the  wing, 
Charmed  with  the  honour  to  obey 
The  word  of  such  a  King ; — 

3  For  us,  mean,  wretched,  sinful  men, 

Thou  laid'st  Thy  glory  by ; 
First  in  our  mortal  flesh  to  serve, 
Then  in  that  flesh  to  die. 

4  Bought  with  Thy  service  and  Thy  blood. 

We  doubly,  Lord,  are  Thine ; 
To  Thee  our  lives  we  would  devote, 
To  Thee  our  death  resign. 

DODDRIDGE. 
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THERE  is  a  name  I  love  to  hear, 
I  love  to  speak  its  worth ; 
It  sounds  like  music  in  mine  ear, 
The  sweetest  name  on  earth. 

2  It  tells  me  of  a  Saviour's  love. 

Who  died  to  set  me  free ; 
li  tells  me  of  His  precious  blood. 
The  sinner's  perfect  plea, 

3  It  tells  me  of  a  Father's  smile 

Beaming  upon  His  child ; 
It  cheers  me  through  this  little  while. 
Through  desert,  waste  and  wild. 
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4  Jesus,  the  name  I  love  so  well. 

The  name  I  love  to  hear ; 
No  saint  on  earth  its  worth  can  tell, 
No  heart  conceive  how  dear. 

5  This  name  shall  shed  its  fragrance  still 

Along  this  thorny  road ; 
Shall  sweetly  smooth  the  rugged  hill 
That  leads  me  up  to  God. 

6  And  there,  with  all  the  blood-bought  throng, 

From  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
I'll  sing  the  new  eternal  song 
Of  Jesu's  love  to  me. 

F.  WHITFIELP. 
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THOU  dear  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb  1 
We  love  to  hear  of  Thee ; 
No  music's  like  Thy  charming  name, 
Nor  half  so  sweet  can  be. 

2  0  may  we  ever  hear  Thy  voice 

In  mercy  to  us  speak  ! 
And  in  our  priest  we  will  rejoice. 
Thou  great  Melchizedek. 

3  Our  Jesus  shall  be  still  our  theme. 

While  in  this  world  we  stay ; 
We'll  sing  our  Jesus'  lovely  name 
When  all  things  else  decay. 

4  When  we  appear  in  yonder  cloud, 

With  all  the  ransomed  throng, 
Then  will  we  sing  more  sweet,  more  loud, 
And  Christ  shall  be  our  song. 

J.  CENNICK. 
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THOU  hidden  source  of  calm  repo&e. 
Thou  all-sufficient  Love  Divine  ; 
My  help  and  refuge  from  my  foes, 
Secure  I  am  if  Thou  art  mine  5    ' 
And  lo !  from  sin,  and  grief,  and  shame, 
I  hide  me,  Jesus,  in  Thy  name. 

2  Thy  mighty  name  salvation  is. 

And  keeps  my  happy  soul  above ; 
Comfort  it  brings,  and  power,  and  peace, 

And  joy  and  everlasting  love ; 
To  me,  with  Thy  dear  name,  are  given. 
Pardon,  and  hofiness,  and  heaven. 

3  Jesus,  my  All  in  all  Thou  art —  -  . 

My  rest  in  toil,  my  ease  in  pain ; 
The  medicine  of  my  broken  heart ; 

In  war  my  peace,  in  loss  my  gain : 
My  smile  beneath  the  tyrant's  fipown  ; 
In  shame,  my  glory  and  my  crown. 

4  In  want,  my  plentiful  supply ; 

In  weakness,  my  Almighty  power ; 
In  bonds,  my  perfect  Kberty ; 

My  light  in  Satan's  darkest  hour : 
My  help  and  stay,  whene'er  I  call ; 
My  life  in  death — my  heaven,  my  all. 

WESLEY.* 
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10  our  Bedeemer's  glorious  name 
Awake  the  sacred  song ; 
O  may  His  love,  immortal  flame. 
Tune  every  heart  and  tongue ! 
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2  His  love,  what  mortal  thought  can  reach  ? 

What  mortal  tongue  display  ? 
Imagination's  utmost  stretch 
In  wonder  dies  away. 

3  He  left  His  radiant  throne  on  high, 

Left  the  bright  realms  of  bUss, 
And  came  to  earth,  to  bleed  and  die ; 
Was  ever  love  like  this  ? 

4  Dear  Lord,  while  we  adoring  pay 

Our  humble  thanks  to  Thee ; 
May  every  heart  with  rapture  say, 
The  Saviour  died  for  me. 

5  O  may  the  sweet,  the  blissful  theme, 

Move  every  heart  and  tongue ; 
Till  strangers  love  Thy  charming  name. 
And  join  the  sacred  song ! 

A.  STEKLK 
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sing  to  Thee,  Thou  Son  of  God, 
The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain ; 
Who  art  by  heaven  and  earth  adored. 
Worthy  o'er  both  to  reign. 

2  To  Thee  all  angels  cry  aloud. 
Through  heaven's  extended  coasts ; 

"  HaU  !  Holy,  Holy,  Holy  Lord 
Of  Glory  and  of  hosts." 

3  The  cherubim  and  seraphim 
Incessant  sing  to  Thee ; 

The  worlds  and  all  the  powers  therein 
Adore  Thy  Majesty. 

4  The  prophets'  goodly  fellowship, 
In  radiant  garments  dressed, 
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Praise  Thee,  Thou  Son  of  God,  and  reap 
The  fulness  of  Thy  rest. 

5  The  apostles'  glorious  company 

Thy  righteous  praise  proclaim ; 
The  martyred  army  glorify 
Thine  everlasting  name. 

6  Through  all  the  world,  Thy  churches  join 

To  call  on  Thee,  their  Head, 
Brightness  of  Majesty  Divine, 
Who  every  power  hast  made. 

7  Among  their  number.  Lord,  we  love 

To  smg  Thy  precious  blood. 
Eeign  here,  and  in  the  worlds  above, 
Thou  holy  Lamb  of  God ! 

J.  CENNICK.* 
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WHAT  equal  honours  shall  we  bring 
To  Thee,  0  Lord  our  God,  the  Lamb, 
When  all  the  notes  that  angels  sing 
Are  far  inferior  to  Thy  name  ? 

2  Worthy  is  He  that  once  was  slain. 

The  Prince  of  peace,  that  groaned  and  died. 
Worthy  to  rise,  and  live,  and  reign 
At  His  Almighty  Father's  side. 

3  Power  and  dominion  are  His  due. 

Who  stood  condemned  at  Pilate's  bar; 
Wisdom  belongs  to  Jesus  too. 
Though  He  was  charged  with  madness  here. 

4  All  riches  are  His  native  right, 

Yet  He  sustained  amazing  loss ; 
I'o  Him  ascribe  eternal  might, 
Who  leit  His  weakness  ou\Jci^  ox^^'s*. 
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5  Honour  immortal  must  be  paid, 

Instead  of  scandal  and  of  scorn  ; 
While  glory  shines  around  His  head. 
And  a  bright  crown  without  a  thorn. 

6  Blessings  for  ever  on  the  Lamb, 

Who  bore  the  curse  for  wretched  men  ! 
Let  angels  sound  His  sacred  name, 
And  every  creature  say,  Amen  ! 

WATTS. 
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"  WORTHY  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain,'' 

' '      Cry  the  redeemed  above ; 
'•'  Blessing  and  honour  to  obtain, 
And  everlasting  love." 


2  "  Worthy  the  Lamb,"  on  earth  we  sing, 

"  Who  died  our  souls  to  save ;" 
Henceforth,  0  death  1  where  is  thy  sting  ? 
Thy  victory,  0  grave  ? 

3  Worthy  for  eyer  is  the  Lamb 

That  took  our  sins  away  ; 
But  0 !  what  tribute  can  we  give, — 
What  equal  honours  pay  ? 

4  Keign,  mighty  Prince,  for  ever  reign. 

Till  death  himself  be  dead ; 
And  let  eiternal  ages  shower 
Their  blessings  on  Thy  head ! 

5  Thus  will  we  sing  till  nature  fail ; 

Till  sense  and  language  die ; 
And  then  resume  the  glorious  theme 
In  happier  worlds  on  high. 

J.  M0NTGOMl£.r.Y. 
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TE  servants  of  Gtod, 
Your  Master  proclaim, 
And  publish  abroad 

His  wonderful  Name ; 
The  Name  all-victorious 

Of  Jesus  extol ; 
His  kingdom  is  glorious, 
And  rules  over  alL 

2  God  ruleth  on  high, 

Almighty  to  save ; 
And  stiU  He  is  nigh, 

His  presence  we  have ; 
The  great  congregation 

His  triumph  shall  sing, 
Ascribing  salvation 

To  Jesus  our  King. 

3  Salvation  to  God 

Who  sits  on  the  throne. 
Let  all  cry  aloud 

And  honour  the  Son, 
The  praises  of  Jesus 

AU  angels  proclahn, 
FaU  down  on  their  faces, 

And  worship  the  Lamb. 

4  Then  let  us  adore 

And  give  Him  His  right ; 
All  glory  and  power, 

All  wisdom  and  might. 
All  honour  and  blessing, 

With  angels  above ; 
And  thanks  never-ceasing. 

And  infinite  love. 
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AT  the  name  oiE  Jesus 
Every  knee  shall  bow, 
Every  tongue  confess  Him 

King  of  Glory  now ; 
'Tis  the  Father's  pleasure 

We  should  caU  Him  Lord, 
Who  from  the  beginning 
Was  the  mighty  Word. 

2  Humbled  for  a  season 

To  receive  a  Name 
From  the  lips  of  sinners 

Unto  whom  He  came; 
Faithfully  He  bore  it 

Spotless  to  the  last; 
Brought  it  back  victorious 

When  from  death  He  passed. 

3  Name  Him,  brothers,  name  Him, 

With  love  strong  as  death, 
But  with  awe  and  wonder. 

And  with  'bated  breath ; 
He  is  God  the  Saviour, 

He  is  Christ  the  Loud, 
Ever  to  be  worshipped. 

Trusted,  and  adored. 

4  In  your  hearts  enthrone  Him ; 

There  let  Him  subdue 
All  that  is  not  holy, 

All  that  is  not  true : 
Crown  Him  as  your  Captain  i: 

In  temptation's  hour ; 
Let  Tlis  Will  enfold  you 
In  its  light  and  power.  *'  1 
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5  Brothers,  this  Lord  J£sus 

Shall  return  again, 
With  His  Father's  glory. 

With  His  angel  train; 
For  all  wreaths  of  empire 

Meet  upon  His  brow, 
And  our  hearts  confess  Him 

King  of  Glory  now. 


a  M.  NOEL. 
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JESUS,  Thou  art  my  Lord,  my  God, 
I  joy  to  call  Thee  mine  ; 
For  on  Thy  brow,  though  bruised  with  thorns, 
I  see  a  crown  Divine. 

2  And  I  can  trust  the  mighty  work 

Which  must  be  done  for  me, 
To  those  dear  piercM  hands  of  Thine, 
Once  fastened  to  the  tree. 

3  If  Thou  wert  less  than  One  Divine 

My  soul  would  be  dismayed  ; 
But  through  Thy  human  lips  God  says, 
**  'Tis  /,  he  not  afraid!* 

4  Thou  wilt  not  leave  my  soul  alone 

To  struggle  to  Thy  side. 
But  in  my  spirit's  helplessness 
Shall  strength  Divine  abide. 

5  And  when  I  stand  on  Jordan's  waves 

Thou  shalt  my  weakness  hold, 
Until  at  last  my  weary  feet 
Shall  walk  the  streets  of  gold. 

6  There  in  that  cloudless  light  serene. 

Before  the  shining  throne, 
ril  worship  at  the  feet  of  Him 
Who  did  for  sin  atone.         u^E.u\^^\ik\.^. 
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THOU,  who  didst  with  love*  untold 
Thy  doubting  servant  chide ; 
Biddiig  the  eye  of  sense  behold 
Thy  wounded  hands  and  side, — 

2  Grant  us,  like  him,  with  heartfelt  awe, 

To  own  Thee  God  and  Lord, 
And  from  his  hour  of  darkness  draw 
Faith  in  the  Incarnate  Word. 

3  And  while  tliat  wondrous  record  now 

Of  unbelief  we  hear, 
0 !  let  us.  Lord,  the  lowlier  bow 
In  self-distrusting  fear. 

4  And  grant  that  we  may  never  dare 

Thy  loving  heart  to  grieve ; 
But  at  the  last  their  blessing  share 
Who  see  not,  yet  believe. 

E.  TOKE. 
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THOU  art  the  Everlasting  Word, 
-The  Father's  only  Son  ; 
God,*  manifestly  seen  and  heard. 

And  Heaven's  Belovfed  One. 
Worthy,  O  Lamb  of  God,  art  Thou, 
That  every  knee  to  Thee  should  bow ! 

2  In  Thee,  most  perfectly  expressed. 

The  Father's  glories  shine  ; 
Of  the  full  Deity  possessed,  ' 

Eternally  divine. 
Worthy,  0  Lamh  ot  God,  art  Thou, 
TMa^  every  knee  to  Thee  should  bov/  \ 


THE  LORD  JESUS  CHRIST. 

3  True  image  of  the  Infinite,  \  *  ;     , 

Whose  essence  is  concealed;         ^  '^''■^ 
Brightness  of  Uncreated  Light;       i  ; 

The  heart  of  God  revealed ; 
Worthy,  O  Lamb  of  God,  art  Thou. 
That  every  knee  to  Thee  shotlld'  Ixiw ! 

4  But  the  high  mysteries  of  Thy  name 

An  angel's  grasp  transcend ; 
The  Father  only — glorious  claun-^ 

The  Son  can  comprehend. 
Worthy,  0  Lamb  of  God,  art  Thou, 
That  every  knee  to  Thee  shotdd  boVl 

5  Yet  loving  Thee,  on  whom  fiis  lov^ 

Ineffable  doth  rest. 
Thy  glorious  worshippers  above. 

As  one  with  Thee,  are  blest. 
Worthy,  O  Lamb  of  God,  art  Thou^ 
That  every  knee  to  Thee  should  bow ! 

6  Throughout  the  universe  of  bliss, 

The  centre  Thou,  and  sun ; 
The  eternal  theme  of  praise  is  this. 

To  Heaven's  Beloved  One : — 
Worthy,  0  Lamb  of  God,  art  Thou; 
That  every  knee  to  Thee  should  bow ! 

J,  CONDER. 
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mHOU  Son  of  God  and  Son  of  Man, 
•*-     Beloved,  adored  Immanuel ! 
Who  didst,  before  all  time  began. 
In  glory  with  Thy  Father  dwell ; 

We  sing  Thy  love,  who  didst  in  time 

For  us  humanity  assume. 
To  answer  for  the  sinner's  crime, 
To  suffer  in  the  BiBBet'a  TX>otCk4 
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3  The  ransomed  Church  Thy  glory  sings, 

The  hosts  of  heaven  Thy  will  obey ; 
And,  Lord  of  lords  and  King  of  kings, 
We  celebrate  Thy  blessSd  sway. 

4  A  servant's  form  Thou  didst  sustain, 

And  with  delight  the  law  obey ; 
Thou  didst  endure  amazing  pain, 
While  all  our  sorrows  on  Thee  lay. 

5  Blest  Saviour,  we  are  wholly  Thine, 

So  freely  loved,  so  dearly  bought ; 
Our  souls  to  Thee  would  we  resign. 
To  Thee  would  subject  every  thought. 

JOHN  RYLAND. 
ADVENT  AND  BIRTH. 
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ANGELS,  from  the  realms  of  glory. 
Wing  your  flight  o'er  all  the  earth ; 
Ye  who  sang  creation's  story, 
Now  proclaim  Messiah's  birth ! 

Come  and  worship, — 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King. 

2  Shepherds  in  the  field  abiding. 

Watching  o'er  your  flocks  by  night, 
God  with  man  is  now  residing, 
Yonder  shines  the  heavenly  light. 

Come  and  worship, — 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-bom  King. 

3  Sages,  leave  your  contemplations. 

Brighter  visions  beam  afar ; 

Seek  the  great  Desire  of  Nations, 

Ye  have  seen  His  natal-star ; 

Come  and  worship, — 
Worabip  Christ,  the  new-'boTH  "Kiiv^* 
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4  Saints,  before  the  altar  bending, 
Watching  long  in  hope  and  fear, 
Suddenly,  the  Lord  descending, 
In  His  temple  shall  appear ; 

Come  and  worship, — 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King. 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 
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S  with  gladness  men  of  old 
Did  the  guiding  star  behold ; 

As  with  joy  they  hailed  its  light. 

Leading  onward,  beaming  bright ; 
So,  most  gracious  God,  may  we 

,  Evermore  be  led  to  Thee. 

2  As  with  joyful  steps  they  sped 
To  that  lowly  manger  bed. 

There  to  bend  the  knee  before 
Him  Whom  heaven  and  earth  adore ; 
So  may  we  with  willing  feet 
Ever  seek  Thy  mercy-seat. 

3  As  they  offered  gifts. most  rare, 
.  At  that  manger  rude  and  bare ; 

So  may  we  with  holy  joy. 
Pure,  and  free  from  sin's  alloy. 
All  our  costliest  treasures  bring, 
Christ,  to  Thee,  our  heavenly  King. 


4  Holy  Jesu !  every  day  - 
Keep  us  in  the  narrow  way ; 

And,  when  earthly  things  are  past. 
Bring  our  ransomed  souls  at  last 
Where  they  need  no  star  to  guide, 
Where  no  clouda  T\i^  ^otj  \i\^<i. 
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5  In  the  heavenly  country  bright 
Need  they  no  created  light ; 
Thou  its  Light^its  Joy,  its  CroTira, 
Thou  its  Sun,  which  goes  not  down  : 
There  for  ever  may  we  sing 
Hallelujahs  to  our  King  ! ' 

v;,  c.  DIX. 
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T)EiaHTEST  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the 
JJ    morning. 

Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  thine 
aid ; 
Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning, 
.    Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid ! 

2  Cold  on  His  cradle  the  dew-drops  are  shining ; 

Low  lies  His  head  with  the  beasts  of  the  stall; 
Angels  adore  Him,  in  slumber  reclining, 
Maker,  and  Monarch,  and  Saviour  of  all. 

3  Say,  shall  we  yield  Him,  in  costly  devotion. 

Odours  of  Edom,  and  offerings  divine  ? ; 
"  Gems  of  the  mountain,  and  pearls  of  the  ocean, 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  and  gold  from  the 
mine? 

4  Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation  ; 

Vainly  with  gold  would  His  favour  secure  ; 
Richer  by  far  is  the  heart's  adoration ; 

Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor. 

5  Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning, 

Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  thine  aid ; 
Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning, 
Guide  where  our  inhnt  Redeemer  ia  la\d\ 
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CHEISTIANS,  awake,  salute  the  happy  mom. 
Whereon  the  Siviour  of  mankiiid  was  born; 
Else  to  adore  the  mystery  of  love, 
Which  hosts  of  angels  chanted  from  above ; 
With  them  the  joyful  tidings  first  begun 
Of  God  incarnate  and  the  Virgin's  Son. 

2  Then  to  the  watchful  shepherds  it  was  told. 
Who  heard  the  angelic  herald's  voice:  "Behold, 

I  bring  good  tidings  of  a  Saviour's  birth 
To  you  and  all  the  nations  upon  earth  s 
This  day  hath  God  fulfilled  His  promised  word, 
This  day  is  born  a  Saviour,  Christ  the  Lord  " 

3  He  spake,  and  straightway  the  celestial  choir, 
In  hymns  of  joy,  unknown  before,  conspire  z 

The  praises  of  redeeming  love  they  sang. 
And  heaven's  whole  orb  with  hallelujahs  rang; 
God's  highest  glory  was  their  anthem  still. 
Peace  upon  earth,  and  unto  men  good  will. 

4  0  1  may  we  keep  and  ponder  in  our  mind 
God's  wondrous  love  in  saving  lost  mankind ; 

Trace  we  the  Babe,  who  hath  retrieved  our 
loss, 

Erom  His  poor  manger  to  His  bitter  cross; 
Tread  in  His  steps,  assisted  by  His  grace, 
Till  man's  first  heavenly  state  again  takes  place. 

5  Then  may  we  hope,  the  emgelic  thrones  among, 
To  sing  redeemed  a  glad  triumphal  song ; 

He  that  was  born  upon  this  joyful  day, 
Around  us  all  His  glory  shall  display ; 
Saved  by  His  love,  incessant  we  shtdl  sing 
Eternal  praise  to  heaven's  Almighty  King. 
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TTAEK,  the  glad  sound,  the  Saviour  comes, 
JJ-    The  Saviour  promised  long  I 
Let  every  heart  prepare  a  throne, 
And  every  voice  a  song. 

2  He  comes  the  prisoners  to  release^ 

In  Satan's  bondage  held ; 
The  gates  of  brass  before  Him  bursty 
The  iron  fetters  yields 

3  He  comes  from  thickest  films  of  vice 

To  clear  the  mental  ray ; 
And  on  the  eye-balls  of  the  blind 
To  pour  celestial  day, 

4  He  comes  the  broken  heart  to  bind. 

The  bleeding. soul  to  cure, 
And  with  the  treasures  of  His  grace 
To  enrich  the  humble  poor. 

5  Our  glad  hosannas,  Prince  of  peace, 

Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim ; 
And  heaven's  eternal  arches  ring 
With  Thy  belovM  name. 

DODDRIDGE. 


166 


7S. 


HABK !  the  herald  angels  sing, 
"  Grlory  to  the  new-bom  King ; 
Peace  bn  earth  and  mercy  mild, 
God  and  sinners  reconciled/* 

Joyful,  all  ye  nations,  rise, 
Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies ; 

TJniveraal  nature  Bay, 

''Christ  the  Lord  is  horn  to-day  I" 
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3  Veiled  in  flesh  the  Godhead  see,  r . 
Hail  the  incarnate  Deity  ! 

Pleased  as  man  with  men  to  appear, 
Jesus,  our  Immanuel  here. 

4  Hail  the  heaven-born  Prince  of  peace  I 
Hail,  the  Suji  of  righteousness ! 

Life  and  light  to  all  He  brings, 
Eisen  with  healing  in  His  wings. 

5  Mild  He  lays  His  glory  by. 
Born,  that  man  no  more  may  die ; 

Born,  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth ; 
Born,  to  give  them  second  birth. 

6  Glory  to  the  new-bom  King ! 
Let  us  all  the  anthem  sing — 

"  Peace  on  earth  and  mercy  mUd, 
God  and  sinners  reconciled." 

WESLEY.* 
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IT  came  upon  the  midnight  clear, 
That  glorious  song  of  old. 
From  angels  bending  near  the  earth, 

To  touch  their  harps  of  gold — 
"  Peace  to  the  earth,  good  ivill  to  ttwh, 
From  Jieaven's  all-gracious  King!*' 
The  world  in  solemn  stillness  lay 
To  hear  the  angels  sing. 

2  Still  through  the  cloven  skies  they  come. 

With  peaceful  wings  unfurled. 
And  still  their  heavenly  music  floats 

0*er  all  the  weary  world  ; 
Above  its  sad  and.  lowly  plains 

They  bend  on  heavenly  wing. 
And  ever  o*er  its  Babel  sounds 

The  blessM  angels  m^^. 
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3  Yet,  with  the  woes  of  sin  and  strife. 

The  world  has  suffered  long ; 
Beneath  the  angels*  strain  have  rolled 

Two  thousand  years  of  wrong ; 
And  man,  at  war  with  man,  hears  not 

The  love-song  which  they  bring : 
O  hush  the  noise,  ye  men  of  strife, 

And  hear  the  angels  sing  ! 

4  And  ye,  beneath  life's  crushing  load. 

Whose  forms  are  bending  low. 
Who  toil  along  the  climbing  way. 

With  painful  steps  and  slow, — 
Look  now !  for  glad  and  golden  hours 

Come  swiftly  on  the  wing : 
0  rest  beside  the  weary  road, 

And  hear  the  angels  sing  i 

5  For  lo !  the  days  are  hastening  on, 

By  prophet-bards  foretold, 
When,  with  the  ever-circling  years. 

Comes  round  the  age  of  gold ; 
When  peace  shall  over  all  the  earth 

Its  ancient  splendours  fling. 
And  the  whole  world  send  back  the  song 

Which  now  the  angels  sing. 

E.  H.  SEARS. 
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OCOME,  aU  ye  faithful, 
Joyful  and  triumphant ; 
P  come  ye,  0  come  ye,  to  Bethlehem  ; 
Come  and  behold  Him 
Born,  the  King  of  angels  ; 
O  come,  let  us  adore  Him, 
O  come,  let  us  adore  Him, 
p  oome,  let  us  adore  Him,  CflRlST  the  LOBD, 


THE  LOED  JESUS  CfiEIST. 

2  Sing,  choirs  of  angels, 
Sing  in  exultation. 

Sing,  all  ye  citizens  of  heaven  above : 
"Glory  to  God 
In  the  higTiMt ;  '*    . 
O  come,  let  us  adore  Him,  &c. 

3  Yea,  Lord,  we  greet  Thee, 
Bom  this  happy  morning ; 

Jesu,  to  Thee  be  glory  given  ; 
Word  of  the  Father, 
Now  in  flesh  appearii^ ; 
0  come,  let  ns  adore  Him^  &c: 

LATIN  HYMN,  tram.  r.  oaeeley. 
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THE  race  that  long  in  darlqiesfi  pined 
Have  seen  a  glorious  light ; 
The  people  dwell  in  day,  who  dwelt 
In  death's  surrounding  night. 

2  To  hail  Thy  rislB,  Thou  better  Sun ! 

The  gathering  nations  come; 

ttoyous,  as  when  the  reapefs  bear 

The  harvest  treasures  hoihe. 

3  To  us  a  Child  of  Hope  is  bom. 

To  us  a  Son  is  given  ; 
Him  shall  the  tribes  of  earth  obey, 
Him  all  the  hosts  of  heaven. 

4  His  name  shall  be  the  Prince  of  Peace,' 

For  evermore  adored ; 
The  Wonderful,  the  Counsellor, 
The  great  and  mighty  Lord. 

5  His  power,  increasing,  still  shall  spread ; 

His  reign  no  end  shall  know  : 
Justice  shall  guard  His  throne  above. 
And  peace  abound  below. 
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EARTHLY  MINISTRY. 
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'HEN  Jordan  hushed  his  waters  still. 

And  silence  slept  on  Zioh's  hill ; 
When  Bethlehem's  shepherds  tWugh  the 

night 
Watched  o'er  their  flocks  by  starry  light, — 

2  Hark !  from  the  midnight  hills  around, 
A  voice  of  more  than  mortal  soUnd, 

In  distant  halleltijahs  stole^ 

Wild  murmuring  o'er  the  raptured  soul. 

3  On  wheels  of  light,  on  wings  of  flame, 
The  glorious  hosts  of  Zion  came : 

High  heaveu  with  songs  of  triumph  fung, 
While  thus  they  strUck, their  harpa  tod  sung: 

4  '•'  0  Zioh !  lift  thy  raptured  eye, 

The  long-expected  hour  is  nigh,  :  ; . . 

The  joys  of  nature  rise  again,  -  -'J. 

The  Prince  of  Salem  comes  to  reigti. 

5  "  He  comes  to  cheer  the  tremtling  heart,    , 
Bid  SatMi  and  his  host  depart; 

Again  the  day-star  gilds  the  gloom, 
Again  the  bowers  of  Eden  bloom !  "        > 

T.CAMPBELL. 
SARTHL7  MINISTRY  OF  CHRIST. 
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APILGJUM  through  this  lonely  world, 
The  blegsfed  Saviour  passed ; 
A  mooz^et  931  His  life  was  He,     .      i 
A  dying  Lamb  at  last. 

2  Tbfttp0;pder  iieart  thai  telt  tox  ^]i, 
For  ill  its  life-blood  gave  ; 


THii  LORD   JfiSUS  CHKIST. 

It  found  on  earth  no  resting-i)lace, 
Save  only  in  the  grave. 

3  Such  was  our  Lord — and  shall  we  fear 

The  cross,  with  all  its  scorn  ? 
Or  love  a  faithless,  evil  world, 

That  wreathed  His  brow  with  thorn  ? 

4  No  !  facing  all  its  frowns  or  smiles. 

Like  Him,  obedient  still. 
We  homeward  press,  through  storm  or  calm. 
To  Zion's  blessM  hill. 

5  Dead  to  the  world  with  Him  who  died 

To  win  our  hearts,  our  love. 
We,  risen  with  our  risen  Head, 
In  spirit  dwell  above. 

E.  DENNY. 

lOl  6.I0.6.I0. 

BIRDS  have  their  quiet  nests, 
Foxes  their  holes,  and  man  his  peaceful  bed; 
All  creatures  have  their  rest, 

But  Jesus  had  not  where  to  lay  His  head. 

2  And  yet  He  came  to  give 

The  weary  and  the  heavy-laden  rest ; 
To  bid  the  sinner  live. 
And  soothe  my  griefs  to  slumber  on  His  breast. 

3  I,  who  once  made  Him  grieve ; 

I,  who  once  made  His  gentle  spirit  mourn ; 
Whose  hand  essayed  to  weave 

For  His  meek  brow  the  cruel  crown  of  thorn! 

4  O  v/hy  should  I  have  peace  ? 

Why,  but  for  that  \iiac\i^ix^<^^,  \wvft.^\xi%,  love. 


EARTHLY  MINISTHIT. 

Wliich  would  not,  could  not  cease, 
Until  it  made  me  heir  of  joys  above. 

5  Yes,  but  for  pardoning  grace, 

I  feel  I  never  should  in  glory  see 
The  brightness  of  that  face 

That  once  was  pale  and  agonized  for  mo. 

6  Let  the  birds  seek  their  nest, 

Foxes  their  holes,  and  man  his  peaceful  bed  ; 
Come,  Saviour,  in  my  breast 
Deign  to  repose  Thine  oft-rejected  head. 

7  On  earth  Thou  lovest  best 

To  dwell  in  humble  souls  that  mourn  for  sin ; 
O  come  and  take  Thy  rest, 
This  broken,  bleeding,  contrite  heart  within. 

J.  S.  B.  MONSELL. 


162 


CM. 


TCTEAE  was  within  the  tossing  bark, 
-*-     When  stormy  winds  grew  loud, 
And  waves  came  rolling  high  and  dark, 
And  the  tedl  mast  was  bowed : 

2  And  men  stood  breathless  in  their  dread. 

And  baffled  in  their  skill : 
But  One  was  there  who  rose,  and  said 
To  the  wild  sea—"  Be  still  !  *' 

3  And  slumber  settled  on  the  deep, 

And  silence  on  the  blast : 
They  sank,  as  flowers  that  fold  to  sleep 
When  sultry  day  is  past. 

4  0  Thou,  that  in  its  wildest  hour 

Didst  rule  the  tempest's  mood, 
Send  Thy  meek  Spirit  forth  in  power 
JSoA  on  our  souls  to  brood. 


THE  LOBD  JESUS  CHIOST. 

5  Thou  that  didst  bow  the  billow-9  pnde. 
Thy  mandate  to  fulfil, 
0  speak  to  passion's  raging  tide, 
Speak,  and  say,  **  Peace^  le  still!*  " 

F.  D.  HEUAKS. 
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TjlIEECE  was  the  storm  of  wind, 
*■     The  surging  waves  ran  high. 
Failed  the  disciples'  hearts  with  fear, 
•  Though  Thou,  their  Lord,  wast  nigh. 

.2  But  at  the  stern  rebuke 
Of  Thy  almighty  worcj. 
The  wind  was  hushed,  the  billows  ceased, 
.    And  owned  Thee  God  and  Lord. 

3  So  now,  when  depths  of  sin  - 

Our  souls  with  terrors  fill,  -  ^»  '  - 

Arise,  and  be  our  helper.  Lord, 
And  speak  Thy  "  PeacCy  le  stiU" 

4  When  death's  dark  sea  we  cross, 

Be  with  us  in  Thy  power. 
Nor  let  the  water-floods  prevail 
hx  that  dread  trial-hour. 

5  And  when,  amid  the  signs 

Which  speak  Thine  advent  near, 
The  roaring  of  the  sea  and  waves 
Fill  faithless  hearts  with  fear ; 

6  May  we  all  undismayed 

The  raging  tempest  see, 
Lift  up  our  heads,  and  heal  with  joy 
Thy  great  Epiphany, 
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IN"  all  things  like  Thy  brethren,  Thou 
Waat  made,  yet  free  from  sin ; 
But  how  imlike  to  us,  0  Lord ! 
Beplies  the  voice  within. 

2  O  Son  of  Man  I  Thyself  hast  proved 

Our  trials  and  our  tears ; 
Life's  thankless  toil,  and  scant  repose, 
Death's  agonies  and  fears. 

3  0  Son  ot  God  !  in  glory  raised 

Thou  sittest  on  Thy  throne ; 
Thence,  by  Thy  pleadings  and  Thy  grace, 
Still  succouring  Thine  own.  \ 

4  Brothei  «nd  Saviour,  Friend  and  Judge ) 

To  Thee,  0  Christ,  be  given 
To  bind  upon  Thy  crown  the  names 
Elect  in  earth  and  heaven. 

J.  ANSigraE. 
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A  MEAN  may  seem  this  house  of  clay, 
"    Yet  'twas  the  Lord's  abode ; 
Our  feet  may  mourn  this  thorny  way, 
Yet  here  Emmanuel  trod. 

2  This  robe  of  flesh  the  Lord  did  wear; 

This  watch  the  Lord  did  keep  ; 
These  burdens  sore  the  Lord  did  bear ; 
These  tears  the  Lord  di^  weep. 

3  Our  very  frailty  brings  us  near 

Unto  the  Lord  of  heaven ; 
To  every  giiet  to  every  tear, 
Sad  glory  strange  is  given. 


THE  LORD   JESUS  CHBIST. 

And  lepers,  ^y^hose  own  flesh  )ias  be^n 

A  solitary  grave^ 
See  with  amaze  that  they  are  clean, 

And  cry,  "  'Tis  He  can  save  !'^     - 

4  0  wjiere  is  He  that  trod  the  sea  ? 

'lis  only  He  can  save: 
To  thousands  hungering  wearily. 

A  wondrous  meal  He  gave : 
Full  soon,  celestially  fed, 

Their  rustic  fare  they  ta-ke; 
'Twas  springtide  when  He  blest;  the  bread, 

'Twas  harvest  when  He  brake. 

5  0  where  is  He  that  trod  the  sea  ?        ^ .,    . 

My  soul !  the  Lord  is  here:  '  *;  ' 

Let  aU  thy  fears  be  hushed  in  th^p ;. 

To  leap,  to  look,  to  hear  *  * 

Be  thine :  thy  needs  He'U  satisfy : 

Art  thou  diseased  or  dumb  ? 
Or  dost  thou  in  thy  hunger  cry  ? 

"  I  come/*  saith  Christ ;  "  I  cqma'* 

T.  %  LYNCH. 
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WE  saw  Thee  not  when  Thou  didst  come 
To  this  poor  world  of  sin  and  death ; 
Nor  e*er  beheld  Thy  cottage  home, 

In  that  despised  Nazareth ; 
But  we  believe  Thy  footsteps  trod 
Its  streets  and  plains,  Thou  Son  of  God. 

2  We  did  not  see  Thee  lifted  high 
Amid  that  wild  and  savage  crew. 
Nor  heard  Thy  meek,  imploring  cry, 

"  Forgive,  they  know  not  what  they  do !  " 
Yet  we  believe  the  deed  was  done, 
Which  shook  the  earth,  onflL  \eSV^SiNiv^  ^>Ma.. 
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3  We  stood  not  by  the  empty  tomb. 

Where  late  Thy  sacred  body  lay, 
Nor  sat  "within  that  upper  room, 

Nor  met  Thee  on  the  open  way ;  . 
But  we  beUeve  that  angels  said, 
*' Why  seek  the  living  with  the  dead  ? '' 

4  We  did  not  mark  the  chosen  few. 

When  Thou  didst  through  the  clouds  ascend, 
First  lift  to  heaven  their  wondering  view, 

Then  to  the  earth  all  prostrate  bend ; 
Yet  we  believe  that  mortal  eyes 
Beheld  that  journey  to  the  skies.  * 

5  And  now  ttftfe  TJiou  dost  reign  on  high, ' 

And  thence  T!hy  waiting  peopfe  bless, 
No  Ts^y  of  glory  ftou^  the  sky 

Doth  shine  upon  our  wilderness ; 
But  we  believe  Thy  faithful  word. 
And  trust  in  our  redeeming  Lord. 

J.  H.  GUIfUEY. 
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11/ MEN  the  Saviour  dwelt  below, 
» '      Pity  in  His  bosom  reigned ; 
Sympathy  He  loved  to  show. 
Nor  the  meanest  suit  disdained. 

2  Bound  Him  thronged  the  blind,  the  lame, 

Deaf  and  dumb,  diseased,  possessed ; 
None  in  vain  for  healing  came. 
All  the  Saviour  freely  blessed. 

3  He  could  make  the  leper  whole  ; 

Thousands  at  a  mesl  He  fed ;  {  '. 

Winds  and  waves  could  He  control :     ■ 
By  a  word  He  raised  the  dead. 

4  Listening  sinners  round  Him  pressed 

Whilst  He  taught  the  way  to  blis^; 
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Even  enemies  confessed, 
"  No  man  ever  spake  like  this/* 

5  Be  Thy  love  to  me  revealed ; 

Be  Thy  grace  by  me  possessed : 
Touch  me,  and  I  shall  be  healed, 
Bless  me,  and  I  shall  be  blessed. 

J.  RYLAND. 
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BEHOLD  the  Saviour  of  mankind 
Nailed  to  the  shameful  tree ! 
How  vast  the  love  that  Him  inclined 
To  bleed  and  die  for  me ! 

2  Hark  how  He  groans,  while  nature  shakes. 

And  earth's  strong  pillars  bend ! 
The  temple  veil  asunder  breaks, 
The  solid  marbles  rend. 

3  Tis  done,  the  precious  ransom's  paid ; 

"  Eeceive  My  soul,"  He  cries ; 
See,  where  He  bows  His  sacred  head, 
He  bows  His  head  and  dies ! 

4  But  soon  Hell  break  death's  envious  chain, 

And  in  full  glory  shine ; 
O  Lamb  of  God,  was  ever  pain, 
Was  ever  love  like  Thine  ? 

SAMUEL  \VESLEY. 
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BEHOLD  !  the  Son  of  God  appears 
To  save  from  sin  and  woe ; 
He  leaves  His  radiant  throne  on  high, 
To  dwell  with  meii'beVow. 


SUFFERINGS  AND  DEATH. 

2  Clothing  Himself  with  mortal  flesh, 

He  flies  to  om*  relief; 
Sorrows  His  chief  acquaintance  were, 
And  His  companion,  grief. 

3  From  Bethlehem's  inn  to  Calvary's  cross, 

Affliction  marked  His  road ; 
And  many  a  weary  step  He  took 
To  bring  ns  back  to  God. 

4  How  keen  the  anguish  and  the  smart 

That  painpd  His  holy  mind, 
When  all  the  powers  of  earth  and  hell 
Against  Him  were  combined ! 

5  How  dark  and  awful  was  the  hour 

When  on  the  cross  He  cried, 
*^'Ti8finidiedy*  the  full  ransom's  paid: 
Then  bowed  His  head  and  died  I 

6  And  did  my  Saviour  thus  expire. 

Nailed  to  the  accursed  tree  ? 
To  Him  I  give  my  soul  away. 
Who  lived  and  died  for  me. 

BAP.  NEW  SELECTION,  1 828. 


172 


8.74. 


KAEK !  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy 
Sounds  aloud  from  Calvary; 
See,  it  rends  the  rocks  asunder, 
Shakes  the  earth  and  veils  the  sky ; 

"It  is  finished  ! '* 
Hear  the  dying  Saviour  cry. 

"  It  is  finished .'"  O  what  pleasure 
Do  those  gracious  words  afford ! 
Heavenly  blessings  without  measm-e, 
How  to  us  from  Christ  the  Lord ; 

''7^  isjinished^ !  " 
SaSxit9,  the  dying  words  record. 
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3  "  FinisJied,''  all  the  types  and  shadows 

Of  the  ceremonial  law ; 
''Finished''  all  that  God  had  pix)inis$d ; 
Death  and  hell  no  more  shall  attri^V 

"/j5  is  finished  r* 
Saints,  from  hence  your  comfort  draw. 

4  Tune  your  harps  anew,  ye  seraphs ; 

Join  to  sing  the  glorious  theme ; 
All  on  earth  and  all  in  heaven,  . 
join  to  praise  Emmanuers  name ; 

Hallelujah ! 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb ! 

J.  EVANS. 
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IN  the  Cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 
Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time : 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 

Gathers  round  its  head  sublime; 

I 

2  When  the  woes  of  life  overtake  =me, 

Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy, 
Never  shall  the  Cross  forsake  me ; 
Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming       i^^-  !»  -^ 

Light  and  love  upon  my  way,      •      T 
From  the  Cross  the  radiance  streaming, 
Adds  more  lustre  to  the  day. 

4  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  plea&uife. 

By  the  Cross  are  sanctified ; 
Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys,  that  through  all  time  abide. 

5  In  the  Cross  of  Christ  I  glory. 

Towering  o'er  the  Wrecks  of  time : 
AR  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  iieafli  B^^xJoima. 


SUFFERINGS  AiND  DEAtH. 


174 
0 


L.M. 

COME  and  mourn  with  mQ  awlule ; 
0  come  ye  to  the  Saviour's  side; 
0  come,  together  let  us  mourn ; 
Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified ! 

2  Have  we  no  tears  to  shed  for  Him, 

While  soldiers  scoff  and  Jews  deride  ? 
Ah  !  look  how  patiently  He  hahgs ; 
Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucifiiedl 

3  How  fast  His  hands  and  feet  are  nailed ; 

His  throat  with  parching  thirst  is  dried ; 
His  failing  eyes  are  dimmed  with  bldod ; 
Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified !  : 

4  Seven  times  He  spoke,  seven  words  of  love  ; 

And  all  three  hoiirs  His  silehce  cried' 
For  mercy  on  the  souls  of  m^n ; 
Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified ! 

5  A  broken  hi^art^  ft  fount  of  tears, 

Ask,  and  they  will  not  be  detiied  t 
Lord  Jesus,  may  we  love  and  weep, 
Since  Thou  for  us  art  crucified ! 

F.  W.  FABER  * 
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A  SACEED  head !  now  wounded, 

"    With  grief  and  shame  bowed  down, 

Now  scornfully  surrounded 

With  thorns,  Thy  only  crowx^  ! 
How  pale  artj  Thou  with  anguish,       ; 

With  sore  abuse  and  scorn  I 
How  does  that  visage  languish. 

Which  once  was  bright  as  morn  \ 
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2  What  Thou,  my  Lord,  hast  suffered, 

Was  all  for  sinners*  gain : 
Mine,  mine  was  the  transgression, 

But  Thine  the  deadly  pain. 
Lo !  here  I  fall,  my  Saviour ; 

*Tis  I  deserve  Thy  place ; 
Look  on  me  with  Thy  favour. 

Vouchsafe  to  me  Thy  grace. 

3  What  language  shall  I  borrow 

To  thank  Thee,  dearest  Friend, 
For  this.  Thy  dying  sorrow. 

Thy  pity  without  end  ? 
0  make  me  Thine  for  ever  ; 

And  should  I  fainting  be, 
Lord,  let  me  never,  never 

Outlive  my  love  to  Thee ! 

4  And  when  I  am  departing. 

Then  part  not  Thou  from  me ; 
When  mortal  pangs  are  darting, 

Come,  Lord,  and  set  me  free ! 
And  when  my  heart  must  languish 

Amidst  the  final  throe, 
Release  me  from  mine  anguish 

By  Thine  own  pain  and  woe ! 

5  Be  near  me  when  I'm  dying, 

0  show  Thy  cross  to  me  ; 
And,  for  my  succour  flying. 

Come,  Lord,  and  set  me  free  ! 
These  eyes,  new  faith  receiving. 

From  Jesus  shall  not  move ; 
For  he,  who  dies  believing, 

Dies  safely  through  Thy  love. 

BERNARD  OF  CLAIRVAUX  ;   P.  GERHARDT  ; 

trans,  zkx^^vj,  ^i^xandei^, 
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THOU,  my  soul,  forget  no  more 
The  Friend  who  all  thy  misery  bore ; 
Let  every  idol  be  forgot. 
But,  0  my  soul,  forget  Him  not. 

2  Thy  Gk)d  for  thee  a  body  takes, 

Thy  guilt  assumes,  thy  fetters  breaks, — 
Discharging  all  thy  dreadful  debt ; 
And  canst  thou  e'er  such  love  forget  ? 

3  Eenounce  thy  works  and  ways  with  grief, 
And  fly  to  this  most  sure  relief; 

Nor  Him  forget,  who  left  His  throne, 
And  for  thy  life  gave  up  His  own. 

4  Infinite  truth  and  mercy  shine 

In  Him,  and  He  Himself  is  thine : 
And  canst  thou  then,  with  sin  beset, 
Such  charms, such  matchless  charms, forget? 

5  Ah !  no ;  till  life  itself  depart, 

His  Name  shall  cheer  and  warm  my  heart ; 
And,  lisping  this,  from  earth  I'll  rise. 
And  join  the  chorus  of  the  skies. 

6  Ah !  no ;  when  all  things  else  expii-e. 
And  perish  in  the  general  fire. 

This  Name  all  others  shall  survive. 
And  through  eternity  shall  live. 

KRISHNU  PAL,  tranS.  MARSHMAN. 
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IDE  on !  ride  on  in  majesty ! 

Hark !  all  the  tribes  Hosanna  cry ; 
0  Saviour  meek,  pursue  Thy  road 
WAi  paJma  and  scattered  garments  stro\ceOc, 

K 


THE  LORD  JESUS  CHSIST. 

2  Eide  on !  ride  on  in  majesty !  • :%  ^.  >  j 
In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die ;                ^  •  * 

O  Christ,  Thy  triumphs  now  begin  =   / ; 
O'er  captive  death  and  conquered  sin. 

3  Bide  on !  ride  on  in  majesty ! 
The  wingfed  squadrons  of  the  sky 

Look  down  with  sad  and  wondering  eyes 
To  see  the  approaching  sacrifice*  •  < 

4  Eide  on !  ride  on  in  majesty  !  ; . 
The  last  and  fiercest  stnf e  is  nigh : 

The  Father  on  His  sapphire  throne 
Awaits  His  own  Anointed  Soif . 

5  Eide  on  1  rid^  on  in  majesty  I 
In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die ; 

Bow  Thy  meek  Head  to  mortal  pain, 
Then  take,  O  God,  Thy  power,  and  ieign. 

H.  H.  MILMAN. 
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rnHOU  who  didst  stoop  below, 

-*•     To  drain  the  cup  of  woe. 
Wearing  our  frail  mortality, 

Thy  bless^  labours  done. 

Thy  crown  of  victory  won. 
Hast  passed  to  Thy  throne  on  high. 

2  Our  eyes  behold  Thee  not, 
•'  Yet  hast  Thou  not  forgot 

Those  who  have  placed  their  hope  in  Thee ; 
Before  Thy  Father's  face,  T  V  i 

Thou  hast  prepared  a  place,  ...    : 

That  with  Thee  they  may  also  be.       '    *  i 

3  It  was  no  path  of  flowers 
Through  this  dark  worVd  ol  w«s> 


SUf  JOBBINGS  AND  DEATH. 

Beloved  Saviour,  Thou  didst  tread ; 

And  8haU  we  in  dismay 

Shrink  from  thd  narrow  way, 
When  clouds  and  darkness  round  it  spread  ? 

4  O  Thou  who  art  our  life, 

Be  with  us  through  the  strife ; 
And  when  by  earth's  fierce  tempests  bowed, 

Eaise  Thou  our  eyes  above, 

To  see  a  Father's  love 
Beam  like  the  rainbow  through  the  cloud. 

5  E*en  through  the  awful  gloom 
Which  hovers  o'er  the  tomb. 

That  light  of  love  our  guide-star  be ; 

Our  spirits  shall  not  dread  . 

The  shadowy  way  to  tread. 
Blest  Saviour,  which  doth  lead  to  Thee. 

S.  MILES. 
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THRONED  upon  the  awful  tree, 
King  of  grief,  I  watch  with  Thee  ; 
Darkness  veils  Thine  anguished  face, 
None  its  lines  of  woe  can  trace. 
None  can  tell  what  pangs  unknown 
Hold  Thee  silent  and  alone. 

2  Silent  through  those  three  dread  hours 
Wrestling  with  the  evil  powers. 

Left  alone  with  human  sin, 
Gloom  around  Thee  and  within. 
Till  the  appointed  time  is  nigh. 
Till  the  LoiB  of  God  may  die. 

3  Hark  that  cry  thai  peals  aloud 
Upward  through  the  whelming  cloud  \ 


THE  LORD  JESUS  CHRIST. 

Thou,  the  Father's  only  Son, 
Thou,  His  own  Anointed  One, 
Thou  dost  ask  Him — can  it  be  ?— 
"  Why  hast  Thou  forsaken  Me/" 

4  Lord,  should  fear  and  anguish  roll 
Darkly  o'er  my  sinful  soid. 

Thou,  who  once  wast  thus  bereft 
That  Thine  own  might  ne'er  be  left, 
Teach  me  by  that  bitter  cry. 
In  the  gloom  to  know  Thee  nigh! 

J.  ELLERTON. 
180  I^M. 

II/E  Sing  the  praise  of  Him  who  died, 
*»      Of  Him  who  died  upon  the  cross; 
The  sinner's  hope  let  men  deride. 
For  this  we  count  the  world  but  loss. 

2  Inscribed  upon  the  cross  we  see, 

In  shining  letters,  "  GoD  IS  LoVE ; " 
He  bears  our  sins  upon  the  tree. 
He  brings  us  mercy  from  above. 

3  The  cross  !  it  takes  our  guilt  away  j 

It  holds  the  fainting  spirit  up ; 

It  cheers  with  hope  the  gloomy  day, 

And  sweetens  every  bitter  cup. 

4  It  makes  the  coward  spirit  brave. 

And  nerves  the  feeble  arm  for  iight ; 
It  takes  its  terror  from  the  grave, 
And  gilds  the  bed  of  death  with  light. 

5  The  balm  of  life,  the  cure  of  woe, 

The  measure  and  the  pledge  of  love, 
The  sinner's  refuge  here  below, 
Tho  angels'  theme  in  heaven  above. 


181 


BESUEEEOTION. 

L.M. 


Vl/ilEN  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 
**     On  which  the  Prince  of  glory  died. 
My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  ppur  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 

Save  in  the  death  of  Christ  my  God ! 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  His  blood. 

3  See  from  His  head,  His  hands.  His  feet, 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down ! 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet. 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  ? 

4  His  dying  crimson,  like  a  robe. 

Spreads  o'er  His  body  on  the  tree ; 
Then  am  I  dead  to  all  the  globe. 
And  all  the  globe  is  dead  to  me. 

5  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 

That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 

WATTS. 

RESURRECTION  OF  CHRIST, 
182  8.7 

ALLELUIA !  Alleluia ! 
Hearts  to  heaven  and  voices  raise ; 
Sing  to  God  a  hymn  of  gladness. 
Sing  to  God  a  hymn  of  praise ; 
He,  who  on  the  cross  a  victim 

For  the  world's  salvation  bled, 
Jesus  Chkist,  the  King  of  glory, 
Now  i$  risen  from  the  dead. 
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THE  LOED   JESUS  CHKIST. 

2  Christ  is  risen,  Christ  the  first-fruits  *•  r , 

Of  the  holy  harvest  field,  -''  *  ^ 

Which  will  all  its  full  abundance 
'  At  His  second  coming  yield ; 
Then  the  golden  ears  of  harvest 

Will  their  heads  before  Him  wav6, 
Eipeiied  by  His  glorious  sunshine 

From  the  furrows  of  the  grave. 

3  Christ  is  risen,  we  are  risen ; 

Shed  upon  us  heavenly  grace, 
Kain,  and  dew,  and  gleams  of  glory 

From  the  brightness  of  Thy  face ; 
That  we,  with  our  hearts  in  heaven. 

Here  on  earth  may  fruitful  be, 
And  by  angel-hands  be  gathered. 

And  be  ever,  Lord,  with  Thee, 

4  Alleluia !  Alleluia  ! 

Glory  be  to  God  on  high ; 
Alleluia  to  the  Saviour, 

Who  has  gained  the  victory ; 
Alleluia  to  the  Spirit, 

Fount  of  love  and  sanctity ; 
Alleluia !  Alleluia ! 

To  the  Triune  Majesty ! 

C.  WORDSWORTH. 

183  7^. 

"  riHEIST,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day," 
^     Sons  of  men  and  angels  say : 
Baise  your  joys  and  triumphs  high ! 
Sing,  ye  heavens ;  thou  earth,  reply  ! 

2  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done. 
Fought  the  fight,  the  battle  won ; 
Lo  f  the  sun's  eclipse  is  o'er ; 
Lo  !  he  sets  in  "blood  no  tftot^. 
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i  BESintREGTIOK.     •■ 

3  Vain  the  stone;  the  watch,  the  seal ; 
Christ  has  burst  the  g^tes  of  hell ! 

Death  in  vain  forbids  His  rise ;      • 
Christ  has  opened  Paradise ! 

4  Lives  again  our  glorious  King  I 
Where,  0  Death,  is  now  thy  sting  ? 

Once  He.  died  our  souls  to  save ; 
Where  thy  victory,  0  Grave  ? 

5  Soar  we  now  where  Christ  hath  led, 
Following  our  exalted  Head ! 

Made  like  Him,  like  Him  we  rise. 
Ours  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skiesr 

i 

6  Hail  the  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven ! 
Praise  to  Thee  by  both  be  given ;         » 

Thee  we  greet  triumphant  now : 
Hail !  the  Resurrection  Thou  ! 

WESLEY  * 
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COME  see  the  place  where  Jesus  lay, 
And  hear  angelic  watchers  S9y, 
"  He  lives,  who  once  was  slain :    • 
Why  seek  the  living  'midst  the  dead  ? 
Remember  how  the  Saviour  said 
That  He  would  rise  again/* 

2  0  joyful  sound !  0  glorious  hour. 
When  by  His  own  Almighty  power 

He  rose,  and  left  the  grave  ! 
Now  kt  our  songs  His  triumph  tell, 
Who  burst  the  bands  of  death  and  hell, 

And  ever  lives  to  save. 

3  The  First-begotten  of  the  dead, 
For  us  He  rose^  our  glorious  Head, 

Immortal  life  to  bring; 
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THE  LORD  JESUS  CHRIST. 

What  though  the  saints  like  Him  shall  die. 
They  share  their  Leader's  victory, 
And  triumph  with  their  King, 

4  No  more  they  tremble  at  the  grave, 
For  Jesus  will  their  spirits  save, 

Though  dust  return  to  dust : 
O  risen  Lord,  in  Thee  we  live, 
To  Thee  our  ransomed  souls  we  give, 

To  Thee  our  bodies  trust 

T.  KELLY.* 
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TESUS  lives !  no  longer  now 

J     Can  thy  terrors.  Death,  appal  us : 

Jesus  lives !  by  this  we  know 

Thou,  0  Grave,  canst  not  enthral  us. 

Alleluia ! 

2  Jesus  lives !  henceforth  is  death 

But  the  gate  of  life  immortal ; 
This  shall  calm  our  trembling  breath. 
When  we  pass  its  gloomy  portal. 

Alleluia  I 

3  Jesus  lives !  for  us  He  died : 

Then,  alone  to  Jesus  living, 
Pure  in  heart  may  we  abide. 
Glory  to  our  Saviour  giving. 

Alleluia ! 

4  Jesus  lives  !  our  hearts  know  well 

Naught  from  us  His  love  shall  sever ; 
Life,  nor  death,  nor  powers  of  hell 
Tear  us  from  His  keeping  ever. 

Alleluia ! 


RESURRECTION. 

5  Jesus  lives !  to  Him  the  throne 
Over  all  the  world  is  given : 
May  we  go  where  He  is  gone, 

Best  and  reign  with  Him  in  heaven. 

Alleluia ! 

C.  F.  GELLERT,  trans,  F.  K  COX. 
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THE  Day  of  Eesurrection  ! 
Earth,  tell  it  out  abroad; 
The  Passover  of  gladness, 
The  Passover  of  God  ! 
From  death  to  life  eternal. 
From  earth  unto  the  sky, 
Our  Christ  hath  brought  us  over. 
With  hymns  of  victory. 

2  Our  hearts  be  pure  from  evil, 

That  we  may  see  aright 
The  Lord  in  rays  eternal 

Of  resurrection-light ; 
And,  listening  to  His  accents. 

May  hear  so  calm  and  plain 
His  own  "  All  hail**  and,  hearing. 

May  raise  the  victor  strain. 

3  Now  let  the  heavens  be  joyful. 

And  earth  her  song  begin. 
Let  the  round  world  keep  triumph, 

And  all  that  is  therein ; 
Invisible  and  visible. 

Their  notes  let  all  things  blend. 
For  Christ  the  Lord  is  risen, 

Our  Joy  that  hath  no  end ! 

JOHN  OF  DAMASCUS, 

irans.  J.  ^.  ^y.kly.. 
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"  J1HE  Lord  is  risen  indeed" 

Then  is  His  work  performed ; 
The  captive  surety  now  is  freed, 
And  death,  our  foe,  disarmed. 

2  " The  Lord  is  risen  indeed" 

Then  hell  has  lost  its  prey  :  y 

With  Him  is  risen  the  ransomed  seed. 
To  reign  in  endless  day. 

3  "  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed" 

He  lives  to  die  no  more ; 
He  lives  the  sinner's  cause  to  plead, 
Whose  curse  and  shame  He  bore. 

4  "  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed" 

Attending  angels  hear ; 
Up  to  the  courts  of  heaven  with  speed 
The  joyful  tidings  bear. 

5  Then  take  your  golden  lyres. 

And  strike  each  cheerful  chord, 
Join  all  the  bright  celestial  choirs. 
To  sing  our  risen  Lord, 

t.  KELLY. 
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THE  strife  is  o'er,  the  battle  done ; 
The  triumph  of  the  Lord  is  won; 
0  let  the  song  of  praise  be  sung— 

Alleluia ! 

2  The  powers  of  death  have  done  their  worst, 
And  Jesus  hath  His  foes  dispersed ; 
Let  shouts  of  praise  and  joy  outburst — 


ASCENSION  AND   EXALTATION. 

3  On  that  third  morn  He  rose  again^ 
In  glorious  majesty  to  reign ; 
0  let  us  swell  the  joyful  strain — 

Alleluia ! 

4  He  closed  the  yawning  gates  of  hell; 
The  bars  from  heaven's  high  portals  fell  ; 
Let  songs  of  joy  His  triumph  tell —      ; 

AUeluiaT'  ■ 
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5  Lord,  by  the  stripes  which  wounded  Thee, 
From  death's  dread  sting  Thy  servants  free, 
That  we  may  live  and  sing  to  Thee — 

Alleluia ! 

LATIN  HYMN,  tmna.  F.  POTT. 

I 

ASCENSION  AND  EXALTATJONi 
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ASCENDED  Lord,  accept  our  praise, 
As,  with  adoring  eye. 
From  this  dim  earth  we  lift  our  gaze 
To  that  bright  home  on  high. 

2  We  may  not  stay  our  lingering  feet 

Upon  the  sacred  hill. 
Nor  with  blest  dreams  and  visions  sweet 
Stand  gazing  upwards  still. 

3  For  Thou,  Lord,  shalt  once  more  appear ; 

And  we  would  seek  Thy  grace 
To  tread  our  lowly  pathway  here, 
Until  we  see  Thy  face. 

4  And  week  by  week  we  ask  this  day 

Fresh  gleams  of  heavenly  light, 
To  cheer  us  on  our  toilsome  way, 
.     And  brigbten  all  out  night. 


THE  LOED  JESUS  CHRLST. 

5  Then  praise  to  Thee,  ascended  Lord ! 
O  Father,  praise  to  Thee ! 
And  Thou,  O  Spirit,  be  adored. 
One  God  in  Trinity ! 

W.  W.  HOW 
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BEYOND  the  glittering  starry  skies. 
Far  as  the  eternal  hills, 
Yon  heaven  of  heavens,  with  peerless  light, 
Our  great  Eedeemer  fills. 

2  Legions  of  angels,  strong  and  fair. 

In  countless  armies  shine ; 
At  His  right  hand,  with  golden  harps, 
They  offer  songs  divine. 

3  And  whilst  He  stooped  on  earth  to  dwell. 

And  suffered  rude  disdain. 
They  cast  their  honours  at  His  feet. 
And  waited  in  His  train. 

4  Through  all  His  travels  here  below. 

They  did  His  steps  attend ; 
Oft  wondering  how,  and  where,  at  last, 
Tliis  scene  of  love  would  end. 

5  As  on  the  torturing  cross  He  hung. 

And  darkness  veiled  the  sky ; 
Amazed,  they  saw  that  awful  sight. 
The  Lord  of  glory  die. 

6  They  saw  Him  break  the  bars  of  death. 

Which  none  e*er  broke  before, 
And  rise,  in  conquering  majesty. 
To  stoop  to  deat\i  no  moi^. 


ASCENSION  AND  EXALTATION. 

They  brought  His  chariot  from  above, 

To  bear  Him  to  His  throne ; 
Spread  their  triumphant  wings,  and  sang, 

"  The  glorious  work  is  done !" 

J.  FANOH  and  D.  TURNER. 
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GOLDEN  harps  are  sounding, 
Angel  voices  ring, 
Pearly  gates  are  opened — 

Opened  for  the  King ; 
Jesus,  King  of  Glory, 

Jesus,  King  of  Love, 
Is  gone  up  in  triumph 
To  His  throne  above. 
'All  His  work  is  ended,' 

Joyfully  we  sing, 
'  Jesus  hath  ascended ! 
Glory  to  our  King ! ' 

2  He  who  came  to  save  us. 
He  who  bled  and  died. 
Now  is  crowned  with  glory 

At  His  Father's  side. 
Never  more  to  suffer, 
Never  more  to  die ; 
JesuSi  King  of  Glory; 
Has  gone  up  on  high  ! 
'All  His  work  is  ended,'  &c. 

.3  Praying  fCT  His  children, 
In  that  blessfed  place. 
Calling  them  to  glory. 
Sending  them  His  grace ; 


THE  LOBD  JESUS  CHBIST. 

His  bright  home  pf  sparing,       '    :  V 

FaitMul  ones,  for  you ; 
Jesus  ever  liveth, 

Everloveth  too. 
'All  His  work  is  ended/  &c. 

F.  R.  HAVERGAL. 
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HAIL  the  day  that  sees  Him  rise 
To  His  l^one  above  the  iikieB ! 
Christ,  awhile  to  mortals  giv^ti, 
Be-ascends  His  native  heaven. 

2  There  the  glorious  triumph  waits ; 
lift  your  heads,  eternal  gates ! 

Wide  unfold  the  radiant  scene ; 
Take  the  King  of  glory  in ! 

3  Him  though  highest  heaven  receives, 
Still  He  loves  the  earth  He  leaves ; 

Though  returning  to  His  throne. 
Still  He  calls  mankind  His  own. 

4  See  He  lifts  His  hands  above ! 
See  He  shows  the  prints  of  love ! 

Hark !  His  gracious  lips  bestow 
Blessings  on  His  church  below. 

5  '  Master,'  may  we  ever  say, 

*  Taken  from  our  head  to-day, 
See  Thy  faithful  servants,  see 
Ever  gazing  up  to  Thee/ 

6  Grant,  though  parted  from  axa  Si^ikt 
High  above  yon  azure  height, 

Grant  our  hearts  may  thither  rise, 
Following  Thee  "V)eyoTV!8L\J^a  ^kiaa. 


ASCENSION  AND   EXALTATION. 

7  Ever  upward  let  us  move. 
Wafted  on  the  wings  of  love  ; 

Looking  when  our  Lord  shall  come, 
Longing  for  oiur  heavenly  home. 

8  There  we  shall  with  Thee  remain, 
Partners  of  Thine  endless  reign; 

There  Thy  face  unclouded  see, 
Find  our  heaven  of  heavens  in  Thee. 

WESLEY. 
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HE  is  gone-4A  cloud  of  light 
Has  received  Him  from  out  sight  ; 
High  in  heaven,  where  eye  of  men 
EoUows  not)  nor  angel's  ken; 
Through  the  veils  of  time  and  space. 
Passed  into  the  Holiest  place ; 
All  the  toil,  the  sorrow  done. 
All  the  battle  fought  and  won* 

2  He  is  gone — Towards  their  goal 
World  and  Church  must  onward  foil : 
Far  behind  we  leave  the  past ; 
Forward  are  our  glances  cast : 

Still  His  words  before  us  range 
Through  the  ages,  as  they  change : 
Wheresoe'er  the  truth  shall  lead. 
He  will  give  whatever  we  need. 

3  He  is  gone — But  we  once  more 
Shall  behold  Him  as  before ; 

Li  the  heaven  of  heavens  the  same, 
As  on  earth  He  went  and  came. 
In  the  many  mansions  there, 
Place  for  us  He  will  prepare : 
In  that  world  unseen,  unknown, 
Se;  and  we  may  yet  be  one. 


TtTE  LORD  JESUS  CHBIST. 

4  He  is  gone — But  not  in  vain. 
Wait  until  He  comes  again : 
He  is  risen,  He  is  not  here, 
Far  above  this  earthly  sphere ; 
Evermore  in  heart  and  mind 
There  our  peace  in  Him  we  find  : 
To  our  own  Eternal  Friend, 
Thitherward  let  us  ascend. 

A.  P.  STANLEY. 
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0  JESUS,  Lord  !  'tis  joy  to  know 
Thy  path  is  o'er  of  shame  and  woe, 
For  us  so  meekly  trod : 
All  finished  is  Thy  work  of  toil, 
Thou  reapest  now  the  fruit  and  spoil. 
Exalted  by  our  God. 

2  Thy  holy  head,  once  bound  with  thorns. 
The  crown  of  glory  now  adorns — 

Thy  seat  the  Father's  throne ; 
O  Lord !  e'en  now  we  sing  Thy  praise. 
And  soon  the  eternal  song  shall  raise — 

'Worthy  the  Lord  alone  !* 

3  Our  glorious  Head,  Thou  sittest  there. 
Thy  members  here  the  blessing  share 

Of  all  Thou  dost  receive : 
Thy  wisdom,  riches,  honours,  powers, 
Thy  boundless  love  has  all  made  ours. 

Who  in  Thy  Name  believe. 

4  We  triumph  in  Thy  triumphs.  Lord ; 
Thy  joys  our  deepest  joys  aflFord, 

Our  life  is  life  divine : 
While  sorrowing,  suflfering,  toiling  here, 
How  does  the  thought  our  spirits  cheer,— 

The  thrpne  of  gloty'^  Ttoaa^     j^.^^^^ 
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OLORD  !  who  now  art  seated 
Above  the  heavens  on  high, 
The  gracious  work  completed 

For  which  Thou  cam'st  to  die, 
To  Thee  our  hearts  are  lifted, 

While  pilgrims  wandering  here. 
For  Thou  art  truly  gifted 
Our  every  grief  to  share. 

2  We  know  that  Thou  hast  bought  us. 

And  washed  us  in  Thy  blood ; 
We  know  Thy  grace  has  brought  us 

As  kings  and  priests  to  God : 
We  know  that  soon  the  morning. 

Long  looked  for,  hasteth  near, 
When  we,  at  Thy  returning, 

In  glory  shall  appear ! 

3  0  Lord  !  Thy  love's  unbounded, 

So  full,  so  vast,  so  free ; 
Our  thoughts  are  all  confounded. 

Whene'er  we  think  on  Thee : 
For  us  Thou  cam'st  from  heaven. 

For  us  to  bleed  and  die, 
That,  purchased  and  forgiven. 

We  might  ascend  on  high. 

4  0  let  this  love  constrain  us 

To  give  our  hearts  to  Thee ; 
Let  nothing  henceforth  pain  us 

But  that  which  paineth  Thee ; 
Our  joy,  our  one  endeavour. 

Through  suffering,  conflict,  shame. 
To  serve  Thee,  gracious  Saviour, 

And  magnify  Thy  Name. 

J.  G.  DECK. 
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OSHOW  me  not  my  Saviour  dying^ 
As  on  the  cross  He  bled; 
Nor  in  the  tomb  a  captive  lying, 

For  He  has  left  the  dead : 
Then  bid  me  not  that  form  suspended 

For  my  Eedeemer  own, 
Who,  to  the  highest  heavens  ascended. 
In  glory  fills  the  throne. 

2  Weep  not  for  Him  at  Calvary's  station, 

Weep  only  for  thy  sins ; 
View  where  He  lay  with  exultation, 

Tis  there  our  hope  begins : 
Yet  stay  not  there,  thy  sorrows  feeding. 

Amid  the  scenes  He  trod ; 
Look  up,  and  see  Him  interceding 

At  the  right  hand  of  God. 

3  Still  in  the  shameful  Cross  I  glory, 

Where  His  dear  blood  was  spilt ; 
That  shameful  Cross,  set  forth  before  me. 

Hath  cancelled  all  my  guilt. 
Yet  what,  'mid  conflict  and  temptation, 

Shall  strength  and  succour  give  ? 
He  lives,  the  Captain  of  Salvation ; 

Therefore  His  servants  live. 

4  By  death,  He  death's  dark  king  defeated, 

And  overcame  the  grave ; 
Eising,  the  triumph  He  completed ; 

He  lives.  He  reigns  to  save. 
Heaven's  happy  mjrriads  bow  before  Him  ; 

He  comes,  the  Judge  of  men; 
These  eyes  shall  see  Him,  and  adore  Him ; 

Lord  Jesus !  own  me  then, 

3,  COLDER.* 
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|UR  Lord  is  risen  from  the  dead ; 
Our  Jesus  is  gone  up  on  high ; 
The  powers  of  hell  are  captive  led. 
Dragged  to  the  portals  of  the  sky. 

2  There  His  triumphal  chariot  waits, 

And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay ; 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates ; 
Ye  everlasting  doors,  give  way ! 

3  Loose  all  your  bars  of  massy  light. 

And  wide  unfold  the  ethereal  scene ; 
He  claims  these  mansions  as  His  right ; 
Eeceive  the  King,  of  Glory  in  I 

4  Who  is  the  King  of  Glory  ?    Who  ? 

The  Lord  that  all  our  foes  overcame ; 
The  world,  sin,  death,  and  hell  overthrew  ; 
And  Jesus  is  the  Conqueror's  name. 

5  Lo  I  His  triumphal  chariot  waits, 

And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay ; 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates ; 
Ye  everlasting  doors,  give  way ! 

6  Who  is  the  King  of  Glory  ?    Who  ? 

The  Lord,  of  boundless  power  possesised  ; 
The  King  of  saints  and  angels  too ; 
God  over  all,  for  ever  blest ! 

WESLEY. 


198 


CM. 


rilHE  golden  gates  are  lifted  up, 
■*•     The  doors  are  opened  wide, 
The  King  of  Glory  is  gone  in 
Unto  His  Father's  side. 


THE  LOKD  JESUS  CHRIST. 

2  Thou  art  gone  up  before  us,  Lord, 

To  make  for  us  a  place, 
That  we  may  be  where  now  Thou  art, 
And  look  upon  God's  face. 

3  And  ever  on  our  earthly  path 

A  gleam  of.  glory  lies, 
A  light  still  breaks  behind  the  cloud 
That  veiled  Thee  from  our  eyes. 

4  Lift  up  our  hearts,  lift  up  our  minds ; 

Let  Thy  dear  grace  be  given, 
That  \Yhile  we  wander  here  below, 
Our  treasure  be  in  heaven, 

5  That  where  Thou  art,  at  God's  right  hand 

Our  hope,  our  love  may  be ; 
Dwell  Thou  in  us,  that  we  may  dwell 
For  evermore  in  Thee. 

C.  F.  ALEXANDER, 
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rpHE  head  that  once  was  crowned  with  thorns, 
J-     Is  crowned  with  glory  now ; 
A  royal  diadem  adorns 
The  mighty  Victor's  brow. 

2  The  highest  place  that  heaven  affords 

Is  His  by  sovereign  right : 
The  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords, 
He  reigns  in  glory  bright. 

3  The  joy  of  all  who  dwell  above. 

The  joy  of  all  below 
To  whom  He  manifests  His  love. 
And  grants  His  Npime  l^o  Irtxo^  \ 
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4  To  them  the  cross,  with  all  its  shame, 

With  all  its  grace,  is  given : 

Their  name  an  everlasting  name. 

Their  joy  the  joy  of  heaven. 

5  They  suffer  with  their  Lord  below ; 

They  reign  with  Him  above  ; 
Their  profit  and  their  joy,  to  know 
The  mystery  of  His  love. 

T.  KELLY. 
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THOU  art  gone  up  on  high 
To  mansions  in  the  skies ; 
And  round  Thy  throne  unceasingly 
The  songs  of  praise  arise. 
But  we  are  lingering  here. 
With  sin  and  care  oppressed ; 
Lord,  send  Thy  promised  Comforter, 
And  lead  us  to  our  rest. 

Thou  art  gone  up  on  high ; 

But  Thou  didst  first  come  down, 
Through  earth's  most  bitter  agony, 

To  pass  unto  Thy  crown ; 

And  girt  with  griefs  and  fears 

Our  onward  course  must  be ; 
But  only  let  that  path  of  tears 

Lead  us  at  last  to  Thee ! 

Thou  art  gone  up  on  high ; 

But  Thou  shalt  come  again, 
With  all  the  bright  ones  of  the  sky 

Attendant  in  Thy  train. 

O !  by  Thy  saving  power. 

So  make  us  live  and  die. 
That  we  may  stand  in  that  dread  hour 

At  Thy  right  hand  on  h^U  I 
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JESUS,  in  Thee  our  eyes  behold 
A  thousand  glories  more  .  ^     : 

Than  the  rich  gems  and  polished  gold  * 
The  sons  of  Aaron  wore. 

2  They  first  their  own  burnt-offerings  brought 

To  purge  themselves  from  sin ; 
Thy  life  was  pure  without  a  spot, 
And  all  Thy  nature  clean. 

3  Fresh  blood,  as  constant  as  the  day, 

Was  on  their  altar  spilt; 
But  Thy  one  offering  takes  away 
For  ever  all  our  guilt. 

4  Their  priesthood  ran  through  several  hands, 

For  mortal  was  their  race ; 
Thy  never-changing  office  stands 
Eternal  as  Thy  days. 

5  Once  in  the  circuit  of  a  year. 

With  blood,  but  not  his  own, 
Aaron  within  the  veil  appears, 
Before  the  golden  throne. 

6  But  Christ,  by  His  own  powerful  bloody 

Ascends  above  the  skies, 
And  in  the  presence  of  our  God 
Shows  His  own  sacii^ce. 
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7  He  ever  lives,  to  intercede 
Before  His  Father's  face  : 
Give  Him,  my  soul,  thy  cause  to  plead. 
Nor  doubt  the  Father's  grace ! 

WATTS. 
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XTOW  let  our  cheerful  eyes  survey 
^     Our  great  High  Priest  above ; 
And  celebrate  His  constant  care 
And  sympathetic  love. 

2  Though  raised  to  a  superior  throne. 

Where  angels  bow  around. 
And  high  o'er  all  the  shining  train 
With  matchless  honours  crowned ; — 

3  The  names  of  all  His  saints  He  bears 

Deep  graven  on  His  heart ; 
Nor  shall  the  meanest  Christian  say 
That  he  hath  lost  his  part. 

4  Those  characters  shall  fair  abide. 

Our  everlasting  trust, 
When  gems,  and  monuments,  and  crowns 
Are  mouldered  down  to  dust. 

5  So,  gracious  Saviour,  on  my  breast 

May  Thy  dear  name  be  worn, 
A  sacred  ornament  and  guard, 
To  endless  ages  borne. 

DODDRIDGE. 
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THE  true  Messiah  now  appears. 
The  types  are  all  withdrawn ; 
So  fly  the  shadows  and  the  stars 
Before  the  riaing  dawn. 
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2  No  altars  now,  nor  bleeding  lambs. 

Nor  kid,  nor  bullock  slain ; 
Incense  and  spice  of  costly  names 
Would  all  be  burnt  in  vain. 

3  Aaron  must  lay  his  robes  away. 

His  mitre  and  his  vest, 
When  God's  own  Son  comes  down  to  be 
The  offering  and  the  priest. 

4  He  took  our  mortal  flesh,  to  show 

The  wonders  of  His  love ; 
For  us  He  paid  His  life  below. 
And  prays  for  us  above. 

WATTS.* 
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II/HEEE  high  the  heavenly  temple  stands, 
' »      The  House  of  God,  not  made  with  hands, 

A  great  High  Priest  our  nature  wears ; 

The  Guardian  of  mankind  appears. 

2  He  who,  for  men,  their  Surety  stood, 
And  poured  on  earth  His  precious  blood, 

Pursues  in  heaven  His  mighty  plan ; — 
The  Saviour  and  the  Friend  of  Man. 

3  Though  now  ascended  up  on  high. 
He  bends  on  earth  a  Brother's  eye  ; 

Partaker  of  the  human  name. 

He  knows  the  frailty  of  our  frame. 

4  Our  Fellow-sufferer  yet  retains 
A  fellow-feeling  of  our  pains ; 

And  still  remembers,  in  the  skies, 
His  tears,  His  ogouiea,  aw^  ct\^^. 
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5  In  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart, 
The  Man  of  Sorrows  had  a  part ; 

He  sympathizes  with  our  grief, 
And  to  the  sufferer  sends  relief. 

6  With  boldness,  therefore,  at  the  throne, 
Let  us  make  all  our  sorrows  known, 

And  ask  the  aids  of  heavenly  power 
To  help  us  in  the  evil  hour. 

M.  BRUCE. 
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WITH  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 
Of  our  High  Priest  above : 
His  heart  is  made  of  tenderness, 
And  overflows  with  love. 

2  Touched  with  a  sympathy  within. 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame  ; 
He  knows  what  sore  temptations  mean, 
For  He  has  felt  the  same. 

3  But  spotless,  innocent,  and  pure 

The  great  Eedeemer  stood, 
While  Satan's  fiery  darts  He  bore, 
And  did  resist  to  blood. 

4  He  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh 

Poured  out  His  cries  and  tears ; 
And  in  His  measure  feels  afresh 
What  every  member  bears. 

5  He'll  never  quench  the  smoldng  flax, 

But  raise  it  to  a  flame ; 
The  bruised  reed  He  never  breaks, 
J^or  scorns  the  meanest  name. 
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6  Then  let  our  humble  faith  address 
His  mercy  and  His  power ; 
We  shall  obtain  delivering  grace 
In  the  distressing  hour. 

WATTS* 
_       _  A  FRIEND. 
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ALWAYS  with  us,  always  with  us, 
Words  of  cheer  and  words  of  love  ! 
Thus  the  risen  Saviour  whispers 
From  His  dweUing-place  above. 

2  With  us  when  with  sin  we  struggle. 

Giving  strength  and  courage  too,   • 
Bidding  us  to  falter  never. 
But  to  Him  be  ever  true. 

3  With  us  when  the  storm  is  sweeping 

O'er  our  pathway  dark  and  drear; 
Waking  hope  within  our  bosoms, 
Stilling  every  anxious  fear. 

4  With  us  when  we  toil  in  sadness, 

Sowing  much  and  reaping  none ; 
Telling  us  that  in  the  future 
Golden  harvests  shall  be  won. 

5  With  us  in  the  lonely  valley. 

When  we  cross  the  chilling  stream, 
Lighting  up  the  steps  to  glory 
With  salvation's  radiant  beam. 

E.  H.  NEVIN. 
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T^EIEND  of  sinners  !  Lord  of  glory  I 
-*-     Lowly,  mighty !  Brother,  King ! 
Musing  o'er  Thy  wondrous  story, 
Grateful  we  Thy  pia\s^^  ^m^. 


A  FBIEND. 

Fiiend  to  help  us,  cheer  us,  save  us, 
In  whom  power  and  pity  blend — 

Praise  we  must  the  grace  which  gave  us 
Jesus  Christ,  the  Siimers'  Friend. 

2  Friend  who  never  fails  nor  grieves  us,. 

Faithful,  tender,  constant,  kind ! — 
Friend  who  at  all  times  receives  us, 

Friend  who  came  the  lost  to  find  !— 
Sorrow  soothing,  joys  enhancing. 

Loving  imtil  life  shall  end, — 
Then  conferring  bKss  entrancing,        .  , 

Still,  in  heaven,  the  Sinners'  Frieltd.- 

3  O  to  love  and  serve  Thee  bettet ! 

From  all  evil  set  us  free ; 
Break,  Lord,  every  sinful  fetter; 

Be  each  thought  conformed  to  Thee : 
Looking  for  Thy  bright  appearing. 

May  our  spirits  upward  tend ; 
TiU,  no  longer  doubting,  fearing. 

We  behold  the  Sinners'  Friend ! 

NEWMAN  HALL. 
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"  J  KNO  W  thai  my  Bedeemer  lives  !  " 

What  comfort  this  sweet  sentence  gives  ! 
He  lives  I  He  lives  I  who  once  was  dead ; 
He  lives,  my  ever-living  Head ! 

2  He  lives,  triumphant  from  the  grave, 
He  lives,  eternally  to  save ; 

He  lives,  to  bless  me  with  His  love ; 
He  lives,  to  plead  for  me  above. 

3  He  lives,  to  silence  all  my  fears ; 
He  lives,  to  stay  and  wipe  my  tears ; 

He  lives,  to  soothe  my  troubled  heart  •, 
He  lives,  all  blessdnga  to  impart. 
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4  He  lives,  my  kind,  my  faithful  Friend ; 
He  lives,  and  loves  me  to  the  end  ; 

He  lives,  and  while  He  lives  I'll  sing, 
Jesus,  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King. 

5  He  lives,  all  glory  to  His  name  ! 

He  lives,  my  Saviour,  still  the  same ! 
O  the  sweet  joy  this  sentence  gives, 
"  /  know  that  my  Bedeevw*  lives  f  " 

S.  MEDLEY. 
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LIFT  my  heart  to  Thee, 

Saviour  Divine, 

For  Thou  art  all  to  me, 

And  I  am  Thine. 

Is  there  on  earth  a  closer  bond  than  this — 

That  "  viy  BelovdcCs  mine,  and  I  am  His  f  " 

2  Thine  am  I  by  all  ties ; 
But  chiefly  Thine, 

That  through  Thy  sacrifice. 
Thou,  Lord,  art  mine. 
By  Thine  own  cords  of  love,  so  sweetly  wound 
Around  me,  I  to  Thee  am  closely  bound. 

3  To  Thee,  Thou  bleeding  Lamb, 
I  all  things  owe  ! 

All  that  I  have  and  am. 
And  all  I  know. 
All  that  I  have  is  now  no  longer  mine. 
And  I  am  not  mine  own :  Lord,  I  am  Thine ! 

4  How  can  I,  Lord,  withhold 
Life's  brightest  hour 

From  Thee ;  or  gathered  gold, 
Or  any  powet "{ 
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Why  should  I  keep  one  precious  thing  from 

Thee, 
When  Thou  hast  given  Thine  own  dear  Self 

for  me  ? 

5  I  pray  Thee,  Saviour,  keep 
Me  in  Thy  love, 
Until  death's  holy  sleep 
Shall  me  remove 
To  that  fair  realm  where,  sin  and  sorrow  o  er, 
Thou  and  Thine  own  are  one  for  evermore. 

C.  E.  MUDIE. 
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T  ONG  did  I  toil,  and  knew  no  earthly  rest ; 
-*^    Far  did  I  rove,  and  found  no  certain  home ; 
At  last  I  sought  them  in  His  sheltering  breast, 
Who  opes  His  arms,  and  bids  the  weary  come. 
With  Him  I  found  a  home,  a  rest  divine  ; 
And  I  since  then  am  His,  and  He  is  mine. 

2  The  good  I  have  is  from  His  stores  supplied  ; 

The  ill  is  only  what  He  deems  the  best ; 
He  for  my  Friend,  I'm  rich  with  naught  beside ; 

And  poor  without  Him,  though  of  all  pos- 
sessed. 
Changes  may  come ;  I  take,  or  I  resign ; 
Content  while  I  am  His,  while  He  is  mine. 

3  Whatever  may  change,  in  Him  no  change  is  seen ; 

A  glorious  sun,  that  wanes  not,  nor  declines  ; 
Above  the  clouds  and  storms  He  walks  serene. 

And  sweetly  on  His  people's  darkness  shines. 
All  may  depart ;  I  fret  not,  nor  repine, 
While  I  my  Saviour's  am,  while  He  is  mine. 

4  While  here,  alas !  I  know  but  half  His  love, 

Put  half  discern  Him,  and  but  half  adoxe  \ 
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But  when  I  meet  Him  in  the  realms  abova, 

I  hope  to  love  Him  better,  praise  Him  more, 
And  feel,  and  tell,  amid  the  choir  divine. 
How  fully  I  am  His,  and  He  is  mine. 

H.  F.  LYTE. 
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OHOLY  Saviour,  Friend  imseen, 
The  faint,  the  weak,  on  Thee  may  lean ; 
Help  me,  throughout  life's  varying  scene. 
By  faith  to  cling  to  Thee  ! 

2  Blest  with  communion  so  divine. 
Take  what  Thou  wilt,  shall  I  repine. 
When,  as  the  branches  to  the  vine, 

My  soul  may  cling  to  Thee  ? 

3  What  though  the  world  deceitful  prove. 
And  earthly  friends  and  joys  remove. 
With  patient,  uncomplaining  love, 

Still  would  I  cling  to  Thee  ! 

4  Though  faith  and  hope  awhile  be  tried, 
I  ask  not,  need  not,  aught  beside ; 
How  safe,  how  calm,  how  satisfied. 

The  souls  that  cling  to  Thee ! 

5  They  fear  not  life's  rough  storms  to  brave, 
Since  Thou  art  near,  and  strong  to  save  ;* 
Nor  shudder  e'en  at  death's  dark  wave, 

Because  they  cling  to  Thee. 

6  Blest  is  my  lot,  whate'er  befall ; 
What  can  disturb  me,  who  appal. 
While,  as  my  strength,  my  rock,  my  all. 

Saviour,  I  cling  to  Thee  ? 

Q.  ELLIOTT. 
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0  JESUS,  Friend  unfaHing, 
How  dear  Thou  art  to  me ! 
Are  cares  or  fears  assailing  ? 

I  find  my  strength  in  l^iee. 
Why  should  my  feet  grow  weary 

Of  this  my  pilgrim  way  ? 
Rough  though  the  path  and  dreary, 
It  ends  in  perfect  day. 

2  What  fills  my  soul  with  gladness  ? 

'Tis  Thine  abounding  grace ; 
Where  can  I  look  in  sadness, 

But,  Jesus,  on  Thy  face  ? 
My  all  is  Thy  providing ; 

Thy  love  can  ne'er  grow  cold ; 
In  Thee  my  Refuge,  hiding, 

No  good  wilt  Thou  withhold. 

3  Why  should  I  droop  in  sorrow  ? 

Thou'rt  ever  by  my  side  ; 
Why  trembling  dread  the  morrow  ? 

What  ill  can  e'er  betide  ? 
If  I  my  cross  have  taken, 

'Tis  but  to  follow  Thee ; 
If  scorned,  despised,  forsaken, 

Naught  severs  Thee  from  me. 

4  For  every  tribulation, 

For  every  sore  distress. 
In  Christ  I've  full  salvation, 

Sure  help  and  quiet  rest. 
No  fear  of  foes  prevailing, 

I  triumph.  Lord,  in  Thee : 
O  Jesus,  Friend  unfailing, 

How  dear  art  Thou  to  me  t 

GERMAN,  trans.  H.  K.  BI10\^^^. 
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|NE  there  is,  above  all  others. 

Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend ; 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 

Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end  : 
They  who  once  His  kindness  prove, 
Find  it  everlasting  love. 

2  Which  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  us, 
Could,  or  would  have  shed  their  blood  ? 

But  the  Saviour  died  to  have  us 

Reconciled  in  Him  to  God : 
This  was  boundless  love  indeed  1 
Jesus  is  a  Friend  in  need. 

3  When  He  lived  on  earth  abased. 
Friend  of  sinners  was  His  name ; 

Now,  above  all  glory  raised, 
He  rejoices  in  the  same  : 
Still  He  calls  them  brethren,  friends, 
And  to  all  their  wants  attends. 

4  O  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften  I 
Teach  us,  Lord,  at  length  to  love  ; 

We,  alas !  forget  too  often 

What  a  Friend  we  have  above : 
But,  when  home  our  souls  are  brought, 
We  shall  love  Thee  as  we  ought. 

J.  NEWTON. 
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THOU,  the  contrite  sinners'  Friend, 
Who,  loving,  lov'st  them  to  the  end, 
On  this  alone  my  hopes  depend. 
That  Thou  v^ilt  ipWA.  lot  \svfe. 
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A   FRIEND. 

2  When,  weary  iu  the  Christian  race. 
Far  off  appears  my  resting-place, 
And,  fainting,  I  mistrust  Thy  grace, 

Then,  Saviour,  plead  for  me. 

3  When  I  have  erred  and  gone  astray, 
Afar  from  Thine  and  wisdom's  way. 
And  see  no  glimmering,  guiding  ray. 

Still,  Saviour,  plead  for  me. 

4  When  Satan,  by  my  sins  made  bold, 
Strives  from  Thy  cross  to  loose  my  hold, 
Then  with  Thy  pitying  arms  enfold, 

And  plead,  0  plead  for  me. 

5  And  when  my  dying  hour  draws  near, 
Darkened  with  anguish,  guilt,  and  fear, 
Then  to  my  fainting  sight  appear, 

Pleading  in  heaven  for  me. 

6  When  the  full  light  of  heavenly  day 
Eeveals  my  sins  in  dread  array. 

Say,  Thou  hast  washed  them  all  away ; 
0  say.  Thou  plead'st  for  me. 

0.  ELLIOTT. 
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WHEN  gathering  clouds  around  I  view. 
And  days  are  dark,  and  friends  are  few. 
On  Him  I  lean,  who  not  in  vain 
Experienced  every  human  pain. 
He  sees  my  wants,  allays  my  fears, 
And  counts  and  treasures  up  my  tears. 

2  If  aught  should  tempt  my  soul  to  stray 
Fww  heavenly  wisdom's  narrow  way, 
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To  flee  the  good  I  would  pursue. 

Or  do  the  sin  I  would  not  do; 
Still  He,  who  felt  temptation's  power,  ■ 
Shall  guard  me  in  that  dangerous  hour. 

3  If  vexing  thoughts  within  me  rise. 
And,  sore  dismayed,  my  spirit  dies ; 

Yet  He,  who  once  vouchsafed  to  bear 
The  sickening  anguish  of  despair. 

Shall  sweetly  soothe,  shall  gently  dry, 
The  throbbing  heart,  the  streaming  eye. 

4  When  sorrowing  o'er  some  stone  I  bend, 
Which  covers  what  was  once  a  friend ; 

And  from  bis  hand,  his  voice,  his  smile. 
Divides  me  for  a  little  while. 

Thou,  Saviour,  mark'st  the  tears  I  shed ; 

For  Thou  didst  weep  o'er  Lazarus  dead. 

5  And,  O  !  when  I  have  safely  passed 
Through  every  conflict  but  the  last ; 

Still,  still  xmchanging,  watch  beside 
My  dying  bed,  for  Thou  hast  died ; 
Then  point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day, 
And  wipe  the  latest  tear  away ! 

R.  GRANT. 
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A  SHEPHERD, 

D.aM. 
T  WAS  a  wandering  sheep, 


•*•     I  did  not  love  the  fold ; 
I  did  not  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  would  not  be  controlled. 

I  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  did  not  love  my  home, 
I  did  not  love  my  Father's  voice, 

I  loved  afar  to  xoam. 


A  SHEPHERD. 

2  The  Shepherd  sought  His  sheep, 
The  Father  sought  His  child ; 

They  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 

O'er  deserts  waste  and  wild. 

They  found  me  nigh  to  death, 

Famished,  and  fai^t,  and  lone ; 
They  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love, 

TLey  saved  the  wandering  one. 

3  Jesus  my  Shepherd  is ; 
'Twas  He  that  loved  my  soul, 

'Twas  He  that  washed  me  in  His  blood, 
'Twas  He  that  made  me  whole. 
'Twas  He  that  sought  the  lost. 
That  found  the  wandering  sheep ; 

'Twas  He  that  brought  me  to  the  fold, 
'Tia  He  that  still  doth  keep. 

4  I  was  a  wandering  sheep, 
I  would  not  be  controlled. 

But  now  I  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  the  fold  1 

I  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  once  preferred  to  roam ; 
But  now  I  love  my  Father's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  His  home  1 

H.  BONAR. 

2X7  6.5.6.5.  double. 

JESUS  is  our  Shepherd, 
Wiping  every  tear ; 
Folded  in  His  bosom, 

What  have  we  to  fear  ? 
Only  let  us  follow 

Whither  He  doth  lead, 
To  the  thirsty  desert, 
Or  the  dewy  mead. 
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2  Jesus  is  our  Shepherd ; 

Well  we  know  His  voice. 
How  its  gentlest  whisper 

Makes  our  heart  rejoice ; 
Even  when  He  chideth, 

Tender  is  His  tone : 
None  but  He  shall  guide  us ; 

We  are  His  alone. 

3  Jesus  is  our  Shepherd ; 

For  the  sheep  He  bled ; 
Every  lamb  is  sprinkled 

With  the  blood  He  shed ; 
Then  on  each  He  setteth 

His  own  secret  sign, — 
"  They  that  have  My  Spirit, 

"  These,"  saith  He,  "  are  Mine." 

4  Jesus  is  our  Shepherd ; 

Guarded  by  His  arm, 
Though  the  wolves  may  raven. 

None  can  do  us  harm ; 
When  we  tread  death's  valley, 

Dark  with  fearful  gloom. 
We  will  fear  no  evil, 

Victors  o'er  the  tomb. 

5  Jesus  is  our  Shepherd  ; 

With  His  goodness  now 
And  His  tender  mercy 

He  doth  us  endow. 
Let  us  sing  His  praises 

With  a  gladsome  heart, 
Till  in  heaven  we  meet  Him, 

Never  more  to  part. 


THE  WAY,   THE  TRUTH,   AND  THE  LIFE. 

ills  T.6,T.(>.  double. 

OJESU  ever  present, 
0  Shepherd  ever  kind, 
Thy  very  name  is  music 

To  ear,  and  heart,  and  mind. 
It  woke  my  wondering  childhood 

To  muse  on  things  above ; 
It  drew  my  harder  manhood 
With  cords  of  mighty  love. 

2  How  oft  to  sure  destruction 

My  feet  had  gone  astray, 
Wert  Thou  not,  patient  Shepherd, 

The  Guardian  of  my  way ! 
How  oft,  in  darkness  fallen, 

And  wounded  sore  by  siu. 
Thy  hand  has  gently  raised  me. 

And  healing  balm  poured  in ! 

3  0  Shepherd  good,  I  follow 

Wherever  Thou  wilt  lead ; 
Ko  matter  where  the  pasture. 

With  Thee  at  hand  to  feed. 
Thy  voice,  in  life  so  mighty, 

In  death  shall  make  me  bold ; 
0  bring  my  ransomed  spirit 

To  Thine  eternal  fold ! 

L.  TUTTIETT. 
THE  WAY,  THE  TRUTH,  AND  THE  LIFE, 
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0  LIGHT  !  whose  beams  illumine  all. 
From  twilight  dawn  to  perfect  day. 
Shine  Thou  before  the  shadows  iaW 
That  lead  our  wandering  feet  a&lTa^  ; 
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At  mom  and  eve  Thy  radiance  pour, 

That  youth  may  love,  and  age  adore.         ^' «.  . 

2  0  Way !  through  whom  our  souls  draw  ijear 

To  yon  eternal  home  of  peace. 
Where  perfect  love  shall  cast  out  fear. 

And  earth's  vain  toil  and  wandering  cease ; 
In  strength  or  weakness  may  we  see 
Our  heavenward  path,  0  Lord,  through  Thee. 

3  0  Truth !  before  whose  shrine  we  bow, 

Thou  priceless  pearl  for  aU.  who  seek. 
To  Thee  our  earliest  strength  we  vow. 

Thy  love  will  bless  the  pure  and  meek ; 
When  dreams  or  mists  beguile  our  sight, 
Turn  Thou  our  darkness  into  light. 

4  0  Life  !  the  well  that  ever  flows 

To  slake  the  thirst  of  those  that  faint. 
Thy  power  to  bless,  what  seraph  knows  ? 

Thy  joy  supreme,  what  words  can  paint  ? 
In  earth's  last  hour  of  fleeting  breath 
Be  Thou  our  Conqueror  over  death, 

5  0  Light!  0  Way!  0  Truth  !  0  Lifej 

0  Jesus,  born  mankind  to  save  ! 
Give  Thou  Thy  peace  in  deadliest  strife. 

Shed  Thou  Thy  calm  on  stormiest  wstve ; 
Be  Thou  our  hope,  our  joy,  our  dread. 
Lord  of  the  living  and  the  dead  1 

E.  H.  PLUMPTRE. 
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A  THOU  great  Friend  to  all  the  sons  of  men, 
^  Who  once  didst  come  inhumblest guise  below, 
Sin  to  rebuke,  to  break  the  captive's  chain,' 
And  call  Thy  brethren  forth  from  want  and 
woe; — 


THE  WAY,  THE  TRUTH,   AND  THE  LIFE. 

2  We  look  to  Thee ;  Thy  truth  is  still  the  light 

Which  guides  the  nations,  groping  on  their 
way, 
Stumbling  and  falling  in  disastrous  night. 
Yet  hoping  ever  for  the  perfect  day. 

3  Yes!  Thou  art  still  the  life;  Thou  art  the  Way 

The  holiest  know;  light,  life,  and  Way  of 
heaven! 
And  they  who  dearest  hope,  and  deepest  pray, 
Toil  by  the  Light,  Life,  Way,  which  Thou 
hast  given, 

T,  PARKER. 
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CM. 


THOU  art  the  Way :  by  Thee  alone     ^ 
From  sin  and  death  we  flee ; 
And  he  who  would  the  Father  seek. 
Must  seek  Him,  Lord,  by  Thee. 

2  Thou  art  the  Truth :  Thy  word  alone 

True  wisdom  can  impart ; 
Thou  only  canst  instruct  the  mind, 
And  purify  the  heart. 

3  Thou  art  the  Life :  the  rending  tomb 

Proclaims  Thy  conquering  arm ; 
And  those  who  put  their  trust  in  Thee, 
Nor  death  nor  hell  shall  harm. 

4  Thou  art  the  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life,-^    '. 

Grant  us  that  Way  to  know, 
That  Truth  to  keep,  that  Life  to  win, 
Whose  joys,  eternal  flow. 
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WE  may  not  climb  the  heavenly  steeps 
To  bring  the  Lord  Christ  down ; 
In  vain  we  search  the  lowest  deeps, 
For  Him  no  depths  can  drown. 

2  But  warm,  sweet,  tender,  even  yet, 

A  present  help  is  He ; 
And  faith  has  yet  its  Olivet, 
And  love  its  Galilee. 

3  The  healing  of  His  seamless  dress 

Is  by  our  beds  of  pain ; 
We  touch  Him  in  life*s  throng  and  press, 
And  we  are  whole  again. 

4  Through  Him  the  first  fond  prayers  are  said, 

Our  lips  of  childhood  frame ; 
The  last  low  whispers  of  our  dead 
Are  burdened  with  His  Name. 

5  0  Lord  and  Saviour  of  us  all, 

Whate'er  our  name  or  sign, 
We  own  Thy  sway,  we  hear  Thy  call. 
And  form  our  lives  by  Thine. 

6  We  faintly  hear,  we  dimly  see. 

In  differing  phrase  we  pray ; 
But,  dim  or  clear,  we  own  in  Thee 
The  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way. 

J.  G.  WHITTIER. 

LIGET  OF  THE  WOULD. 

pHEIST,  whose  glory  fills  the  skies, 
^     Christ,  the  true,  the  only  Light, 
Sun  of  righteousness,  arise, 
Triumph  o*er  the  sYiadea  ol  m^V  \ 


LIGHT  OF  THE  WORLD. 

Day-spring  from  on  high,  be  near ; 
Day-star,  in  my  heart  appear ! 

2  Dark  and  cheerless  is  the  mom 

Unaccompanied  by  Thee ; 
Joyless  is  the  day's  return 

Till  Thy  mercy's  beams  I  see ; 
Till  Thou  inward  light  impart, 
Glad  my  eyes  and  warm  my  heart. 

3  Visit  then  this  soul  of  mine. 

Pierce  the  gloom  of  sin  and  grief; 
Fill  me,  Radiancy  Divine ! 
,  Scatter  all  my  unbelief ; 
More  and  more  Thyself  display, 
Shining  to  the  perfect  day. 

WESLEY. 
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8.7.  double. 


LIGHT  of  those,  whose  dreary  dwelling 
Borders  on  the  shades  of  death, 
Come,  and  aU  Thy  love  revealing, 

Dissipate  the  clouds  beneath. 
The  new  heaven  and  earth's  Creator, 

On  our  deepest  darkness  rise ; 
Scattering  all  the  night  of  nature, 
Pouring  day  upon  our  eyes. 

Still  we  wait  for  Thine  appearing ; 

Life  and  joy  Thy  beams  impart. 
Chasing  all  our  doubts,  and  cheering 

Every  poor  benighted  heart. 
Come  and  manifest  the  favour 

God  hath  to  our  ransomed  race ; 
Come,  Thou  universal  Saviour, 

Manifest  Thy  wondrous  grace. 
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3  Save  us  in  Thy  great  compassion, 

O  Thou  Prince  of  Peace  and  Lovq  ; 
Give  the  knowledge  of  salvation ; 

Baise  our  hearts  to  things  above ; 
By  Thine  all-sufficient  merit, 

Every  burdened  soul  releaae ; 
Every  weary,  wandering  spirit 

Guide  into  Thy  perfect  peace. 

WMSUSY* 


OUR  UX AMPLE, 


HOW  shall  I  follow  Him  I  serve  ? 
How  shall  I  copy  Him  I  love  ? 
Nor  from  those  blessM  footsteps  swerve. 
Which  lead  me  to  His  seat  above  ? 

z  Privations,  sorrows,  bitter  scorn. 
The  life  of  toil,  the  mean  abode. 
The  faithless  kiss,  the  crown  of  thorn. 
Are  these  the  consecrated  road  ? 

3  'Twas  thus  He  suffered,  though  a  Son, 

Foreknowing,  choosing,  feeling  all,       i 
Until  the  perfect  work  was  done, 
And  drunk  the  bitter  cup  of  galL 

4  Lord,  should  my  path  through  suffering  lie, 

Forbid  it  I  should  e'er  repine ; 
Still  let  me  turn  to  Calvary, 
Nor  heed  my  griefs,  remembering  Thine. 

5  O  let  me  think  how  Thou  didst  leave 

Untasted  many  a  pure  delight. 
To  fast,  to  faint,  to  watch,  to  grieve 
The  toilsome  day,tTa^bl^OTDL'^ea»x&!^\ 
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OUB  EXAMPLE. 

6  To  faint,  to  grieve,  to  die  for  me ! 

Thou  earnest  not  Thyself  to  please ; 
And,  dear  as  earthly  comforts  be, 

Shall  I  not  love  Thee  more  than  these  ? 

7  Yes !  I  would  count  them  all  but  loss. 

To  gain  the  notice  of  Thine  eye ; 
Flesh  shrinks  and  trembles  at  ti^e  cross, 
But  Thou  canst  give  the  victory. 

J.  CONDER. 
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10ED,  as  to  Thy  dear  cross  we  flee, 
And  plead  to  be  forgiven, 
So  let  Thy  life  our  pattern  be, 
And  form  our  soids  for  heaven. 

2  Help  us,  through  good  report  and  ill, 

Our  daily  cross  to  bear ; 
Like  Thee  to  do  our  Father's  will, 
Our  brethren's  grief  to  share. 

3  Let  grace  our  selfishness  expel. 

Our  earthliness  refine. 
And  kindness  in  our  bosoms  dwell. 
As  free  and  true  as  Thine. 

4  Should  friends  misjudge,  or  foes  defame, 

Or  brethren  faithless  prove, 
Then  like  Thine  own,  be  all  our  aim. 
To  conquer  them  by  love. 

5  Kept  peaceful  in  the  midst  of  strife. 

Forgiving  and  f  orgive^, 
O  may  we  lead  the  pilgrim's  life, 
And  follow  Thee  to  heaven ! 
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Y  dear  Eedeemer  and  my  Lord, 
I  read  my  duty  in  Thy  word ; 
But,  in  Thy  life,  the  law  appears 
Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

2  Such  was  Thy  truth,  and  such  Thy  zeal, 
Such  deference  to  Thy  Father's  will. 

Such  love,  and  meekness  so  divine, 

I  would  transcribe  and  make  them  mine. 

3  Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 
Witnessed  the  fervour  of  Thy  prayer ; 

The  desert  Thy  temptation  knew, 
Thy  conflict  and  Thy  victory  too. 

4  Be  Thou  my  pattern ;  make  me  bear 
More  of  Thy  gracious  image  here : 

Then  God  the  Judge  shall  own  my  name 
Amongst  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 

WATTS. 


CM. 

WHAT  grace,  0  Lord,  and  beauty  shone 
Around  Thy  steps  below ; 
What  patient  love  was  seen  in  all 
Thy  life  and  death  of  woe. 

2  For  ever,  on  Thy  burdened  heart 

A  weight  of  sorrow  hung ; 
Yet  no  ungentle,  murmuring  word 
Escaped  Thy  silent  tongue. 

3  Thy  foes  might  hate,  despise,  revile, 

Thy  friends  unfaithful  prove  ; 
Unwearied  in  forgiveness  still. 
Thy  heart  couVd  oiAy  \oNft, 


THE  HOLY  SPIKIT. 

4  O  give  US  hearts  to  love  like  Thee, 

Like  Thee,  0  Lord,  to  grieve 

Far  more  for  others'  sins,  than  all 

The  wrongs  that  we  receive. 

5  One  with  Thyself,  may  every  eye, 

In  us,  Thy  brethren,  see 
The  gentleness  and  grace  that  spring 
From  union,  Lord,  with  Thee. 

E.  DENNY. 
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COME,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  light  and  comfort  from  above ; 
Be  Thou  our  Guardian,  Thou  our  Guide, 
O'er  every  thought  and  step  preside. 

2  The  light  of  truth  to  us  display, 

And  make  us  know  and  choose  Thy  way  ; 
Plant  holy  fear  in  every  heart, 
That  we  from  God  may  ne'er  depart. 

3  Lead  us  to  holiness,  the  road 

That  we  must  take  to  dwell  with  God ; 
Lead  us  to  Christ,  the  living  way. 
Nor  let  us  from  His  pastures  stray. 

4  Lead  us  to  God,  our  final  rest, 
In  His  enjoyment  to  be  blest  ; 

Lead  us  to  heaven,  that  we  may  share 
Fulness  of  joy  for  ever  there. 

S.  BROWNE  * 
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COME,  Holy  Ghost,  in  love. 
Shed  on  us  from  above 
Tlune  own  bright  ray ; 


THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Divinely  good  Thou  art. 
Thy  sacred  gifts  impart 
To  gladden  each  sad  heart ; 
0  come  to-day! 

2  Come,  tenderest  Friend,  and  best. 
Our  most  delightful  Guest, 

With  soothing  power ; 
Eest  which  the  weary  Imow, 
Shade  mid  the  noontide-glow, 
Peace  when  deep  griefs  overflow ; 

Cheer  us  this  hour ! 

3  Come,  Light  serene  and  still. 
Our  inmost  bosoms  fill; 

Dwell  in  each  breast; 
We  know  no  dawn  but  Thine ; 
Send  forth  Thy  beams  divine. 
On  our  dark  souls  to  shine. 

And  make  us  blest ! 

4  Exalt  our  low  desires, 
Extinguish  passion's  fires, 

Heal  every  wound ; 
Our  stubborn  spirits  bend, 
Our  icy  coldness  end, 
Our  devious  steps  attend. 

While  heavenward  bound ! 

5  Come,  aU  the  faithful  bless ! 
Let  all  who  Christ  confess 

His  praise  employ ; 
Give  virtue's  rich  reward, 
Victorious  death"  accord. 
And  with  our  glorious  Lord 

Eternal  joy ! 

KlUa  ROBERT  XL  OF  FRANCE, 

trans,  "BJiX  '^^kimss^ 
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COME,  Holy  Spirit,  come  ; 
Let  Thy  bnght  beams  arise ; 
Dispel  all  sorrow  from  our  minds. 
All  darkness  from  our  eyes. 

2  Convince  us  of  our  sin ; 
Then  lead  to  Jesus'  blood : 

And  to  oiir  wondering  view  reveal 
The  secret  love  of  God. 

3  Eevive  our  drooping  faith  : 
Our  doubts  and  fears  remove ; 

And  kindle  in  our  breasts  the  flame 
Of  never-dying  love. 

4  'Tis  Thine  to  deanse  the  heart, 
To  sanctify  the  soul. 

To  pour  fresh  life  through  every  part, 
And  new  create  the  whole. 

5  Dwell  therefore  in  our  hearts, 
Our  minds  from  bondage  free ; 

Then  we  shall  know  and  praise  and  love 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Thee. 

J.  HAKT. 
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COME,  Holy  Spirit,  from  the  throne 
Of  the  Eternal  God ! 
O  come  and  make  my  heart  Thy  own, 
Thy  temple  and  abode. 

2  Take  of  the  things  of  Christ  my  Lord 

And  show  them  unto  me ; 
That  I  may  comprehend  Thy  word, 
And  all  its  beauties  see. 

3  Thy  quickening  Gnergy  display, 

Tbou  know'st  my  inward  strife : 


THE  HOLY  SPIKIT. 

Kindle  my  darkness  into  day, 
My  deadness  into  life. 

4  Subdue  each  vain,  impure  desire. 

Each  tendency  to  sin ; 
And  make  me,  by  Thy  hallowed  fire, 
All  glorious  within. 

5  Under  Thy  guidance  may  I  live, 

Thy  constant  aid  implore ; 

With  gratitude  that  aid  receive. 

Nor  sin  against  Thee  more. 

J.  TYERS. 
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COME,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  Thy  quickening  powers. 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 
In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

2  Look  how  we  grovel  here  on  earth. 

Fond  of  these  trifling  toys ; 
Our  souls  forget  their  heavenly  birth. 
And  miss  eternal  joys. 

3  In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs. 

In  vain  we  strive  to  rise ; 
Hosannas  languish  on  our  tongues. 
And  our  devotion  dies. 

4  Dear  Lord,  and  shall  we  ever  live 

At  this  poor  dying  rate  ? 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  Thee, 
And  Thine  to  us  so  great  ? 

5  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly- Dove, 

With  aU  Thy  quickening  powers  ; 
Come,  shed  abroad  the  Saviour's  love^ 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 
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COME  to  our  poor  nature's  night, 
With  Thy  blessed  inward  light, 
Holy  Ghost,  the  Infinite, 
Comforter  Divine. 

2  We  are  sinful — cleanse  us.  Lord ; 
Sick  and  faint — Thy  strength  afford  ; 
Lost — ^until  by  Thee  restored, 

Comforter  Divine. 

3  Orphans  are  our  souls,  and  poor ; 
Give  us  from  Thy  heavenly  store 
Faith,  love,  joy  for  evermore, 

Comforter  Divine, 

4  Like  the  dew  Thy  peace  distil ; 
Guide,  subdue  our  wayward  will. 
Things  of  Christ  unfolding  still, 

Comforter  Divine. 

5  Gentle,  awful,  holy  Guest, 
Make  Thy  Temple  in  each  breast ; 
There  Thy  presence  be  confessed. 

Comforter  Divine. 

6  With  us,  for  us,  intercede, 

And  with  voiceless  groanings  plead 
Our  unutterable  need. 
Comforter  Divine. 

7  In  us,  "  Abba,  Fathet*,'*  cry ; 
Earnest  of  our  bliss  on  high ; 
Seal  of  immortality, 

Comforter  Divine. 

8  Search  for  us  the  depths  of  God  ! 
Upwards,  by  the  starry  road, 
Bear  us  to  Thy  high  abode, 

Comforter  Divine, 

N 
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CEEATOE  Spirit,  by  whose  aid 
The  world's  foundations  first  were  laid, 
Come,  visit  every  pious  mind ; 
Come,  pour  Thy  joys  on  human  kind ; 
From  sin  and  sorrow  set  us  free. 
And  make  Thy  temples  worthy  Thee. 

2  Thou  strength  of  His  almighty  hand, 

Whose  power  does  heaven  and  earth  command. 
Thrice  holy  Fount,  thrice  holy  Rie, 
Our  hearts  with  heavenly  love  inspire ; 
Come,  and  Thy  sacred  unction  bring, 
To  sanctify  us  while  we  sing. 

3  Plenteous  of  grace,  descend  from  h%h, 
Eich  in  Thy  sevenfold  energy ; 

Give  us  Thyself,  that  we  may  see 
The  Father  and  the  Son  by  Thee ; 
Make  us  eternal  truths  receive, 
And  practise  all  that  we  believe. 

4  Immortal  honour,  endless  fame, 
Attend  the  Almighty  Father's  name  ; 

The  Saviour-Son  be  glorified. 

Who  for  lost  man's  redemption  died ; 

And  equal  adoration  be. 

Eternal  Paraclete,  to  Thee  1 

LATIN  HYMN,  trans.  DEYDEN.* 

2oo  c.M. 

pNTHEONED  on  high.  Almighty  Lord, 
^    The  Holy  Ghost  send  down ; 
^  Fulfil  in  us  Thy  faithful  word. 
And  all  Thy  mercies  crowu. 

2  Though,  on  our  heads  no  tongues  of  fire 
Their  wondxoua  po^ex^  yeo^^xX.  \ 
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Grant,  Saviour,  what  we  more  desire, 
Thy  Spirit  in  our  heart. 

3  Spirit  of  life  and  light  and  love ! 

Thy  heavenly  influence  give : 
Quicken  our  spirits  from  above, 
That  we  in  Christ  may  live. 

4  To  our  benighted  souls  reveal 

The  glories  of  His  grace ; 
And  bring  us  where  no  clouds  conceal 
The  brightness  of  His  face. 

5  His  love  within  us  shed  abroad. 

Life's  ever-springing  well ; 
Till  God  in  us,  and  we  in  God, 
In  love  eternal  dwell 

T.  HAWEIS. 
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FOEBID  it,  Lord,  that  we. 
Who  from  Thy  hand  receive 
The  Spirit's  power  to  make  us  free, 
Should  e'er  that  Spirit  grieve. 

2  0  keep  our  faith  alive. 

Help  us  to  watch  and  pray ; 
Lest  by  our  carelessness  we  drive 
The  sacred  guest  away ! 

3  How  can  we  bear  to  lose 

Our  best  and  kindest  friend. 
Life,  health,  and  happiness  refuse. 
And  joys  that  never  end  ! 

4  Lord,  make  us  wholly  Thine ; 

And  in  our  hearts  of  stone 
Let  grace  with  purer  lustre  shine, 
To  mark  us  tor  Thine  own. 

w.  H.  ba.th\3^«.t:. 
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GRACIOUS  Spirit,  dweU  with  me  ! 
I  myself  would  gracious  be ; 
And  with  words  that  help  and  heal. 
Would  Thy  life  in  mine  reveal ; 
And  with  actions  bold  and  meek, 
Would  for  Christ  my  Saviour,  speak. 

2  Truthful  Spirit,  dwell  with  me ! 
I  myself  would  truthful  be ; 

And  with  wisdom  kind  and  clear. 
Let  Thy  life  in  mine  appear ; 

And  with  actions  brotherly, 

Speak  my  Lord's  sincerity. 

3  Tender  Spirit,  dwell  with  me ! 
I  myself  would  tender  be ; 

Shut  my  heart  up  like  a  flower, 
In  temptation's  darksome  hour ; 
Open  it  when  shines  the  sun, 
And  his  love  by  fragrance  own. 

4  Silent  Spirit,  dwell  with  me  1 
I  myself  would  quiet  be, 

Quiet  as  the  growing  blade 

Which  through  earth  its  way  has  made ; 
Silently,  like  morning  light, 
Putting  mists  and  chills  to  flight. 

5  Mighty  Spirit,  dwell  with  me ! 
I  myself  would  mighty  be ; 

Mighty  so  as  to  prevail 
Where,  unaided,  man  must  fail ; 
Ever,  by  a  mighty  hope, 
Pressing  on  and  bearing  up. 

6  Holy  Spirit,  dwell  with  me  1 
^. .  I  myself  would  holy  be ; 


THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Separate  from  sin,  I  would 

Choose  and  cherish  all  things  good ; 
And,  whatever  I  can  be, 
Give  to  Him  who  gave  me  Thee. 


T.  T.  LYNCH, 

78. 
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HOLY  Spirit,  from  on  high. 
Bend  on  us  a  pitying  eye ; 
Animate  the  drooping  heart. 
Bid  the  power  of  sin  depart. 

2  Light  up  every  dark  recess 
Of  our  heart's  ungodliness ; 

Show  us  every  devious  way. 
Where  our  steps  have  gone  astray. 

3  Teach  us  with  repentant  grief 
Humbly  to  implore  relief : 

Then  the  Saviour's  blood  reveal, 
All  our  deep  disease  to  heal. 

4  Other  groundwork  should  we  lay. 
Sweep  those  empty  hopes  away ; 

Make  us  feel  that  Christ  alone 
Can  for  human  guilt  atone. 

5  May  we  daily  grow  in  grace. 
And  pursue  the  heaverJy  race. 

Trained  in  wisdom,  led  by  love. 
Till  we  reach  our  rest  above. 

W.  H,  BATHURST. 

HOW  shall  the  mighty  God, 
Whom  heaven  cannot  contain, 
A  temple  and  a  fit  abode 
Within  me  ever  gain  ? 
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2  Come,  Spirit  of  the  Lord ! 

Teacher  and  Heavenly  Guide ! 
Be  it  according  to  Thy  word : 
In  my  poor  heart  reside. 

3  Enter,  0  Holy  Ghost ! 

Pervade  this  soul  of  mine ; 
In  me  renew  Thy  Pentecost; 
Eeveal  Thy  power  divine. 

4  Make  it  my  highest  bliss 

Th^  blessed  fruit  to  bear. 
Thy  joy,  love,  peace,  and  gentleness, 
Goodness  and  faith  to  share. 

5  Let  me  in  deepest  fear 

Thy  holiness  to  grieve, 
Walk  in  the  Spirit,  even  here,. 
And  in  the  Spirit  live. 

6  Now  let  me  live  in  Thee, 

My  inner  life  of  love ; 
So  best  shall  I  preparing  be 
For  perfect  life  above. 

a.  RAWSON. 
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T  OED  God,  the  Holy  Ghost, 
^    In  this  accepted  hour. 
As  on  the  day  of  Pentecost, 
Descend  in  all  Thy  power  ! 

2  We  meet,  with  one  accord. 

In  our  appointed  place, 
And  wait  the  promise  of  our  Lord, 
The  Spirit  of  all  grace. 

3  Like  mighty  rushing  wind 

Upon  the  \^avea'bftXia^>iXv, 
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Move  with  one  impulse  every  mind, 
One  soul,  one  feeling  breathe. 

4  The  young,  the  old,  inspire 

With  wisdom  from  above ; 
And  give  us  hearts  and  tongues  of  fire, 
To  pray,  and  praise,  and  love. 

5  Spirit  of  light!  explore 

And  chase  our  gloom  away ; 
With  lustre,  shining  more  and  more 
Unto  the  perfect  day. 

6  Spirit  of  truth !  be  Thou 

In  life  and  death  our  guide ; 
O  Spirit  of  adoption,  now 
May  we  be  sanctified  ! 

J.  montgOMBrV. 
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A  HOLY  Ghost,  who  down  dost  come 

"    To  make  each  contrite  heart  Thy  home. 

On  me  descend,  within  me  dwell, 

My  soul  renew,  my  sin  expel  I 

2  Spirit  of  Truth !  who  makest  bright 
All  souls  that  long  for  heavenly  Ught, 

Appear,  and  on  my  darkness  shme ; 
Descend,  and  be  my  Guide  divine. 

3  Spirit  of  Power !  whose  might  doth  dwell 
Full  in  the  souls  Thou  lovest  well. 

Unto  this  fainting  heart  draw  near. 
And  be  my  daily  Quickener. 

4  Spirit  of  Joy !  who  makest  glad 

•    i^h  hrcdcen  heart  by  sia  made  sad, 
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Pour  on  this  mourning  soul  Thy  che^r ; 
Give  me  to  bless  my  Comforter. 

5  0  tender  Spirit  1  who  dost  mourn 
Whene'er  from  Thee  Thy  people  turn. 

Give  me  each  day  to  grieve  Thee  less, — 
Enjoy  my  fuller  faithfulness : 

6  Till  Thou  shalt  make  me  meet  to  bear 
The  sweetness  of  heaven's  holy  air, 

The  light  wherein  no  darkness  is, 
The  eternal,  overflowing  bliss  I 

T.  U.  GILL. 
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OUE  blest  Redeemer,  ere  He  breathed 
His  tender  last  farewell, 
A  Guide,  a  Comforter  bequeathed 
With  us  to  dwell. 

2  He  came  sweet  influence  to  impart, 

A  gracious,  willing  Guest, 
Where  He  can  find  one  humble  heart 
Wherein  to  rest. 

3  And  His  that  gentle  voice  we  hear. 

Soft  as  the  breath  of  even, 
That  checks  each  fault,  that  calms  each  fear. 
And  speaks  of  heaven, 

4  And  every  virtue  we  possess. 

And  every  victory  won. 
And  every  thought  of  holiness. 
Are  His  alone. 

5  Spirit  of  purity  and  grace. 

Our  weakness,  pitying,  see ; 
O  make  our  hearts  Thy  dwelling-place, 
And  meet  for  Thee ! 

H.  AUBER. 
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SPIRIT  Divine  !  attend  our  prayers. 
And  make  our  hearts  Thy  home ; 
Descend  with  all  Thy  gracious  powers, 
O  come,  great  Spirit,  come  ! 

2  Come  as  the  light — to  us  reveal 

Our  emptiness  and  woe ; 
And  lead  us  in  those  paths  of  life 
Where  all  the  righteous  go. 

3  Come  as  the  fire — and  purge  our  hearts 

like  sacrificial  fiame ; 
Let  our  whole  soul  an  offering  be 
To  our  Eedeemer's  name. 

4  Come  as  the  dew — and  sweetly  bless 

This  consecrated  hour ; 
May  barrenness  rejoice  to  own 
Thy  fertilising  power. 

5  Come  ss  the  dove — and  spread  Tliy  wings, 

The  wings  of  peaceful  love ; 
And  let  Thy  church  on  earth  become 
Blest  as  the  church  above. 

6  Come  as  the  wind — with  rushing  sound 

And  Pentecostal  grace ; 
That  all  of  woman  born  may  see 
The  glory  of  Thy  face. 

7  Spirit  Divine !  attend  our  prayers. 

Make  a  lost  world  Thy  home ; 
Descend  with  all  THy  gracious  powers, 
O  come,  great  Spirit,  come ! 

A.  REED. 
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SPIRIT  of  holiness,  descend ; 
Thy  people  wait  for  Thee ; 
Thine  ear  in  kind  compassion  lend ; 
Let  us  Thy  mercy  see. 

2  Behold  !  Thy  weary  churches  wait 

With  wistiul  longing  eyes ; 
Let  US  no  more  be  desolate ; 
0  bid  Thy  Kght  arise ! 

3  Thy  light,  that  on  our  souls  hath  shone. 

Leads  ub  in  hope  to  Thee ; 
Let  us  not  feel  its  rays  alone ; 
Alone  Thy  people  be. 

4  0  bring  our  dearest  friends  to  God ; 

Eemember  those  we  love ; 
Fit  them  on  earth  for  Thine  abode ; 
Fit  them  for  joys  above. 

5  Spirit  of  holiness !  'tis  Thine 

To  hear  our  feeble  prayer ; 
Come,  for  we  wait  Thy  power  divine/ 
Let  us  Thy  mercy  share  ! 

S.  F.  SMITH. 

24o  lo.iaio.io. 

To  Thee,  Creator  Spirit,  now  we  flee, 
Eenewer  of  our  hearts  in  righteousness ; 
Fulness  of  blessing  comes  alone  from  Thee ; 
Imbue  us  wholly  with  Thy  power  and  grace. 

2  Thou  art — we  hail  the  great  and  glorious  word — 
The  CoMFORTEB,  to  man  in  mercy  ^ven, 
"Who  dost  anoint  and  seal  us  for  the  Lord ; 
Thou  art  to  us  the  certain  pledge  of  heaven. 
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3  O  shine  upon  us  with  the  truth's  pure  light; 

Excite  within  us  the  warm  glow  of  lov© ;  • 
Equijp  our  wearied  spirits  for  Uie  fight ; 
In  weakness^  give  us  courage  from  above. 

4  The  joy  of  confidence  to  us  impart, 

That  peace  of  God  the  world  can  never  know; 
The  flame  of  strife  suppress  in  every  heart. 
And  mutual  love  abundantly  bestow. 

5  Thy  shining  track,  0  may  we  mark  full  well, 

Guided  by  Thee  pursue  the  heavenly  road ; 
0  Spirit  of  our  God !  within  us  dwell, 
Tihy  temples  make  us,  Thy  beloved  abode ! 

A.  W.  SCHLEGEL,  tranS.  J.  SALISBURY. 
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10  Thee,  0  Comforter  Divine, 
For  all  Thy  grace  and  power  benign. 
Sing  we  Alleluia ! 

2  To  Thee,  whose  faithful  voice  doth  win 
The  wandering  from  the  ways  of  sin, 

Sing  we  Alleluia ! 

3  To  Thee,  whose  faithful  power  doth  heal, 
Enlighten,  sanctify,  and  seal, 

Sing  we  Alleluia ! 

4  To  Thee,  whose  faithful  truth  is  shown 
By  every  promise  made  our  own, 

Sing  we  Alleluia ! 

5  To  Thee,  our  Teacher  and  our  Friend, 
Our  faithful  Leader  to  the  end, 

Sing  we  Alleluia  I 

6  To  Thee,  by  Jesus  Christ  sent  down, 
Of  all  His  gifts  the  sum  and  crown, 

Sing  we  Alleluia  1 

F.  R.  HAVERGAL. 
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WHEN  God  of  old  came  down  from  heaven. 
In  power  and  wrath  He  came ; 
Before  His  feet  the  clouds  were  riven. 
Half  darkness  and  half  flame. 

2  But  when  He  came  the  second  time. 

He  came  in  power  and  love ; 
Softer  than  gale  at  morning  prime 
Hovered  His  Holy  Dove. 

3  The  fires  that  rushed  on  Sinai  down 

In  sudden  torrents  dread, 
Now  gently  light,  a  glorious  crown. 
On  every  sainted  head. 

4  And  as  on  Israel's  awe-struck  ear 

The  voice  exceeding  loud, 
The  trump  that  angels  quake  to  hear. 
Thrilled  from  the  deep,  dark  cloud ; 

5  So,  when  the  Spirit  of  our  God 

Came  down  His  flock  to  find, 
A  voice  from  heaven  was  heard  abroad, 
A  rushing,  mighty  wind. 

6  It  fills  the  Church  of  God  ;  it  fills 

The  sinful  world  around  ; 
Only  in  stubborn  hearts  and  wills 
No  place  for  it  is  found. 

7  Come  Lord !  come  Wisdom,  Love,  and  Power ! 

Open  our  ears  to  hear ; 
I-.et  us  not  miss  the  accepted  hour ; 
Save,  Lord,  by  love  or  fear ! 

J.  KEBLB. 
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FATHER  of  mercies,  in  Thy  word 
What  endless  glory  shines  !^ 
For  ever  be  Thy  name  adored 
For  these  celestial  lines. 

2  Here  may  the  wretched  sons  of  want 

Exhaustless  riches  find ; 
Riches  above  what  earth  can  grant, 
And  lasting  as  the  mind. 

3  Here  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows, 

And  yields  a  free  repast ; 
Sublimer  sweets  than  nature  knows 
Invite  the  longing  taste. 

4  Here  the  Redeemer's  welcome  voice 

Spreads  heavenly  peace  around ; 
And  life  and  everlasting  joys 
Attend  the  blissful  sound. 

5  O  may  these  heavenly  pages  be 

My  ever  dear  delight ! 
And  still  new  beauties  may  I  see. 
And  still  increasing  light ! 

6  Divine  Instructor,  gracious  Lord ! 

Be  Thou  for  ever  near ; 
•  Teach  me  to  love  Thy  sacred  word, 
And  view  my  Saviour  there  ! 

A.  STEELE. 
250  C.M. 

1AMP  of  our  feet,  whereby  we  trace 
Our  path  when  wont  to  stray ; 
Stream  from  the  fount  of  heavenly  grace, 
Brook  by  the  traveller's  way :— 
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2  Bread  of  our  souls,  whereon  we  feed, — 

True  manna  from  on  high ; 
Our  guide  and  chart,  wherein  we  read 
Of  realms  beyond  the  sky. 

3  Pillar  of  fire,  through  watches  dark, 

And  radiant  cloud  by  day ; 
When  waves  would  whelm  our  tossing  bark, 
Our  anchor  and  our  stay. 

4  Word  of  the  everlasting  God, 

Will  of  His  glorious  Son, 
Without  thee  how  could  earth  be  trod. 
Or  heaven  itself  be  won  ? 

5  Lord,  grant  us  all  aright  to  learn 

The  wisdom  it  imparts ; 
And  to  its  heavenly  teaching  turn 
With  simple,  child-like  hearts ! 


B.  BAETON. 


251 


L.M. 


LET  everlasting  glories  crown 
Thy  head,  my  Saviour  and  my  Lord  ; 
Thy  hands  have  brought  salvation  down, 
And  writ  the  blessings  in  Thy  word. 

2  What  if  we  trace  the  globe  around. 

And  search  from  Britain  to  Japan  ? 
There  shall  be  no  religion  found 
So  just  to  God,  so  safe  to  man. 

3  In  vain  the  trembling  conscience  seeks 

Some  solid  ground  to  rest  upon ; 
With  Jong  despair  tTae  s^mt  breaks, 
Till  we  apply  to  CTma\.  ^oti^. 


THE  HOLY  SCRIPTURES. 

4  How  well  Thy  blessed  truths  agree  ! 

How  wise  and  holy  Thy  commands ! 
Thy  promises,  how  firm  they  be  I 

How  firm  our  hope  and  comfort  stands  ! 

5  Should  all  the  forms  that  men  devise 

Assault  my  faith  with  treacherous  art, 
I'd  call  them  vanity  and  lies. 
And  bind  the  Gospel  to  my  heart. 

WATTS. 


CM. 

10ED,  I  have  made  Thy  word  my  choice, 
My  lasting  heritage : 
There  shall  my  noblest  powers  rejoice. 
My  warmest  thoughts  engage. 

2  111  read  the  histories  of  Thy  love, 

And  keep  Thy  laws  in  sight ; 
While  through  the  promises  I  rove 
With  ever  fresh  delight. 

3  'Tis  a  broad  land  of  wealth  unknown, 

Where  springs  of  life  arise. 
Seeds  of  immortal  bliss  are  sown, 
-    And  hidden  glory  lies. 

4  The  best  jelief  that  mourners  have. 

It  makes  their  sorrows  blest ; 
And  bids  them  look  beyond  the  grave, 
To  an  eternal  rest ! 

WATTS.* 


L.M. 

GOD  !  who  didst  Thy  wiU  unfold 

In  wondrous  modes  to  saints  of  old, 
By  dream,  hy  oracle,  or  seer, — 
Wm  Thou  not  still  Thy  people  li^ar  \ 


0 


THE  HOLY  SCRIPTURES. 

2  What  though  no  answering  voice  is  heard, 
Thine  oracles,  the  written  word. 

Counsel  and  guidance  still  impart, 
Besponsive  to  the  upright  heart. 

3  What  though  no  more  by  dreams  is  shown 
Tiiat  future  things  to  God  are  known ; 

Enough  the  promises  reveal ; 
Wisdom  and  love  the  rest  conceal. 

4  Faith  asks  no  signal  from  the  skies 
To  show  that  prayers  accepted  rise. 

Our  Priest  is  in  the  holy  place. 

And  answers  from  the  throne  of  grace. 

5  No  need  of  prophets  to  inquire ; 
The  Sun  is  risen ;  the  stars  retire. 

The  Comforter  is  come,  and  sheds 
His  holy  unction  on  our  heads. 

6  Lord,  with  this  grace  our  hearts  inspire ; 
Answer  our  sacrifice  by  fire ; 

And  by  Thy  mighty  acts  declare 
Thou  art  the  God  who  heareth  prayer. 

J.  CONDER. 


^,6.  double. 

A  WORD  of  God  incarnate ! 
"  0  Wisdom  from  on  high ! 
0  Truth  unchanged,  unchanging ! 

0  Light  of  our  dark  sky ! 
We  praise  Thee  for  the  radiance 

That  from  the  hallowed  page, 
A  lantern  to  our  footsteps, 

Shines  on  from  age  to  age. 

2  The  Church  from  her  dear  Master 
JBeceived  the  g^it  ^\m^^ 


Tllfi  ttOLY  SCRtPTURfid. 

And  still  that  light  she  lifteth 

O'er  all  the  earth  to  shine. 
It  is  the  golden  casket, 

Wliere  gems  of  truths  are  stored ; 
It  is  the  heaven-drawn  picture 

Of  Christ  the  living  Word. 

3  It  floateth  like  a  banner 

Before  God's  host  unfurled ; 
It  shineth  like  a  beacon 

Above  the  darkling  world : 
It  is  the  chart  and  compass, 

That  o'er  life's  surging  sea, 
'Mid  mists  and  rocks  and  quicksands. 

Still  guide,  0  Christ,  to  Thee. 

4  0  make  Thy  Church,  dear  Saviour, 

A  lamp  of  burnished  gold, 
To  bear  before  the  nations 

Thy  true  light  as  of  old ; 
O  teach  Thy  wandering  pilgrims 

By  this  their  path  to  trace, 
Till  clouds  and  darkness  ended. 

They  see  Thee  face  to  face ! 

W.  W.  HOW. 


L.M. 


THE  heavens  declare  Thy  glory,  Lord ; 
In  every  star  Thy  wisdom  shines ; 
But  when  our  eyes  behold  Thy  word. 
We  read  Thy  name  in  fairer  lines. 

2  The  rolling  sun,  the  changing  light, 

And  nights  and  days  "Ilay  power  confess ; 
But  the  blest  volume  Thou  hast  writ, 
Beveala  Thy  justice  and  Thy  grace. 

o 


.TUB  HOLY  SCRIPyupBS. 

3  Sun,  moon,  and  stars  convey  Thy  praise 

Sound  the  whole  earth,  and  never  stand ; 
So  when  Thy  truth  began  its  race, 
It  touched  and  glanced  on  every  land. 

4  Nor  shdDl  Thy  spreadhig  gospel  rest,' 

TiU  through  the  world  Thy  truth  has  run : 
Till  Christ  has  all  the  nations  blessed, 
That  see  the  light,  or  feel  the  sun. 

5  Great  Sun  of  righteousness,  arise. 

Bless  the  dark  world  with  heavenly  light ; 
Thy  gospel  makes  the  simple  wise, . . 
Thy  laws  are  pure,  Thy  judgments  right. 

6  Thy  noblest  wonders;  here  we  view, 

In  souls  renewed  and  sins  forgiven ; 
Lord,  pleanse  my  sins,  my  soul  rQ?ie,w, 
And  make  Thy  word  my  gijide  to  heaven. 

WATTS. 

THE  Spirit  breathes  upon  tjhe  word. 
And  brings  the  truth  to  pight. ; 
Precepts  and  promises  afford 
A  sanctifying  light. 

2  A  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page, 

V  ■  Majestic  like  the  sun;  ^lic  i*"^ 

It  gives  a  light  to  every  age,  •- 1  ^ 

It  gives,  but  borrows  none.        '  ! ' 

3  The  hand  that  gave  it  still  supplieis 

■  The  gracious  light  and  heat :      ' 
His  truths  upon  the  nations  rise ; 
•  They  rise,  but  never  set. 

4  Let  everlasting  thanks  be  Thine, 
.  For  such  a  biigkit  OisjVjKj , 


THE.  «9l4Y.  SCBJQPTI^WS. 

As  makea  a  world  of  darkness  shine 
With  heams  of  heavenly  day. 

My  soul  rejoices  to  puri^ue 

Th^  steps  of  H41XL I  iovQ; 
Till  glory  hreaka  upon  my  view 

In  brighter  'worlds  ahoya 

CQWPEB. 
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E  limit  not  the  truth  of  Qod 
To  our  poor  reach  of  mind, 
By  notions  of  our  day  and  sect, 
Crudefy  partial,  and  confined ; 
No,  let  a  new  and  better  hope 

Within  our  hearts  be  stirred, — 
•The  Lord  hath  yet  more  light  and  truth 
To  break  forth  from  His  word. 

2  Who  dares  to  bind  to  his  dull  sense 

The  oraeles  of  heaven, 
.  '  Tot  all  the  nations,  tongues,  and  climesv,* » t- 

And  all  the  ages  given  ?  ->  ^^  . 

That  universe,  how  much  unknown  *     / 

That  ocean  unexplored ! 
The  Lord  hath  yet  more  light  and  truth 

To  break  forth  from  His  word. 

3  Darkling  our  great  forefathers  went 

The  first  steps  of  the  way ; 
'Twas  but  the  aawning,  yet  to  grow 

Into  the  perfect  day. 
And  grow  it.  dball;  our  glorious  Sun 

More  fervid  rays  afiford, — 
The  Lord  hath  yet  more  light  and  tsut^ 

To  break  forth  from  His  word* 


TfiE  GOBPEL  CALL. 

4  The  valley's  passed ;  aseendii^  still. 

Our  souls  would  higher  climb. 
And  look  down  from  supernal  heights 

On  all  the  bygone  time. 
Upward  we  press— the  air  is  clear. 

And  the  sphere-music  heard  : 
The  Lord  hath  yet  more  light  and  truth 

To  break  forth  frOm  His  word. 

5  0  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  send 

Us  increase  from  above ; 
Enlarge,  expand  all  Christian  souls 

To  comprehend  Thy  love : 
And  make  us  to  go  on  to  know. 

With  nobler  powers  conferred ;— -^ 
The  Lord  hath  yet  more  light  and  truth 

To  break  forth  from  His  word. 

a.  RAWSON. 
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8.5.8.3. 

A  ET  thou  weary,  art  thou  languid, 
•"■    Art  thou  sore  distrest  ? 
'Come  to  Me'— saith  One^'and  conwng, 
Be  at  rest ! ' 

2  Hath  He  marks  to  lead  me  to  Him, 

If  He  be  my  Guide  ? 

*  In  His  feet  and  hands  are  MroUud-prilits 

And  His  side.' 

3  Is  there  diadem,  as  monarcli, 

That  His  brow  adorns  ? 

*  Tea,  a  crown,  in  very  surety, 

But  of  thorns  I ' 


THE  GOSPEL  CALU 

4  If  I  find  Him>  if  I  follow, 

What  His  guerdon  here  ? 
'  Many  a  sorrow,  many  a  labour, 
Many  a  tear/ 

5  If  I  still  hold  closely  to  Him, . 

What  hath  He  at  last  ? 
*  Sorrow  vanquished,  labour  ended, 
Jordan  passed ! ' 

6  If  I  ask  Him  to  receive  me, 

Will  He  say  me  nay  ? 
'  Not  till  earth,  and  not  till  heaven 
Pass  away ! ' 

7  Finding,  following,  keeping,  struggling, 

Is  He  sure  to  bless  ? 
Angels>  saints,  apostles,  martyrs^ 
Answer,  *  Yes !  * 

GBSBK    HYMN  (A.D.  790),  tranS.  J.  M.  18EALE. 

259  L.M. 

BEHOLD  a  Stranger  at  the  door. 
He  gently  knocks — ^has  knocked  before ; 
Has  waited  Ipn^ ;  is  waiting  still : 
You  treat  no  other  friend  so  ill. 

2  O  lovely  attitude  !  He  stands 

With  melting  heart  and  laden  hands ; 
O  matchless  kindness !  and  He  shows 
This  matchless  kindness  to  His  iocs ! 

3  Admit  Him,  for  the  human  breast 
Ne'er  entertained  so  kind  a  guest ! 

No  mortal  tongue  their  joys  can  tell 
With  whom  He  condescends  to  dwell. 

4  Admit  Hinny  ere  His  anger  bum, 
Lesit  He  depart,*  and  ne'er  return  ;^ 


THE  GOSPEIi  OAMi. 

Admit  Him,  or  the  hour's  at  hand. 
When  at  His  door  denied  yoiill  stand. 

■  • 

5  Sovereign  of  souls !  Thou  Prince  ti  peace ! 
O  may  Thy  gentle  reign  increase  ^     .  ; 
Throw  wide  the  door,  eadi  willing  naind. 
And  be  His  empire,  all  manHndT 

J.  GRIGG. 
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BLOW  ye  the  trumpet,  blow:—' 
The  gladly  solemn  sound : 
Let  all  the  nations  know, 

To  earth's  remotest  bound ;  f   - 

The  year  of  Jubilee  is  oome !  . .     ? 
Betnrn,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  .blaiM/. 

2  Jesna,  our  great  High  ^est. 

Hath  full  atonement  made ; 
Ye  weary  spirits,  rest !  ■       •.  r 

Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad  I      \^,  ■ .  >  .;^^. 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come !  . ,     .      • 
Ketum,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home,  i  ?, 

3  Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  all-atoning  Lamb ; 
Eedemption  in  His  blood 

Throughout  the  world  proclaim  * 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come ! 
Eeturn,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  hom^. 

*4  Ye  who  have  sold  for  nought 

.  Your  heritage  above,  ,    -    ' 

Eeoeive  it  back  unbought. 
The  gift  of  Jesus'  love : 
The  year  of  JubiLefe  ^^  ^taA  I 
Eefcum,  ye  tanaoTdoM:  ^\idi€i»>\vtJteL^, 


THE  GOSJ»EL  CALl. 

5  The  Gospel  trumpet  hear, 

The  news  of  pwrdoning  grace ; 

Ye  happy  sotils,  drav  near,     . 
Behold  yovar  Saviour's  fac6  * 

The  yew*  of  Jubilee  ifl  *ome ! 

Eetimi,  yi^  raiisoiiied  siimerB,  home. 

261  L.M. 

COME,  smli(6rs,  to  the  gospel  feafit, 
Let  every  soul  be  Jesu's  gttest, 
Ye  need  ntrt  ofie  be  left  behind, 
Jesus  hath , died  for  all  mankind.  , 

2  Sent  by  our  Lord,  on  you  we  call. 
The  invitation  is  to  all ;  , ; 

Come,  sdl  the  world ; '  conie,  sinn^i^;  thou ! 
All  things  in  Ohiist  are  r^ady  now. 

3  Come,  all  jre  souls  by  sin  oppr^st. 
Ye  restless  wanderers  after  rest : 

Ye  poor  and  maimed,  and  halt  and  blind, 
Li  Christ  a  hearty  welcome  find. 

4  See  Him  set  forth  before  your  eyes. 
That  precious,  bleeding  sacrifice  ! 

Pardon  and  life  let  all  embrace,  - 
And  freely  now  be  saved  by  grace.- 

5  This  is  the  time;  -no  more  dday ! 
This  is  the  ^dtious  gospel  day  ; 

.    Oome  in,  this  moment,  at  His  call, 
And  live  to  Him  who  died  for  all.        -^FjO 

262  r     ^e.dpuble. 

^/JOME  unto  Me,  ye  weary; '      . . 

•  Alid  I  will  give  you  restil 
O  blessed  voice  of  ieini^ 
Wbioh  coined  to  hearts  opprest  \ 


THE  aOBPEI^  CALL. 

It  tells  of  benediction, 
Of  pardon,  grace,  and  peace^ 

Of  joy  that  hath  no  ending, 
Of  love  which  cannot  cease. 

2  '  Come  unto  Me^  ye  vxmderers, 

And  I  will  give  you  light! 
0  loving  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  comes  to  cheer  the  night ! 
Our  hearts  were  filled  with  sadness. 

And  we  had  lost  our  way; 
But  He  has  brought  us  gladness 

And  songs  at  break  of  day. 

3  '  Come  unto  Me,  ye  faiwtvru/^ 

And  I  will  give  you  life* 
0  cheering  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  comes  to  aid  our  strife ! 
The  foe  is  stern  and  eager. 

The  fight  is  fierce  and  long ; 
But  He  has  made  us  mighty, 

And  stronger  than  the  strong. 

4  *  And  whosoever  com^th, 

I  wUl  not  cast  him  out! 
0  welcome  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  drives  away  our  doubt ! 
Which  calls  us  very  sinnere, 

Unworthy  though  we  be. 
Of  lova  so  free  and  boundless. 

To  come,  dear  Lord,  to  Thee. 

W.  C.  MX. 
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pOME,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  wretched, 
^    Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore ; 
Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you, 
Full  of  pity  joined  with  power. 

He  is  able ; 
He  is  willing  •,  doisJcA  uo  mo\%. 


THE  GOSPEL  CALL. 

2  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger^ 

Nor  .of  fitness  fondly  dream  ; 
All  the  fitness  He  requireth 
Is  to  fed  your  need  of  Him  ; 

This  He  gives  you ; 
Tis  the  Spirit's  rising  beam. 

3  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy  laden, 

Bruised  and  broken  by  the  Fall ; 
If  you  tarry  till  you're  better, 
You  will  never  come  at  all ; 

Not  the  righteous. 
Sinners,  Jesus  came  to  call. 

4  Agonizing  in  the  garden, 

Lo  1  your  Saviour  prostrate  lies ; 
On  the  bloody  tree'  behold  Him ; 
Hear  Him  cry  before  He  dies, 

*It  is  finished!* 
Finished,  the  great  sacrifice. 

5  Lo !  the  Incarnate  God,  ascended. 

Pleads  the  merit  of  His  blood ; 
Venture  on  Him,  venture  wholly. 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude ; 

None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 


J.  HART. 
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"PROM  the  cross  uplifted  high, 
•*-     Where  the  Saviour  deigns  to  die. 
What  melodious  sounds  I  hear, 
Bursting  on  my  ravished  ear  ! 

Love's  redeeming  work  is  done  \ 
'  Pome  and  welcome,  sinner,  cotae\ 


THE  CK)St'£L  CAUL 

2  Sprinkled  now  with  blood  the  ilbt<me, 
Why  beneath  Thy  burdens  groaa  ?  -  ■ ' 

On  my  pierced  body  Idid, 
Justice  owns  the  Tansom  paid. 
Bow  the  knee,  and  kisd  the  Son: 
Come  and  welcome,  sintier,  tx)to4 ! 

3  Spread  for  thee  the  f erital  board, 

See  with  richest  dainties  stored  ;     •    i 
To  thy  Father'is  bosom  pressed,  . 
Yet  again  a  child  confessed^   ,        / 
Never  from  His  house  to  rci^m, 
Come. and  welcome^  sinher,  come! 

4  Soon  the  days  of  life  shall  end ;        .     • 
Lo,  I  come,  your  Saviour,  Friend,  |   . 

Safe  your  fepirit  to  convey  •  ' 

To  the  realms  of  endless  day,=       t ' 

Up  to  my  eternal  home,     . 

Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come ! 

T.  HAWEIS. 

I 
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TESTIS  calls  us  o'er  the  tumult     ; 
^     Of  otir  lifers  wild  restless  sea ;  ' 
Day  by  day  His  sweet  voice  soundeth, 
Saying, '  Christian,  follow  Me/ 

2  Jesus  calls  us  from  the  worship 

Of  the  vain  world's  golden  store,^  f)  ■■  ^ 
From  each  idol  that  would  keep.u4  ■ 
Saying,  *  Christian,  love  Me  more'/ 

3  In  our  joys  and  in  our  sorrows, 

Days  of  toil  and  hours  of  ease. 
Still  He  calls,  in  carc^  ^tvBi  ^U^jsures, 
'  Christian,  love  M^  txvot^  ^^kcl  Hk^a^^; 


4  Jesus  calls  us !  by  Thy  mercies,    \  *  t  \  O 
Saviour,  may  we  hear  Thy  call !  '■  '  ■  ^  ^' 
Give  our  hearts  to  Thy  obedienbe,    * 
Serve  Bad  love  Thee  best  oi  all. 

C.F.ALEXANDER. 
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'  TESTIS,  sinners  will  receive ; '  . 
^  Say  this  word  of  grace  to  all 
Who  the  heavenly  pathway  leave. 

All  who.linger,  all  wlio  fall ; 
This  CBJL  bring  them  back  again^ 
•Cbrifit  receiveth  sinful  men.' 

2  Siok  iOkI  sorrowful  and  blind, 

I,  with  aU  my  sins,  draw  nigh;    . 
O  my  Saviour,  Thou ;  canst  find 

Help  for  sinners  such  as  I ; 
Speak,  that  word  of  Ipve  again, 
^  Christ  receiveth  sinful  men/ 

3  Yea,  my  soul  is  comforted ; 

'-  loi"  Thy  blood  hath  washed  away 
AH  Tbj  sins,  though  crimson-red, 

And  I  stand  in  white  array, 
Puiged  from  every  spot  and  stain : 
*  Christ  receiveth  sinful  men,*  » 

4  *  Christ  receiveth  sinful  men : ' 

Even  me,  with  all  my  sin ;         .\   )0 
Openeth  to  me  heaven  again,  '    '  *"'' 

With  Him  I  may  enter  in* 
D^ath  hath  no  more  sting  nor  pain ; 
'  Chflflt  :tBoeivetb  sinful  mto/ 

'■  ■    JtmmmsTER,  tram.  MRS.  bevm^. 


THE  GOSPEL  GALL. 
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1IFT  up  your  heads,  ye  mighty  gates  * 
Behold,  the  King  of  glory  waits ; 
The  King  of  kings  is  drawing  near. 
The  Saviour  of  the  world  is  here ; 
Life  and  salvation  doth  He  bring. 
Wherefore  rejoice  and  gladly  sing ! 

2  Tlie  Lord  is  just,  a  helper  tried ; 
Mercy  is  ever  at  His  side ; 

His  kingly  crown  is  holiness ;    . 

His  sceptre,  pity  in  distress : 
The  end  of  all  our  woe  He  brings, 
Wherefore  the  earth  is  glad  and  sings. 

3  Fling  wide  the  portals  of  your  heart. 
Make  it  a  temple  set  apart 

From  earthly  use,  for  heaven's  employ, 
Adoriied  with  prayer,  and  love,  and  joy : 
So  shall  your  Sovereign  enter  in. 
And  new  and  nobler  life  begin. 

4  Redeemer,  come !  I  open  wide 

My  heart  to  Thee  ;  here,  Lord,  abide ! 

Let  me  Thine  inner  presence  feel. 

Thy  grace  and  love  in  me  reveal ; 

:  Thy  Holy  Spirit  guide  me  on, 

Until  the  glorious  crown  be  won  ! 

c.  WEiszEL,  tram.  c.  avinkworth. 
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IOUD  let  the  tuneful  trumpet  sound. 
And  spread  the  joyful  tidings  rouud ; 
Let  every  soul  'with  transport  hear, 
And  hail  the  Loid'a  «uci(i^^\*^^^^»x. 


TUS  OOSPSL  CALL. 

2  Ye  debtors^  whom  He  gives  to  know 
That  you  tea  thousand  talents  owe. 

When  humbled  at  His  feet  ye  fall. 
Your  gracious  Lord  forgives  them  all. 

3  The  rich  inheritance  of  heaven, 
Through  Jesus  Christ,  is  freely  given ; 

Fair  Salem  your  arrival  waits. 
With  golden  streets  and  pearly  gates. 

4  Her  blest  inhabitants  no  more 
Bondage  and  poverty  deplore ; 

No  debt  but  love,  immensely  great, 
And  joy  still  rises  with  the  debt. 

5  O  happy  souls  that  know  the  sound ! 
God's  l^ht  shall  all  then*  steps  surround ; 

And  show  that  jubilee  begun 

Which  through  eternal  years  shall  run, 

DODDRIDGE.* 
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NOW  is  the  accepted  time, 
Now  is  the  day  of  grace  ; 
Now,  sinners,  come  without  delay, 
'  And  seek  the  Saviour's  face. 

2  "  Now  is  the  accepted  time, 

The  Saviour  calls  to-day ; 
To-morrow  it  may  be  too  late, — 
Then  why  should  you  delay  ? 

3  Now  is  the  accepted  time : 
The  Gospel  bids  you  come ; 

And  every  promise  in  His  word 
Declares,  There  yet  is  room. 

J.  DO^IEIX,. 


THB  a03PKL  QALU 
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DO  not  let  the  word  deport^ 

And  close  thine  eyes  against  the  light  t 
Poor  sinner,  harden  not  thy  heart ; 
Thou  woulcbt  be  saved,  why  not  t(Mugbt  ? 

2  To-morrow's  sun  may  never  rise 
To  bless  thy  long-deluded  sight ; 

This  is  the  time,  0  then  be  wise ! 

Thou  wouldst  be  saved,  why  not  tCHni^t  ? 

3  Our  God  in  pity  lingers  stiU, 

And  wilt  thou  thus  His  love  requite  ? 
Eenounce  at  length  thy  stubborn  will ; 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved,  why  not  to-iugbt  ? 

4  The  world  has  nothing  left  to  give,  . 
It  has  no  new,  no  pure  delight ; 

O  try  the  life  which  Christians  live  ! 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved,  why  net  to-night  ? 

5  Our  blessM  Lord  refuses  none  .^ ;  .'^  "j  • .  • 
Who  would  to  Him  their  souls  unite ;   ^ 

Then  be  the  work  of  grace  begun  ^ 

Thou  wouldst  be  saved,  why  not  to-night  ? 

M|tS.  BEED. 
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A  JEStJ,  Thou  art  standing 

"    Outside  the  fast  closed  door, 

In  lowly  patience  waiting 

To  pass  the  threshold  o'er ; 
Shame  on  us,  Christian  brethren. 

His  sacred  name  who  bear ; 
0  shame — ^thrice  shame  upon  us. 

To  keep  Him.  alaiL^Ti^>iXi'5Jt^. 


Tm  GOSP^Ii  CALL. 

2  0  Jesu,  Tbou  art  .knpckiiig ;    . 

:    And  lo !  that;  Hand  is  scarred^ 
And  thorna  Thy  brow  e^ncircle, 

And  teal's  Thy  face  Imve  n^a^red. 
Olove  that  passeth knowledge, 

So  patiently  to  wait ! 
O  sin  that  hath  no  equal,  •    V-r^ 

So  fast,  tp  bar  the  gate  I 

3  O  Jesu,  Thou  art  pleading,  > 

In  accents  ineek  and  low~ 
*  I  died  for  yon,  My  children. 

And  will  you  treat  Me  so  ? ' 
0  Lord,  with  shame  and  sorrow 

WoiOpeh  now  the  door : 
Dear  Saviour,  enter,  enter, 

And  leave  us  never  more  1 

w.  w.  HOW  * 
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AN  Joidan's  bank  the  Bi^ptist's  cry 
"    Announces  that  the  Lord  is  nigh  ; 
AwaJk^,  and  hearken !  for  he  bring^      I 
Gl^  tidings  of  the  King  of  kings. 

2  Then  cleansed  ba  every  breast  from  fin ; 
Make  straight  the  way  for  God  withm ; 

Prepare  we  in  our  hearts  a  home,  . 

Where  such  a  mighty  Guest  may  xjbiMjt. .*' 

3  For  Thou  art  oiir  Salvation,  Ldf  d,      <  * 
Our'  Eefug^,  atidour  great  Eeward ; 

"Without;  Thy  grace  we  waste  away, 
Like  flowers  that  wither  and  decay. 

4  To  heal  the  4Biok  stretch  out  Thi^e  hand. 
And  Ind  tKd  f  alleix  siniier  stand ; 

Shine  forth,  and  left  Thy  light  restore 
^lib's  own  true  loveliness  onco  moie. 


THia  GOSPEL  CALL. 

5  All  praise,  0  Saviour  Christ,  to  Thee, 
Whose  Advent  doth  Thy  people  free  ; 
Whom  with  the  Father  we  adore. 
And  Holy  Ghost  for  evermore. 

c.  COFFIN,  trans,  j.  chandler. 
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fiETUEN■,  and  come  to  God ; 
Cast  all  your  sins  away  ; 
Seek  ye  the  Saviour's  cleansing  blood, 
Eepent-r-believe — obey. 

2  Say  not,  ye  cannot  come, 
For  Jesus  bled  and  died ; 

That  none  who  ask  in  humble  faith 
Should  ever  be  denied. 

3  Say  not,  ye  will  not  come ; 
'Tis  God  vouchsafes  to  call, 

And  fearful  will  their  end  be  found 
On  whom  His  wrath  shall  falL 

4  Come,  then,  whoever  will  : 
Come,  while  'tis  called  to-day ; 

Seek  now  the  Saviour's  cleansing  blood, 
Eepent — believe— obey. 

a.  M.  DOANK. 
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KETUEN,  0  wanderer,  return, 
And  seek  an  injured  Father's  face ;  • 
Those  warm  desires  that  in  thee  bum 
Were  kindled  by  reclaiming  grace. 

2  Eetum,  0  wanderer,  return, 

And  seek  a  Father's  melting  heart ; 
His  pitying  eyes  thy  grief  discern. 
His  hand  shall  heal  thy  inward  smart. 


THE  GOSPEL  CALL. 

3  Return,  0  wanderer,  return, 

Thy  Saviour  bids  thy  spirit  live  ; 
Go  to  His  bleeding  feet,  and  learn 
How  freely  Jesus  can  forgive. 

4  Eeturn,  O  wanderer,  return. 

And  wipe  away  the  falling  tear ; 
'Tis  God  who  says,  "  No  longer  mourn ; " 
'lis  mercy's  voice  invites  thee  near. 

W.  B.  COLLYER. 
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SOULS  of  men !  why  will  ye  scatter 
like  a  crowd  of  frightened  sheep  ? 
Foolish  hearts !  why  wUl  ye  wander 
From  a  love  so  true  and  deep  ? 

2  It  is  God  :  His  love  looks  mighty, 

But  is  mightier  than  it  seems ; 
'Tis  our  Father,  and  His  fondness 
Goes  far  out  beyond  our  dreams. 

3  There's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy. 

Like  the  wideness  of  the  sea ; 
There's  a  kindness  in  His  justice, 
Which  is  more  than  liberty. 

4  But  we  make  His  love  too  narrow. 

By  false  limits  of  our  own ; 
And  we  magnify  His  strictness 
With  a  zeal  He  will  not  own. 

5  There  is  no  place  where  earth's  sorrows 

Are  more  felt  than  up  in  heaven ; 

There  is  no  place  where  earth's  failings 

Have  such  kindly  judgment  given. 

6  For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 

Than  the  measures  of  man's  mind ; 
And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 
Is  most  wonderfully  kind. 

F.  W.  FABEPw 
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WAS  there  ever  kindest  shepherd, 
Half  so  gentle,  half  so  sweet, 
As  the  Saviour  who  would  have  ua 
Gome  and  gather  round  His  feet  ? 

2  Tl^ere  is  welcome  for  the  sinner. 

And  more  graces  for  the  good ; 
There  is  mercy  with  the  Saviour, 
There  is  healing  in  His  blood. 

3  There  is  plentiful  re^iemptio;^ 

In  the  blood  that  has  been  shed  j 
There  is  joy  for  all  the  members 
In  the  sorrows  of  the  E[ead, 

4  There  is  grace  enough  for  thousands 

Of  new  worlds  as  great  as  this ; 
There  is  room  for  fresh  creations 
In  that  upper  home  of  bliss. 

5  Pining  souls !  come  nearer  Jesus ; 

And,  oh,  come  not  doubting  thus. 
But  with  faith  that  trusts  more  bravely 
His  huge  tenderness  for  us. 

6  If  our  love  were  but  more  simple, 

We  should  take  Him  at  His  word ; 
And  our  lives  would  be  all  sunshine 
In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord. 

F.  W.  PABER. 
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THE  Saviour  calls,  let  every  ear 
Attend  the  heavenly  sound ; 
Ye  doubting  aoula,  disima^  your  fear, 
Hope  simles  TeNivixi^  tcsvxsA. 


THE  GOSPEL  CALL. 

2  For  every  thirsty,  longing  heart. 

Here  streams  of  bounty  flow, 
And  life  and  health  and  bliss  impart. 
To  banish  mortal  woe. 

3  Ye  sinners,  come !  'tis  mercy's  voice ; 

The  gracious  call  obey ; 
Mercy  invites  to  heavenly  joys ; 
And  can  you  yet  delay  ? 

4  Dear  Saviour,  draw  relucta|it  hearts, 

To  Thee  let  sinners  fly, 
And  take  the  bliss  Thy  love  imparts, 
And  drink,  and  never  die. 

A.  ^^^Lf^ 
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nnO-DAY  Thy  mercy  calls  us 
-*•     To  wash  away  our  sin, 
However  great  our  trespass, 

Whatever  we  have  been  ; 
However  long  from  mercy 

Our  hearts  have  turned  away. 
Thy  precious  blood  can  cleanse  us. 

And  make  us  white  to-day. 

2  To-day  Thy  gate  is  open. 

And  all  who  enter  in 
Shall  find  a  Father's  welcome. 

And  pardon  for  their  sin. 
The  past  shall  be  forgotten, 

A  present  joy  be  given, 
A  future  grace  be  promised, 

A  glorious  crown  in  heavei^. 

3  To-day  our  Father  calls  us ; 

His  Holy  Spirit  waits ; 
Tie  bleasid  angeh  gather 
Around  the  ieavenly  gates ; 
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THE  GOSPEL  CALL. 

No  question  will  be  asked  us 
How  often  we  have  come ; 

Although  we  oft  have  wandered  • 
It  is  our  Father's  home ! 

4  0  all-embracing  mercy  ! 

0  ever-open  door ! 
What  should  we  do  without  Thee 

When  heart  and  eye  run  o'er  ? 
When  all  things  seem  against  us, 

To  drive  us  to  despair, 
We  know  one  gate  is  open, 

One  ear  will  hear  our  prayer ! 

0.  ALLEK. 


S.M. 

TO-MOEROW,  Lord,  is  Thine, 
Lodged  in  Thy  sovereign  hand ; 
And  if  its  sun  arise  and  shine, 
It  shines  by  Thy  command. 

2  The  present  moment  flies, 
And  bears  our  life  away ; 

0  make  Thy  servants  truly  wise, 
That  they  may  live  to-day ! 

3  Since  on  this  winged  hour 
Eternity  is  hung. 

Waken,  by  Thine  almighty  power, 
The  aged  and  the  young. 

4  One  thing  demands  our  care ; 
0  be  it  still  pursued  ! 

Lest,  slighted  once,  the  season  fair 
Should  never  be  renewed. 

5  To  Jesus  may  we  fly, 
Swift  as  the  morning  light, 

Lest  life's  young  golden  beams  should  die 
In  sudden,  endless  night. 

PODDRIDGE, 
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WEAEY  souls  that  wander  wide 
From  the  central  point  of  bliss, 
Turn  to  Jesus  crucified. 

Fly  to  those  dear  wounds  of  His : 
Wash  in  His  atoning  blood, 
Eise  into  the  life  of  God. 

2  Find  in  Christ  the  way  of  peace, 

Peace  unspeakable,  unknown : 
By  His  pain  He  gives  you  ease, 

life  by  His  expiring  groan : 
Eise,  exalted  by  His  fall. 
Find  in  Christ  your  all  in  all. 

3  O  believe  the  record  true, 

God  to  you  His  Son  hath  given ! 
Ye  may  now  be  happy  too ; 

Find  on  earth  the  life  of  heaven : 
Live  the  life  of  heaven  above. 
All  the  life  of  glorious  love. 

WESLEY.* 
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il/ELCOME,  welcome !  sinner,  hear ! 

**     Hang  not  back  through  shame  or  fear; 

Doubt  not,  nor  distrust  the  call ; 

Mercy  is  proclaimed  to  all. 

2  Welcome  to  the  offered  peace  ; 
Welcome,  prisoner,  to  release ; 

Burst  thy  bonds ;  be  saved ;  be  free  ; 
Eise  and  come — He  calleth  thee. 

3  Welcome,  weeping  penitent ; 
Grace  has  made  thy  heart  relent ; 

Welcome,  long-estrangM  child ; 
God  in  Christ  is  reconciled. 


THE  GOSPEL  CALL. 

4  All  ye  weary  and  distrest, 
Welcome  to  relief  and  rest  I 

All  is  ready :  hear  the  call. 
There  is  ample  room  for  all 

5  0  the  virtue  of  that  price, 
That  redeeming  sacrfece ! 

Come,  ye  bought,  but  not  with  gold ; 
Welcome  to  the  sacred  fold ! 

J,  COinJEK. 
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WHAT  could  your  Eedeemer  do. 
More  than  He  hath  done  for  you  ? 
To  procure  your  peace  with  God, 
Coiid  He  more  than  shed  His  blood  ? 
If  your  death  were  His  delight. 
Would  He  you  to  life  invite  ? 
Would  He  ask,  beseech,  and  cry, 
"  Why  will  you  resolve  to  die  ?  " 

2  Sinners,  turn,  while  God  is  near : 
Dare  not  think  Him  insincere  : 

Now,  even  now,  your  Saviour  stands ; 

All  day  long  He  spreads  His  hands. 
Cries,  "  Ye  will  not  happy  be  ! 
No,  ye  will  not  come  to  Me  ! 

Me,  who  life  to  none  deny ; 

Why  will  you  resolve  to  die  ?  " 

3  Can  ye  doubt  if  God  is  love. 
If  to  all  His  mercies  move  ? 

Will  ye  not  His  word  receive  ? 

Will  ye  not  His  oath  believe  ? 
See  !  your  suffering  Lord  appears  ! 
Jesus  weeps ! — believe  His  tears  ! 

Mingled  with  His  blood,  they  cry, 

"  Why  will  you  resolve  to  die  ? " 


THE  GOSPEL  CALL. 
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WHEN  Some  kind  shepherd  from  the  fold 
Has  lost  a  straying  sheep, 
Through  vales,  o'er  Mils,  he  anxious  roves, 
And  climbs  the  mountain's  steep. 

2  But  O  the  joy,  the  transport  sWeet, 

When  he  tiie  wanderer  finds  ! 
Up  in  his  arms  he  takes  his  charge. 
And  to  his  shoulder  binds. 

3  Homeward  he  hastes  to  tell  his  joys, 

And  make  his  bliss  complete : 
The  neighbours  hear  the  news,  and  all 
The  joyful  shepherd  greet. 

4  Yet  how  much  greater  is  the  joy 

When  but  one  sinner  turns. 
And  with  a  humble,  broken  heart. 
His  sins  and  errors  mourns  ! 

5  Pleased  With  the  news,  the  saints  below 

In  songs  their  tongues  employ ; 
Beyond  the  skies  the  tidings  go, 
And  heaven  is  filled  with  joy. 

6  Angels  rejoice  in  louder  strains^ 

And  seraphs  feel  new  fire ; 
"  A  sinner  lost  is  found,"  they  sing, 
And  strike  the  sounding  lyre. 

J.  NEEDHAM. 


S.M. 

P  heavy-laden  souls, 
With  guilt  and  fear  opprest, 
Come  t  for  the  great  Eedeemei  ca\\a, 
And  calls  to  give  you  rest. 


THE  GOSPEL  CALL. 

2  However  great  your  load, 
Or  heavy  be  your  grief, 

Come  to  the  blessed  Son  of  God, 
And  you  shall  find  relief. 

3  Why  hesitate  and  doubt. 
Why  so  reluctant  seem  ? 

When  did  He  shut  a  sinner  out 
That  ever  came  to  Him  ? 

4  He  stands  with  open  arms. 
Inviting  sinners  home ; 

His  voice  contains  a  thousand  charms, 
And  every  charm  says,  *  Come  ! ' 

5  Come,  then,  without  delay. 
And  enter  into  rest ; 

With  gratitude  His  voice  obey. 
And  be  for  ever  blest ! 

S.  DEACON, 

TE  wretched,  hungry,  starving  poor. 
Behold  a  royal  feast ! 
Where  mercy  spreads  her  bounteous  store 
For  every  humble  guest. 

2  See  Jesus  stands  with  open  arms, 

He  calls,  He  bids  you  come ; 
Guilt  holds  you  back,  and  fear  alarms, 
But  see,  there  yet  is  room : — 

3  Eoom  in  the  Saviour's  bleeding  heart ; 
.     There  love  and  pity  meet ; 

Nor  will  He  bid  the  soul  depart 
That  trembles  at  His  feet. 

4  0  come  !  and  with  His  children  taste 

The  blessings  of  His  love ; 
While  hope  attends  the  sweet  repast 
Oi  nobler  joys  above. 


PENITENCE. 

5  There,  with  united  heart  and  voice, 

Before  the  eternal  throne, 
Ten  thousand  thousand  souls  rejoice. 
In  ecstasies  unknown. 

6  And  yet  ten  thousand  thousand  more 

Are  welcome  still  to  come : 
Ye  longing  souls,  the  grace  adore : 
Approach,  there  yet  is  room  ! 

A.  ,STEELE. 
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COME,  let  us  to  the  Lord  our  God 
With  contrite  hearts  return ; 
Our  God  is  gracious,  nor  will  leave 
The  desolate  to  mourn. 

2  His  voice  commands  the  tempest  forth, 

And  stills  the  stormy  wave  ; 
And  though  His  arm  be  strong  to  smite, 
'Tis  also  strong  to  save. 

3  Long  hath  the  night  of  sorrow  reigned ; 

The  dawn  shall  bring  us  light ; 
God  shall  appear,  and  we  shall  rise 
With  gladness  in  His  sight. 

4  Our  hearts,  if  God  we  seek  to  know, 

Shall  know  Him  and  rejoice ; 

His  coming  like  the  mom  shall  be, 

Like  morning  songs  Hia  voice. 


CM. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  LIFE. 

5  So  shall  His  presence  bless  our  souls, 
And  shed  a  joyful  light; 
That  hallowed  mom  shall  chase  away 

The  sorrows  of  the  night. 

J.  MORRISON. 
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HEAL  me,  0  my  Saviour,  heal ; 
Heal  me  as  I  suppliant  kneel ; 
Heal  me,  and  my  pardon  seal. 

2  Fresh  the  wounds  that  sin  hath  made ; 
Hear  the  prayers  I  oft  have  prayed. 
And  in  mercy  send  me  aid. 

3  Helpless,  none  can  help  me  now ; 
Cheerless,  none  can  cheer  but  Thou  ; 
Suppliant,  Lord,  to  Thee  I  bow. 

4  Thou  the  true  Physician  art ; 
Thou,  0  Christ,  canst  health  impart, 
Binding  up  the  bleeding  heart. 

5  Other  comforters  are  gone ; 
Thou  canst  heal,  and  Thou  alone. 
Thou  for  all  my  sin  atone. 

6  Heal  me,  then,  my  Saviour,  heal ; 
Heal  me,  as  I  suppliant  kneel ; 
To  Thy  mercy  I  appeal. 

Q.  THRING. 
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ISUS,  the  sinner's  Friend,  to  Thee, 
Lost  and  undone,  for  aid  I  flee ; 
Weary  of  earth,  myself,  and  sin. 
Open  Thine  anna  oa^i  \,gJ?Lfe  \xi^  m. 


L.M 
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PSNITENOE. 

2  Pity  and  heal  my  sin-sick  soul ; 

'Tis  Thou  alone  canst  make  me  whole  ; 
Fallen^  till  in  me  Thine  image  shine, 
And  lost  I  am,  tiU  Thou  art  mine. 

3  At  last  I  own  it  cannot  be 

That  I  should  fit  myself  for  Thee : 
Here,  then,  to  Thee  I  all  resign, 
Thine  is  the  work,  and  only  Thine. 

4  What  shall  I  say  Thy  grace  to  move  ? 
Lord,  I  am  sin,  but  Thou  art  love : 

I  give  up  every  plea  beside, 

Lord,  I  am  lost, — but  Thou  hast  died ! 

WESLEY.* 
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LORD,  I  hear  of  showers  of  blessing. 
Thou  £fft  scattering  full  and  free  : 
Showers  the  thirsty  land  refreshing  ; 
Let  some  droppings  fall  on  me — 

Even  me,  even  me, 
Let  some  droppings  fall  on  me. 

2  Pass  me  not,  0  gracious  Father  ! 

Sinful  though  my  heart  may  be ; 
Thou  might'st  leave  me,  but  the  rather 
Let  Thy  mercy  light  on  me — 

Even  me,  &c. 

3  Pass  me  not,  0  tender  Saviour  ! 

Let  me  live  and  cling  to  Thee ; 
I  am  longing  for  Thy  favour  ; 

Whilst  Thou'rt  calling,  0  call  me— 

Even  me,  &c. 

4  Pass  me  not,  0  mighty  Spirit  1 

22iou  canst  make  the  blind  to  see  ; 
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Witnesser  of  Jesu  s  merit ! 
Speak  the  word  of  power  to  me — 

Even  me,  &c. 

5  Pass  me  not,  Thy  lost  one  bringing. 
Bind  my  heart,  0  Lord,  to  liee ; 
Whilst  the  streams  of  life  are  springing, 
Blessing  others,  0  bless  me — 

Even  me,  &c. 

E.  CODNER. 
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LORD,  in  this  Thy  mercy's  day. 
Ere  it  pass  for  aye  away. 
Hear  us,  as  to  Thee  we  pray. 

2  Lord,  on  us  Thy  Spirit  pour. 
Kneeling  lowly  at  the  door. 
Ere  it  close  for  evermore, 

3  By  Thy  night  of  agony, 
By  Thy  supplicating  cry, 
By  Thy  willingness  to  die, 

4  By  Thy  tears  of  bitter  woe 
For  Jerusalem  below, 

Let  us  not  Thy  love  forego. 

5  Grant  us  'neath  Thy  wings  a  place, 
Lest  we  lose  this  day  of  grace 

Ere  we  shall  behold  Thy  face. 

T.  AVILLIAMS. 
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MY  God  (0  let  me  call  Thee  mine ! 
Weak,  wretched  sinner  though  I  be), 
My  trembling  soul  would  fain  be  Thine ; 
My  feeble  ia\W\  a\a\  e\\xv^\.QTtoaftk. 


PENITENCE. 

2  Not  only  for  the  past  I  grieve, 

The  future  fills  me  with  dismay ; 
Unless  Thou  hasten  to  relieve, 
Thy  suppliant  is  a  castaway. 

3  I  cannot  say  my  faith  is  strong, 

I  dare  not  hope  my  love  is  great ; 
But  strength  and  love  to  Thee  belong  ; 
0  do  not  leave  me  desolate ! 

4  I  know  I  owe  my  all  to  Thee ; 

0  take  the  heart  I  cannot  give  I 
Do  Thou  my  strength — ^my  Saviour  be, 
And  make  me  to  Thy  glory  live. 

A.  BRONT^. 
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MY  sins,  my  sins,  my  Saviour  ! 
How  sad  on  Thee  they  fall, 
Seen  through  Thy  gentle  patience, 

I  tenfold  feel  them  all ! 
I  know  they  are  forgiven, 

But  still  their  pain  to  me 
Is  all  the  grief  and  anguish 
They  laid,  my  Lord,  on  Thee. 

2  My  sins,  my  sins,  my  Saviour  I 

Their  guilt  I  never  knew. 
Till  with  Thee  in  the  desert 

I  near  Thy  passion  drew ; 
Till  with  Thee  in  the  garden 

I  heard  Thy  pleading  prayer, 
And  saw  the  sweat-drops  bloody 

That  told  Thy  sorrow  there. 

3  My  sins,  my  sins,  my  Saviour ! 

They  take  such  hold  on  me, 
To  \o6kup  I'm  not  able, 
Save  only,  Cbnat,  to  Thee : 
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In  Thee  is  aU  forgiveness. 

In  Thee  abundant  grace. 
My  shadow  and  my  sunshine 

The  brightness  of  Thy  face, 

J.  S.  B.  MOl^SELL. 
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OLORD,  turn  not  Thy  face  away 
From  them  that  lowly  lie. 
Lamenting  sore  their  sinful  life 
With  tears  and  bitter  cry, 

2  Thy  mercy-gates  are  open  wide 

To  them  that  mourn  their  sin  ; 
0  !  shut  them  not  against  us.  Lord, 
But  let  us  enter  in. 

3  We  need  not  to  confess  our  fault. 

For  surely  Thou  canst  tell : 
What  we  have  done,  and  what  ve  are, 
Thou  knowest  very  well. 

4  Wherefore  to  beg  and  to  entreat 

With  tears  we  come  to  Thee, 
As  children  that  have  done  amiss 
Fall  at  their  father's  knee. 

5  And  need  we,  then,  O  Lord,  repeat 

The  blessing  which  we  crave, 
When  Thou  dost  know,  before  we  speak, 
The  thing  that  we  would  have  ? 

6  Mercy,  O  Lord,  mercy  we  ask, 

This  is  the  total  sum ; 
For  mercy,  Lord,  is  all  our  prayer  ; 
0  let  Thy  meicy  come  I 
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0PPEE6SED  with  sin  and  woe, 
A  burdened  heart  I  bear ; 
Opposed  by  many  a  mighty  foe, 
Yet  will  I  not  despair. 

2  With  this  polluted  heart 
I  dare  to  come  to  Thee, 

Holy  and  mighty  as  Thou  art. 
For  Thou  wilt  pardon  me. 

3  I  feel  that  I  am  weak, 
And  prone  to  every  sin  ; 

But  Thou  who  giv'st  to  those  who  seek. 
Wilt  give  me  strength  within. 

4  I  need  not  fear  my  foes ; 
I  need  not  yield  to  care ; 

I  need  not  sink  beneath  my  woes, 
For  Thou  wilt  answer  prayer. 

5  In  my  Eedeemer's  name, 
I  give  myself  to  Thee ; 

And,  all  unworthy  as  I  am. 
My  God  will  welcome  me. 

A.  BRONT^. 

05  7s. 

SAVIOUR,  when  in  dust  to  Thee 
Low  we  bow  the  adoring  knee  ; 
When,  repentant,  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  weeping  eyes ; 
O  !  by  all  Thy  pains  and  woe. 
Suffered  once  for  man  below, 

Bending  from  Thy  throne  on  high, 
Bear  oar  solemn  Litany  ! 
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2  By  Thy  helpless  infant  years. 
By  Thy  life  of  want  and  tears. 

By  Thy  days  of  sore  distress 

In  the  savage  wilderness. 
By  the  dread  mysterious  hour 
Of  the  insulting  tempter's  power ; 

Turn,  O  !  turn  a  favouring  eye. 

Hear  our  solemn  Litany ! 

3  By  the  sacred  grief  that  wept 

O'er  the  grave  where  Lazarus  slept ; 
By  the  boding  tears  that  flow^ 
Over  Salem's  loved  abode ; 
By  the  anguished  sigh  that  told 
Treachery  lurked  within  Thy  fold ; 
From  Thy  seat  above  the  sky. 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany  ! 

4  By  Thine  hour  of  dire  despair, 
By  Thine  agony  of  prayer ; 

By  the  cross,  the  nail,  the  thorn, 

Piercing  spear  and  torturing  scorn ; 
By  the  gloom  that  veiled  the  skies 
O'er  the  dreadful  sacrifice, 

Listen  to  our  humble  cry ; 

Hear  our  solemn  Litany ! 

5  By  Thy  deep  expiring  groan  ; 
By  the  sad  sepulchral  stone ; 

By  the  vault,  whose  dark  abode 

Held  in  vain  the  rising  God ; 
O  !  from  earth  to  heaven  restored. 
Mighty  re-ascended  Lord, 

Listen,  listen  to  the  cry 

Of  our  solemn  Litany ! 
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SINFUL,  sighing  to  be  blest, 
Bound,  and  longing  to  be  free ; 
Weary,  waiting  for  my  rest ; 
"  GoA  he  TMTcifvl  to  me  !  " 

2  Holiness  IVe  none  to  plead. 

Sinfulness  in  all  I  see ; 
I  can  only  bring  my  need : 
"  Ood  be  merciful  to  me  !  " 

3  Broken  heart  and  downcast  eyes 

Dare  not  lift  themselves  to  Thee, 
Yet  Thou  canst  interpret  sighs : 
"  God  he  merciful  to  me  !  " 

4  There  is  One  beside  the  throne. 

And  my  only  hope  and  plea 
Are  in  Him,  and  Him  alone  : 
"  God  he  merciful  to  me  !  " 

5  He  my  cause  will  undertake. 

My  interpreter  will  be ; 
He's  my  all,  and  for  His  sake, 
"  God  he  mercifid  to  me  /" 

J,  S.  B.  MONSELL. 
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ITH  broken  heart  and  contrite  sigh, 
A  trembling  sinner.  Lord,  I  cry ; 
'  Thy  pardoning  grace  is  rich  and  free ! ' 
*  0  God,  be  merciful  to  me ! ' 


I  smite  upon  my  troubled  breast. 

With  deep  and  conscious  guilt  opprest —  J 

Christ  and  His  cross  my  only  pte^  •,  l 

'O  God,  be  merciful  to  mA ! '  i 


^O  God,  be  merciful  to  me  T 

Q 
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3  Far  off  I  stand  with  tearful  eyes,  ^ 
Nor  dare  uplift  them  to  the  skies ; 

But  Thou  dost  all  my  anguish  see ; 
'  0  Grod,  be  merciful  to  me !  * 

4  Nov  alms,  nor  deeds  that  I  have  done. 
Can  for  a  single  sin  atone ; 

To  Calvary  alone  I  flee : 

*  0  God,  be  merciful  to  me  I ' 

5  And  when,  redeemed  from  sin  and  hell, 
With  aU  the  ransomed  throng  I  dwell. 

My  raptured  song  shall  ever  be, 

*  God  has  been  merciful  to  me ! ' 

,  0.  ELYEN. 
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FAITH  IN  CHRIST. 

AH  I  whither  should  I  go, 
Burdened,  and  sick,  and  faint  ? 
To  whom  should  I  my  troubles  show. 
And  pour  out  my  complaint  ? 

2  My  Saviour  bids  me  come ; 
Ah  1  why  do  I  delay  ? 

He  calls  the  weary  sinner  home ; 
And  yet  from  Him  I  stay  ! 

3  What  is  it  keeps  me  back, 
From  which  I  cannot  part, — 

Which  will  not  let  the  Saviour  take 
Possession  of  my  heart  ? 

4  Jesus,  the  hindrance  show, 
Which  I  have  feared  to  see  ; 

Yet  let  me  now  cous^nt  to  know 
What  keeps  me  \)ack  ItomTt^ftfe. 
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5      Searcher  of  hearts,  in  mine 
Thy  trying  power  display ; 
Into  its  darkest  comers  shine^ 
And  take  the  veil  away  I 

WESLEY. 
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APPROACH,  my  soul,  the  mercy-seat, 
Where  Jesus  answers  prayer ; 
There  humbly  fall  before  His  feet, 
For  none  can  perish  there. 

2  Thy  promise  is  my  only  plea ; 

With  this  I  venture  nigh : 
Thou  callest  burdened  souls  to  Thee, 
And  such,  0  Lord,  am  I. 

3  Bowed  down  beneath  a  load  of  sin, 

By  Satan  sorely  pressed, 
By  wars  without,  and  fears  within,  ' 
I  come  to  Thee  for  rest 

4  Be  Thou  mjr  shield  and  hiding-place, 

That,  sheltered  near  Thy  side, 
I  may  my  fierce  accuser  face. 
And  tell  him,  Thou  hast  died. 

5  O  wondrous  love  1  to  bleed  and  die. 

To  bear  the  cross  and  shame, 
That  guilty  sinners,  such  as  I, 
Might  plead  Thy  gracious  name  ! 

J.  N5WT0N. 
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BESET  with  snares  on  every  hand, 
In  life's  uncertain  path  I  stand ; 
Saviour  divine !  diffuse  Thy  light, 
To  guide  my  doubtful  footsteps  Tight, 
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2  Engage  this  roving,  treacherous  heart, 
0  Lorf,  to  choose  the  better  part ; 

To  scorn  the  trifles  of  a  day. 

For  joys  that  none  can  take  away. 

3  Then  let  the  wildest  storms  arise ; 
Let  t-empests  mingle  earth  and  skies; 

No  fatal  shipwreck  shall  I  fear. 
But  all  my  treasures  with  me  bear. 

4  If  Thou,  my  Jesus,  still  be  nigh. 
Cheerful  I  live,  and  joyful  die  ; 

Secure,  when  mortal  comforts  flee. 
To  find  ten  thousand  worlds  in  Thee. 

DODDBIDGE* 

301  L.M. 

TilD.  Jesus  die,  but  not  for  me  ?  . 
^    Am  I  forbid  to  seek  my  God  ? 
Is  there  not  pardon  rich  and  free 
Proclaimed  through  Jesus'  precious  blood  ? 

2  Wlio  then  shall  drive  my  trembling  soul 

From  Thee,  my  Gk)d,  to  black  despair  ? 
Who  has  surveyed  the  sacred  roll, 
And  found  my  name  not  written  there  ? 

3  Presumptuous  thought !  to  fix  the  bound. 

To  limit  mercy's  sovereign  reign : 
What  other  happy  souls  have  found, 
I'll  seek,  nor  shall  I  seek  in  vain. 

4  Were  the  black  list  before  my  sight, 
'T       V^  ^  remember  Thou  hast  died, 
I  would  only  rag^  m^  ^i^edier  flight. 

To  seek  saWatloii  ^\>  TV-j  ^V^^. 


FAITH  IN  CIUilST. 

5  Lord,  at  Thy  feet  1*11  cast  me  down, 
To  Thee  reveal  my  guilt  and  fear; 
And,  if  Thou  spurn  me  from  Thy  throne, 
I'll  be  the  first  who  perished  there  ! 

B.  CRUTTENDEN. 
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HEAL  us,  Emmanuel,  we  are  here 
Waiting  to  feel  Thy  touch  : 
Deep- wounded  souls  to  Thee  repair, 
Aiid,  Saviour,  we  are  such, 

2  Our  faith  is  feeble,  we  confess, 

We  faintly  trust  Thy  word ; 
But  wilt  Thou  pity  us  the  less  ? 
Be  that  far  from  Thee,  Lord ! 

3  Eemember  him  who  once  applied 

With  trembling  for  relief ; 
*'  Lord,  I  believe"  with  tears  he  cried, 
"  0  help  my  unbelief!  " 

4  She  too,  who  touched  Thee  in  the  press. 

And  healing  virtue  stole. 
Was  answered,  "  Daughter,  go  in  peace  ; 
Thy  faith  hath  made  thee  whole,'' 

5  Concealed  amid  the  gathering  throng. 

She  would  have  shunned  Thy  view  ; 
And,  if  her  faith  was  firm  and  strong. 
Had  strong  misgivings  too. 

6  Like  her,  with  hopes  and  fears  we  come. 

To  touch  Thee,  if  we  may : 

O  send  us  not  despairing  home, 

Send  none  unhealed  away ! 

COWIER. 
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IBEINa  my  sins  to  Thee, 
The  sins  I  cannot  count. 
That  all  may  cleansed  be 
In  Thy  once  opened  Fount. 
I  bring  them,  Saviour,  all  to  Thee, 
The  burden  is  too  great  for  me. 

2  My  heart  to  Thee  I  bring, 

The  heart  I  cannot  read ; 
A  faithless,  wandering  thing, 

An  evil  heart  indeed. 
I  bring  it.  Saviour,  now  to  Thee,    « 
That  fixed  and  faithful  it  may  be. 

3  To  Thee  I  bring  my  care. 

The  care  I  cannot  flee. 
Thou  wilt  not  only  share, 
But  bear  it  all  for  me. 

0  loving  Saviour,  now  to  Thee 

1  bring  the  load  that  wearies  me. 

4  I  bring  my  grief  to  Thee, 

The  grief  I  cannot  tell ; 
No  words  shall  needed  be. 
Thou  knowest  all  so  weU. 
I  bring  the  sorrow  laid  on  me, 

0  sufifering  Saviour,  now  to  Thee. 

5  My  joys  to  Thee  I  bring, 

The  joys  Thy  love  hath  given, 
That  each  may  be  a  wing 
To  lift  me  nearer  heaven. 

1  bring  them,  Saviour,  all  to  Thee, 
For  Thou  hast  purchased  all  for  me. 

6  My  life  I  bring  to  Thee, 

I  would  not  "be  m-y  o^ii\ 
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0  Saviour,  let  me  be 
Thine  ever,  Thiae  alone. 

My  heart,  my  life,  my  all  I  bring 
To  Thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  Kmg ! 

F.  R.  HAVEBGAL. 

I  COULD  not  do  without  Thee, 
0  Saviour  of  the  lost ! 
Whose  precious  blood  redeemed  mo 

At  such  tremendous  cost ; 
Thy  righteousness.  Thy  pardon, 
Thy  precious  blood  must  be 
My  only  hope  and  comfort, 
My  glory  and  my  plea !  T"^^  •  *  -'  / 

2  I  could  not  do  without  Thee ! . 

I  cannot  stand  alone, 

1  have  no  strength  or  goodness, 
No  wisdom  of  my  own ; 

But  Thou,  belovM  Saviour, 

Art  all  in  all  to  me, 
And  weakness  wiU  be  power 

If  leaning  hard  on  Thee. 

3  I  could  not  do  without  Thee  1 

For,  0 1  the  way  is  long. 
And  I  am  often  weary, 

And  sigh  replaces  song; 
How  could  I  do  without  Thee  ? 

I  do  not  know  the  way  ; 
Thou  knowest,  and  Thou  leadest, 

And  wilt  not  let  me  stray. 

4  I  could  not  do  without  Thee, 

O  Jesus,  Saviour  dear  !  . 

E'en  when  my  eyes  are  holden,  I 

/  know  that  Thou  art  near ;  ^ 
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How  dreary  and  how  lonely 
This  changeful  life  would  be 

Without  the  sweet  communion. 
The  secret  rest  with  Thee ! 

I  could  not  do  without  Thee, 

For  years  are  fleeting  fast. 
And  soon  in  solemn  loneness 

The  river  must  be  passed ; 
But  Thou  wilt  never  leave  me, 

And  though  the  waves  roll  high, 
I  know  Thou  wilt  be  near  me. 

And  whisper,  "  It  is  I" 

F.  K  HAVERGAL. 
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I  HEARD  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 
'*  Come  unto  Me  and  rest.; 
Lay  down,  thou  weary  one,  lay  down 

Thy  head  upon  My  breast." 
I  came  to  Jesus  as  I  was, 

Weary,  and  worn,  and  sad ; 

I  found  in  Him  a  resting-place. 

And  He  has  made  me  glad. 

2  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  Behold,  I  freely  give 
The  living  water  ;  thirsty  one, 

Stoop  down,  and  drink,  and  live." 
I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 

Of  that  life-giving  stream ; 
My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  sold  revived, 

And  now  I  live  in  Him. 

3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  I  am  this  dark  world's  light ; 
Look  unto  Me,  thy  morn  shall  rise. 
And  all  thy  day  be  bright." 


FAITH  IN  CHRIST. 

I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  Him  my  Star,  my  Sun  ; 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I'll  walk 

Till  travelling  days  are  done  ! 

H.  BONAR. 
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I  LAY  my  sins  on  Jesus, 
The  spotless  Lamb  of  God, 
He  bears  them  all,  and  frees  us 

From  the  accursed  load ; 
I  bring  my  guilt  to  Jesus, 

To  wash  my  crimson  stains 
White  in  His  blood  most  precious. 
Till  not  a  spot  remains  I 

2  I  lay  my  wants  on  Jesus, 

All  fulness  dwells  in  Him  ; 
He  healeth  my  diseases, 

He  doth  my  soul  redeem ; 
I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus, 

My  bui'dens  and  my  cares, 
He  from  them  all  releases. 

He  all  my  sorrows  shares. 

3  I  rest  my  soul  on  Jesus, 

This  weary  soul  of  mine, 
His  right  hand  me  embraces, 

I  on  His  breast  recline ; 
I  love  the  name  of  Jesus, 

Emmanuel,  Christ,  the  Lord , 
Like  fragrance  on  the  breezes. 

His  name  abroad  is  poured. 

4  I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

Meek,  loving,  lowly,  mild ; 
I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 
The  Father's  Holy  ChUd  I 


307 


THE  CHRISTIAN  UFE. 

I  long  to  be  with  Jesus, 

Amid  the  heavenly  throtig, 
To  sing  with  saints  His  praises, 

To  learn  the  angels'  song. 

H.  BONAK. 
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IN  full  and  glad  surrender,  .         ; 
I  give  myself  to  Thee, 
Thine  utterly  and  only, 
And  evermore  to  be. 

2  0  Son  of  God  who  loVst  me,  . 

I  will  be  Thine  alone ;. 
And  all  I  have,  and  all  I  am,  ^ 
Shall  henceforth  be  Thine  own ! 

3  Eeign  over:  me,  Lord  Jesus  I 

0  make  my  heart  Thy  thix>ne  I 
It  shall  be  Thine,  dear  Saviour, 
It  shall  be  Thine  alone. 

4  0 !  come  and  reign,  Lord  Jesus ; 

Eule  over  everything  I 
And  keep  me  always  loyal, 
And  true  to  Thee  my  King  ! 

F.  R.  HAVERGAL. 
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I  NEED  Thee,  precious  Jesus, 
For  I  am  full  of  sin ; 
My  soul  is  dark  and  guilty, 
My  heart  is  dead  within. 
I  need  the  cleansing  fountain, 

Where  I  can  always  flee, 
The  blood  of  Christ  most  precious. 
The  sinner's  peTiec\,  ^\^^. 


FAITH  IN  GHRIST. 

2  I  need  Thee,  precious  Jesus, 

For  I  am  very  poor ; 
A  stranger  and  a  pilgnfn, 

I  have  no  earthly  store. 
I  need  the  love  of  Jesus 

To  cheer  me  on  my  way, 
To  cheer  my  doubting  footsteps, 

To  be  my  strength  and  stay; 

3  I  need  Thee,  precious  Jesus, 

I  need  a  friend  like  Thee, 
A  friend  to  soothe  and  pity, 

A  friend  to  care  for  me. 
I  need  the  heart  of  Jesus  1 

To  feel  each  anxious  care,    • 
To  tell  my  every  trouble, 

And  all  my  sorrows  share. 

4  I  need  Thee,  precious  Jesus, 

And  hope  to  see  Thee  soon. 
Encircled  with  the  rainbow. 

And  seated  on  Thy  throne ; 
There,  with  Thy  blood-bought  children, 

My  joy  shall  ever  be, 
To  sing  Thy  praise,  Lord  Jesus, 

To  gaze,  my  Lord,  on  Thee ! 

F.  WHITtlELD. 

iQ  65.65.  double. 

CSUS,  I  will  trust  Thee,  trust  Thee  with  my 

soul; 
dlty,  lost,  and  helpless.  Thou  canst  make  me 

whole. 
rhere  is  none  in  heaven  or  on  earth  Uke 

Thee; 
rhou  hast  died  for  BinheiB — ^thexefoie,  liOidi, 

forme. 
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2  Jesus,  I  may  trust  Thee^  name  of  matchless 

worth 
Spoken  by  ther  angel  at  Thy  wondrous  birth ; 
Written,  and  for  ever,  on  Thy  cross  of  shame, 
Sinners  read  and  worship,  trusting  in  that 
name. 

3  Jesus,  I  must  trust  Thee,  pondering  Thy  ways, 
Full  of  love  and  mercy  all  Thine  earthly  days : 

Sinners  gathered  round  Thee,  lepers  sought 

Thy  face- 
None  too  vile  or  loathsome  for  a  Saviour*s 

grace. 

4  Jesus,  I  do  trust  Thee,  trust  without  a  doubt ; 
"  Whosoever  cometh  Thou  wilt  not  cast  out ; " 

Faithful  is  Thy  promise,  precious  is  Thy 

blood — 
These  my  soul's  salvation,  Thou  my  Saviour 

God! 

M.  J.  WALKER. 

310  los. 

JESUS,  if  Thou  hast  brought  me  to  Thy  foot, 
And  cut  up  all  my  follies  by  the  root, 
Ne*er  may  I  trust  in  any  arm  but  Thine, 
Nor  hope  but  in  Thy  righteousness  divine : 
In  life  and  death  be  this  my  only  plea. 
That  Thou  on  Calvary  didst  die  for  me  ! 

2  My  holiest  deeds,  imperfect  and  defiled. 
Are  but  the  feeble  efforts  of  a  child ; 

However  performed,  this  is  their  brightest  part, 
That  they  are  offerings  of  a  thankful  heart ; 
These  I  renounce,  be  this  my  only  plea. 
That  Thou  on  Ca\\a\>f  ^\^^\.  ^\^  W^s^r.', 
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3  Cleansed  in  Thy  own  all-piirifying  blood, 
Forgive  the  evil  and  accept  the  good : 

Thee  may  I  follow  with  a  swifter  pace, 
Led  by  Thy  hand,  supported  by  Thy  grace ; 
Yet  living,  dying,  this  be  all  my  plea, 
That  Thou  on  Calvary  didst  die  for  me  ! 

4  While  struggling  in  this  vale  of  griefs  and  tears, 
Of  doubts  and  conflicts,  enemies  and  fears. 

This  is  my  joy,  that  Thou  art  all  my  trust ; 

And  this  my  joy  when  sinking  in  the  dust ; 
And  at  Thy  judgment-seat  be  this  my  plea, 
That  Thou  on  Calvary  didst  die  for  me  1 

5  And  0 !  beyond  the  regions  of  the  tomb, 
Beyond  the  awful  day  of  general  doom, 

In  brighter  worlds,  in  happy  realms  of  love. 
My  joy  below  be  still  my  joy  above  ; 

High  heaven  shall  hear  a  ransomed  sinner's 
plea, 

That  Thou  on  Calvary  didst  die  for  me  ! 

CGWPER  and  J.  G.  PIKE. 
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TESUS,  lover  of  my  soul, 
"     Let  me  to  Thy  bosom  fly. 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll. 
While  the  tempest  still  is  high  ! 

2  Hide  me,  0  my  Saviour,  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 
0  receive  my  soul  at  last ! 

3  Other  refuge  have  I  none. 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Tliee  ; 
Leave,  ah  I  leave  me  not  alone, 
Still  support  and  comfort  me  \ 


THE  CHRISTIAN  IIFK 

4  All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed. 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring ; 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 
With  the  shadow  of  Thy  win^ 

5  Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin ; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound. 
Make  and  keep  me  pure  within : 

6  Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee ; 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart ! 
£ise  to  all  eternity  I 

.  WXSLET. 
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PSU,  meek  and  gentle, 
Son  of  God  most  high, 
Pitying,  loving  Saviour, 
Hear  Thy  children's  cry  ! 

2  Pardon  our  ofifences, 

Loose  our  captive  chains, 
Break  down  every  idol 
Which  our  soul  detains. 

3  Give  us  holy  freedom, 

Fill  our  hearts  with  love ; 
Draw  us,  holy  Jesu, 
To  the  realms  above. 

4  Lead  us  on  our  journey, 

Be  Thyself  the  Way 
Through  teTxe&trial  darkness 
To  cele&Uai  dL&7. 


FAITH  IN  CHRIST. 

5  Jesu,  meek  and  gentle, 
Son  of  God  most  high, 
Pitying,  loving  Saviour, 
HJear  Thy  children's  cry  ! 

0.  R.  PBYNJtTE, 
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TESUS,  ijay  all,  to  heaven  is  gone ; 

J     He  whom  I  fix  my  hopes  upon ; 
His  track  I  see,  and  I'll  pursue 
The  narrow  way,  till  Him  I  view. 

2  The  way  the  holy  prophets  went, 
The  road  that  leads  from  banishment, 

The  King's  highway  of  holiness, 
111  go ;  for  aU  His  paths  are  peace. 

3  No  adversary  walks  therein, 
No  lover  of  the  world  and  sin ; 

Wayfaring  men,  to  Canaan  bound. 
Alone  shall  in  the  way  be  found. 

4  This  is  the  way  I  long  had  sought, 
And  mourned  because  I  found  it  not; 

TiU  late  I  heard  my  Saviour  say, 
"  Come  hither,  soul !  I  am  the  Way;' 

• 

5  Lo  !  glad  I  come  :  and  Thou,  blest  Lamb, 
Shalt  take  me  to  Thee  as  I  am ! 

My  sinful  self  to  Thee  I  give ; 
Nothing  but  love  shall  I  receive. 

6  Then  will  I  tell  to  sinners  round 
.What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found ; 

I'll  point  to  Thy  redeeming  blood, 
And  &ay,  ^^ Behold  the  way  to  God\" 
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JUST  as  I  am — without  one  plea. 
But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 
And  that  Thoubidd'st  me  come  to  Thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

2  Just  as  I  am — and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot ; 

To  Thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

3  Just  as  I  am — though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt. 
Fightings  and  fears  within,  without, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

4  Just  as  I  am — poor,  wretched,  blind ; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind. 
Yea,  all  I  need  in  Thee  to  find, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  1 

5  Just  as  I  am — Thou  wilt  receive, 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve ; 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, 

0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

6  Just  as  I  am — Thy  love  unknown 
Has  broken  every  barrier  down, — 
Now,  to  be  Thine,  yea,  Thine  alone, 

0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

7  Just  as  I  am — of  that  free  love 

The  breadth,  length,  depth,  and  height  to  prove, 
Here  for  a  season,  then  above, 
0  Lamb  of  God,  1  codclq  I 
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S.M. 


LOED  Jesus,  tliink  on  me, 
And  purge  away  my  sin : 
From  earth-born  passions  set  me  free, 
And  make  me  pure  within. 

2  Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me 
With  care  and  woe  oppressed ; 

Let  me  Thy  loving  servant  be, 
And  taste  Thy  promised  rest. 

3  Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me 
Amid  the  battle's  strife : 

In  all  my  pain  and  misery. 
Be  Thou  my  health  and  life. 

4  Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me, 
Nor  let  me  go  astray : 

Through  darkness  and  perplexity 
Point  Thou  the  heavenly  way. 

5  Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me. 
When  blows  the  tempest  high ; 

When  on  doth  rush  the  enemy, 
0  Saviour,  be  Thou  nigh ! 

6  Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me, 
That  when  the  flood  is  past, 

I  may  the  eternal  brightness  see, 
And  share  Thy  joy  at  last. 

SYNESlus,  trans.  A.  w.  chatfield. 
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LORD,  when  my  thoughts,  delighted,  rove 
Amid  the  wonders  of  Thy  love. 
The  sight  revives  my  drooping  hearty 
And  hids  invading  feara  depart, 


k 
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2  Guilty  and  weak,  to  Thee  I  fly, 
'  On  Hiy  atoning  blood  rely; 
!  And  on  Thy  righteousness  depend. 

My  Lord,  my  Saviour,  and  my  Eiiend, 

3  Be  all  my  heart,  be  all  my  days, 
Devoted  to  Thy  single  praise  1 

And  let  my  glad  obedience  prove, 
How  much  I  owe,  how  muob  I  love ! 

\  A.  8TSELE. 

» 
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MY  faith  looks  up  to  Thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary,  . 
Saviour  divine ! 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray, 
I  Take  all  my  guilt  away  ; 

O  may  I  from  this  day 
S  Be  wholly  Thine  I 

2  May  Thy  rich  grace  impcut 

'  Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 
I  My  zeal  inspire : 

'  As  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 

;  O  may  my  love  to  Thee, 

'  Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, 
!  A  living  fire  ! 

While  life's  dark  maze  1  tread. 
And  griefs  around  me  spread. 

Be  Thou  my  guide  ; 
i  Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 

Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray, 

From  Thee  aside. 

4  When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold  sullen  streiam 
Shall  o'er  m^Toft., 


'> 
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FAITH  IN  CHRIST. 

Blest  Saviour,  then  in  love, 
Feax  and  distrust  remove; 
O  bear  me  safe  above, 
A  ransomed  soul ! 

RAY  PALMER. 
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Ttlpr  heart,  0  God,  be  wholly  Thine, 
■*"-    I  would  not  keep  it  back  from  Thee ; 
Nor  wish  to  shun  the  grace  divine, 
Which  asks  this  humble  gift  of  me. 

2  0  take  it  now,  and  let  Thy  love 

For  evermore  within  me  dwell; 
And  may  Thy  Spirit  from  above 
Teach  me  to  serve  my  Master  well. 

3  Afar  be  every  thought  of  sin,  .  -.  ' 

Afar  be  every  wish  to  stray ; 
Let  truth  and  holiness  begin 
To  lead  me  up  the  heaven^^ard  way. 

4  Make  this  my  only  aim  and  care, 

To  seek  Thy  praise  in  all  I  do ; 
To  consecrate  each  act  with  prayer, 
As  I  my  daily  work  pursue. 

5  More  like  to  Thee,  my  blessed  Lord, 

I  would  be,  as  my  days  pass  by. 
With  patience,  love,  and  wisdom  stored. 
Ready  to  live,  and  fit  to  die. 

Wi  J.  MATHAMS. 
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NO  more,  my  God,  I  boast  no  more 
Of  all  the  duties  I  have  dbne  •, 
I  guit  the  hopes  I  held  before, 
To  trust  the  merits  of  Thy  Son. 
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2  Now,  for  the  love  I  bear  His  name. 

What  was  my  gain  I  count  my  loss ; 
My  former  pride  I  call  my  shame. 
And  nail  my  glory  to  His  cross. 

3  Yes,  and  I  mnst  and  will  esteem 

All  things  but  loss  for  Jesus'  sake: 
O  may  my  soul  be  found  in  Him, 
And  of  His  righteousness  partake ! 

4  The  best  obedience  of  my  hands 

Dares  not  appear  before  Thy  throne ; 
But  faith  can  answer  Thy  demands. 
By  pleading  what  my  Lord  has  done. 

WATTS. 
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NOT  all  the  blood  of  beasts. 
On  Jewish  altars  slain. 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace, 
Or  wash  away  the  stain. 

2  But  Christ,  the  heavenly  Lamb, 
Takes  all  our  sins  away : 

A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name, 
And  richer  blood  than  they. 

3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  Thine, 

While  like  a  penitent  I  stand. 
And  there  confess  ray  sin. 

4  My  soul  looks  back  to  see 
The  burdens  Thou  didst  bear, 

When  hanging  on  the  cursed  tree. 
And  hopes  nsi  goSft.  -^^  >iJcL^tfc, 


FAITH  IN  CHRIST. 

5      Believing,  we  rejoice 
To  see  the  curse  remove ; 
We  bless  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voice, 
And  sing  redeeming  love. 

WATTS, 
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\rOT  what  these  hands  have  done 
-L^     Can  save  this  guilty  soul ; 
Not  what  this  toiling  flesh  has  borne, 
Can  make  my  spirit  whole. 

2  Not  what  I  feel  or  do, 

Can  give  me  peace  with  God ; 
Not  all  my  prayers  and  sighs  and  tears. 
Can  bear  my  awful  load. 

3  Thy  work  alone,  0  Christ, 
Can  ease  this  weight  of  sin  ; 

Thy  blood  alone,  0  Lamb  of  God, 
Can  give  me  peace  within. 

4  Thy  love  to  me,  0  God, 
Not  mine,  0  Lord,  to  Thee, 

Can  rid  me  of  this  dark  unrest. 
And  set  my  spirit  free. 

5  Thy  grace  alone,  0  God, 
To  me  can  pardon  speak  ; 

Thy  power  alone,  0  Son  of  God, 
Can  this  sore  bondage  break. 

6  I  bless  the  Christ  of  God, 
I  rest  on  love  divine ; 

And  with  unfaltering  lip  and  heart, 
I  call  this  Saviour  mine. 
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7      My  life  with  Him  is  hid, 
My  death  has  passed  away,  • 
My  clouds  have  melted  into  light, 
My  midnight  iuto  day. 

H.  BONAB. 
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"VrOW  I  have  found  the  ground  wherein 
^  Sure  my  soul's  anchor  may  remain! 
The  wounds  of  Jesus,  for  my  sin 

Before  the  world's  foundation  slain ; 
Whose  mercy  shall  unshaken  stay, 
When  heaven  and  earth  are  fled  away; 

2  Father !  Thine  everlasting  grace 

Our  scanty  thought  surpasses  far ; 
Thy  heart  still  melts  with  tenderness. 

Thy  arms  of  love  still  open  are. 
Returning  sinners  to  receive, 
That  mercy  they  may  taste,  and  live. 

3  O  Love,  thou  bottomless  abyss ! 

My  sins  are  swallowed  up  in  thee ; 
Covered  is  my  unrighteousness, 

My  soul  from  condemnation  free, 
While  Jesu's  blood,  through  earth  and  skies, 
Mercy,  free,  boundless  mercy,  cries. 

4  Fixed  on  this  ground  would  I  remain. 

Though  my  heart  fail,  and  flesh  decay : 
This  anchor  shall  my  soul  sustain. 

When  earth's  foundations  melt  away : 
Mercy's  full  power  I  then  shall  prove, 
Loved  with  an  everlasting  love. 

J,  k,  "ROTJlSa,  tTOns.  J*  WESLEY.* 
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COME,  Thon  wounded  Lamb  of  God ! 

Come  wash  us  in  Thy  cleansing  blood. 
Give  ns  to  taste  Thy  love,  then  pain 
Is  sweet,  and  life  or  death  is  gain; 

2  Take  our  poor  hearts,  and  let  them  be 
For  ever  closed  to  all  but  Thee ! 

Seal  Thou  our  breasts,  and  let  us  wear 
That  pledge  of  love  for  ever  there ! 

3  How  blest  are  they  who  still  abide, 
Close  sheltered  near  Thy  bleeding  side ; 

Who  life  and  strength  from  Thee  derive. 
And  by  Thee  move,  and  in  Thee  live ! 

4  First7bom  of  many  brethren  Thou, 

To  Thee  both  earth  and  heaven  must  bow ; 
Help  us  to  Thee  our  all  to  give. 
Thine  may  we  die.  Thine  may  we  live  ! 

GERMAN  HYMN,  traTlS,  J.  WESLEY.* 

S.M. 

OEVEELASTING  Light  1 
Shine  graciously  within ; 
Brightest  of  «dl  on  earth  that's  bright. 
Come,  shine  away  my  sin  ! 

2  O  everlasting  Truth ! 
Truest  of  all  that's  true ; 

Sure  guide  of  erring  age  or  youth, 
Lead  me  and  teach  me  too  ! 

3  0  everlasting  Strength ! 
Uphold  me  in  the  way : 

Bring  me,  in  spite  of  foes,  at  length, 
^ojoy  and  light  and  day ! 
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4  O  everlasting  Love ! 
Well-spring  of  grace  and  peace; 

Poor  down  Thy  fiolnesB  from  above ; 
Bid  doubt  and  trouble  cease ! 

5  O  everlasting  Best ! 

lift  off  life's  load  of  care ; 
Relieve,  revive  this  burdened  breast. 
And  every  sorrow  bear. 

6  Thou  art  in  heaven  our  all ; 
Our  all  on  earth  art  Thou ; 

Upon  Thy  glorious  name  we  call. 
Lord  Jesus,  bless  us  now ! 


H.  BOKAK. 
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OFOR  a  single  heart  for  God ! 
To  follow  Him  alone ; 
Wholly  and  fully  Him  to  serve. 
Who  did  for  sin  atone. 

2  Why  should  my  heart  divided  be  ? 

Thou  art  my  only  Lord, 
Who  didst  create  me,  hast  redeemed. 
And  wilt  Thy  help  afford. 

3  I  cannot  serve  the  Lord  and  sin ; 

I  would  decided  be ; 
Though  shame,  reproach,  and  loss  attend. 
By  grace  I  will  serve  Thee. 

4  Unite  my  heart  to  fear  Thy  name. 

Let  all  its  powers  be  one ; 
Let  love  and  hope,  desire  and  joy. 
Be  fixed  for  Christ  alone. 


FAITH  IN  CHRIST. 
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OTHOTT  who  hast  redeemed  of  old, 
And  bidd'st  me  of  Thy  strength  lay  hold, 
And  be  at  peace  with  Thee ; 
Help  me  Thy  benefits  to  own, 
And  make  me  know  what  Thou  hast  done, 
0  dying  Lamb,  for  me ! 

2  Vouchsafe  the  eye  of  faith  to  see 
The  Man  transfixed  on  Calvary, 

To  know  Thee,  who  Thou  art, — 
The  one  eternal  God  and  true  I 
And  let  the  sight  affect,  subdue, 

And  break  my  stubborn  heart. 

3  Lover  of  souls,  to  rescue  mine, 
Eeveal  the  charity  divine. 

That  suffered  in  my  stead ; 
That  made  Thy  soul  a  sacrifice, 
And  closed  in  death  those  gracious  eyes, 

And  bowed  that  sacred  head. 

4  The  veil  of  unbelief  remove ; 
And  by  Thy  manifested  love, 

And  by  Thy  sprinkled  blood. 
Destroy  the  love  of  sin  in  me. 
And  get  Thyself  the  victory. 


And  bring  me  back  to  God. 
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EOCK  of  ages,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee ! 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood. 
From  Thy  riven  side  which  flowed, 
Be  of  sin  the  double  cure. 
Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  powev. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  UFE. 

2  N"©!  the  labours  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfil  Thy  la Vs  demands ; 

Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Gould  my  tears  for  ever  flow. 

All  for  sin  could  not  atone ; 

Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone. 

3  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring ; 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling ; 

Naked,  come  to  Thee  for  dress; 
Helpless,  look  to  Thee  for  grace ; 

Foul,  I  to  the  fountain  Sj ; 

Wash  me,  Saviour,  or  I  cue. 

4  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath. 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death,  . 

When  I  soar  through  tracts  unknown. 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment-throne, 
Eock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee ! 

A.  M.  TOPLADY. 
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aON  of  God,  to  Thee  I  cry ; 
^    By  the  holy  mystery 

Of  Thy  dwelling  here  on  earth, 
By  Thy  pure  and  holy  birth, — 
Lord,  Thy  presence  let  me  see, 
Manifest  Thyself  to  me  I 

2  Lamb  of  God,  to  Thee  I  cry ; 
By  Thy  bitter  agony. 

By  Thy  pangs,  to  us  unknown. 
By  Thy  spirit's  parting  groan, — 
Lord,  Thy  presence  let  me  see, 
Manifest  Thyself  to  me ! 

3  Prince  of  Life,  to  Thee  I  cry ; 
By  Thy  gloxioua  Tcvai\^s»\i^, 
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By  Thy  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 
Meek  to  suffer,  strong  to  save, — 

Lord,  Thy  presence  let  me  see, 

Manifest  Thyself  to  me ! 

4  Lord  of  Glory,  God  most  High, 
Man  exalted  to  the  sky. 

With  Thy  love  my  bosom  fill ; 
Prompt  me  to  perform  Thy  will; 
Then  Thy  glory  I  shall  see. 
Thou  wilt  bring  me  home  to  Thee ! 

R.  MANT.* 


CM. 

THERE  is  a  fountain  fiUed  with  blood. 
Drawn  from  Emmanuel's  veins ; 
And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood. 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day ; 
And  there  have  I,  as  vile  as  he. 
Washed  aU  my  sins  away, 

3  Dear  dying  Lamb,  Thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransomed  Church  of  God 
Be  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Bedeeming  love  has  been  my  tiieme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

5  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

m  fling  Thy  power  to  save. 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue. 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 
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THINE  for  ever !  God  of  love, 
Hear  us  from  Thy  throne  above, 
Thine  for  ever  may  we  be, 
Here  and  in  eternity. 

2  Thine  for  ever !  Lord  of  life, 
Shield  us  through  our  earthly  strife; 

Thou,  the  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way, 
Guide  us  to  the  realms  of  day. 

3  Thine  for  ever  !  0  how  blest, 
They  who  find  in  Thee  their  rest ! 

Saviour,  Guardian,  heavenly  Friend^ 
O  defend  us  to  the  end. 

4  Thine  for  ever !  Saviour,  keep 
These,  Thy  frail  and  trembling  sheep; 

Safe  alone  beneath  Thy  care. 
Let  us  all  Thy  goodness  share. 

5  Thine  for  ever !  Thou  our  Guide, 
All  our  wants  by  Thee  supplied, 

All  our  sins  by  Thee  forgiven, 
Lead  us,  Lord,  from  earth  to  heaven. 

M.  F.  MAUDF^ 

331  los. 

"EAEY  of  earth  and  laden  with  my  sin, 

I  look  at  heaven  and  long  to  enter  in ; 
But  there  no  evil  thing  may  find  a  home. 
And  yet  I  hear  a  voice  that  bids  me  "Come.** 

So  vile  I  am,  how  dare  I  hope  to  stand 
In  the  pure  glory  of  that  holy  land  ? 

Before  the  whiteness  of  that  throne  appear  ? 

Yet  there  are  baud^  ^tie^tcbed  out  to  draw 
me  near. 
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It  is  the  voice  of  Jesus  that  I  hear, 

His  are  the  hands  stretched  out  to  draw  me 
near. 
And  His  the  blood  that  can  for  all  atone, 
And  set  me  faultless  there  before  the  throne. 

O  great  absolver,  grant  my  soul  may  wear 
The  lowliest  garb  of  penitence  and  prayer, 
That  in  the  Father's  courts  my  glorious  dress 
May  be  the  garment  of  Thy  righteousness. 

Yea,  Thou  wilt  answer  for  me,  righteous' Lord; 
Thine  all  the  merits,  mine  the  great  reward ; 
Thine  the  sharp  thorns^  and  mine  the  golden 

crown; 
Mine  the  life  won,  and  Thine  the  life  laid 
down. 

Naught  can  I  bring,  dear  Lord,  for  all  I  owe. 
Yet  let  my  full  heart  what  it  can  bestow ; 
Like  Mary's  gift  let  my  devotion  prove, 
Forgiven  greatly,  how  I  greatly  love. 

s.  J.  stone. 


w 
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EARY  with  my  load  of  sin, 
All  diseased  and  faint  within ; 
See  me.  Lord,  Thy  grace  entreat, 
See  me  prostrate  at  Thy  feet : 
Here  before  Thy  cross  I  lie, 
Here  I  live  or  here  I  die. 

I  have  tried  and  tried  in  vain 
Many  ways  to  ease  my  pain : 
Now  aU  other  hope  is  past. 
Only  this  is  left  at  last, 
Here  before  Thy  cross  I  lie, 
Here  I  live  or  here  I  die. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  LIFE. 

3  If  I  perish  be  it  here, 
With  the  Friend  of  sixmers  near : 
Lord,  it  is  enough — I  know 
Never  sinner  perished  so ! 
Here  before  Thy  cross  I  lie, 
Here  I  cannot,  cannot  die. 

W.  ROBINSON. 

TRUST  AND  PEACE. 

CM.  double. 

AS  helpless  as  a  child  who  clings 
Fast  to  his  father's  arm. 
And  casts  his  weakness  on  the  strength 

That  keeps  him  safe  from  harm ; 
So  I,  my  Father,  cling  to  Thee, 

And  thus  I  every  hour 
Would  link  my  earthly  feebleness 
To  Thine  almighty  power, 

2  As  trustful  as  a  child  who  looks 

Up  in  his  mother's  face, 
And  all  his  little  griefs  and  fears 

Forgets  in  her  embrace ; 
So  I  to  Thee,  my  Saviour,  look. 

And  in  Thy  face  divine 
Can  read  the  love  that  wiQ  sustain 

As  weak  a  faith  as  mine. 

3  As  loving  as  a  child  who  sits 

Close  by  his  parent's  knee, 
And  knows  no  want  while  it  can  have 

That  sweet  society ; 
So,  sitting  at  Thy  feet,  my  heart 

Would  all  its  love  outpour. 
And  pray  that  Thou  wouldst  teach  me.  Lord, 

To  love  Thee  iioie  audTaote. 
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BEQONEy  unbeUef ; 
My  Saviout  is  near, 
And  for  my  relief 

Wni  surely  appear ; 
By  prayer  let  me  wrestle, 
Ajid  He  will  perform ; 
With  Christ  in  the  vessel, 
I  smile  at  the  storm, 

2  Though  dark  be  my  way. 

Since  He  is  my  guide, 
'Tis  mine  to  obey ; 

'Tis  His  to  provide  ; 
Though  cisterns  be  broken, 

And  creatures  all  fail, 
The  word  He  hath  spoken 

Shall  surely  prevaH. 

3  His  love  in  time  past 

Forbids  me  to  think, 
He'll  leave  me  at  last 

In  trouble  to  sink. 
He  cannot  have  taught  me 

To  trust  in  His  name. 
And  thus  far  have  brought  me 

To  put  me  to  shame. 

4  Why  should  I  complain 

Of  want  or  distress, 
Temptation  or  pain  ? 

He  told  me  no  less  : 
The  heirs  of  salvation, 

I  know  from  His  word, 
Thtough  much  tribulation 

Must  follow  their  Lord. 

5  How  bitter  that  cup, 

N'o  heart  can  conceive, 
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Which  He  drank  quite  up. 

That  sinners  might  live ; 
His  way  was  much  rougher 

And  darker  than  mine  ; 
Did  Jesus  thus  suffer, 

And  shall  I  repine  ? 

6  Since  all  that  I  meet 

Shall  work  for  my  good. 
The  bitter  is  sweet, 

The  medicine  food ; 
Though  painful  at  present, 

'Twill  cease  before  long ; 
And  then,  O  how  pleasant 

ThQ  conqueror's  song ! 

J.  NEWTON. 
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"DENEATH  Thy  wing,  0  God,  I  rest, 
^     Under  Thy  shadow  safely  lie, 
By  Thine  own  strength  in  peace  possest, 
While  dreaded  evils  pass  me  by. 

2  With  strong  desire  I  here  can  stay 

To  see  Thy  love  its  work  complete ; 
Here  can  I  wait  a  long  delay, 
Eeposing  at  my  Saviour's  feet. 

3  My  place  of  lowly  service  too, 

Beneath  that  sheltering  wing  I  see ; 
For  all  the  work  I  have  to  do 

Is  done  through  strengthening  trust  in  Thee. 

4  In  faith  and  patience  is  repose. 

In  faith  and  rest  my  strength  shall  be ; 
And,  when  Thy  joy  the  church  o'erflows, 
I  know  that  it  vfll  \\Bit.  xoa. 


TllUSr  AND  PEACE. 


336 
B 


L.M. 

E  still,  my  heart !  these  anxious  cares 

To  thee  are  burdens,  thorns,  and  snares ; 
They  cast  dishonour  on  thy  Lord, 
And  contradict  His  gracious  word. 


2  When  first  before  His  mercy-seat 
Thou  didst  to  Him  thy  all  commit, 

He  gave  thee  warrant,  from  that  hour, 
To  trust  His  wisdom,  love,  and  power. 

3  Did  ever  trouble  yet  befall. 
And  He  refuse  to  hear  thy  call  ? 

And  has  He  not  His  promise  passed, 
That  thou  shalt  overcome  at  last  ? 

4  He  who  has  helped  me  hitherto, 
Will  help  me  all  my  journey  through ; 

And  give  me  daily  cause  to  raise 
New  Ebenezers  to  His  praise. 

5  Though  rough  and  thorny  be  the  road. 
It  leads  thee 'home,  apace,  to  God : 

Then  count  thy  present  trials  small, 
For  heaven  will  make  amends  for  all. 

J.  NEWTON. 
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COMMIT  thou  all  thy  griefs 
And  ways  into  His  hands, 
To  His  sure  truth,  and  tender  care, 
Who  earth  and  heaven  commands ; 

Who  points  the  clouds  their  course. 
Whom  winds  and  seas  obey ; 
He  shall  direct  thy  wandering  feet, 
ffe  shall  prepare  thy  way, 

s 
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3  Put  thou  thy  trust  in  God, 
In  duty's  path  go  on ; 

Fix  on  His  word  thy  steadfast  eye, 
So  shall  thy  work  be  done. 

4  No  profit  canst  thou  gain 
By  self-consuming  care ; 

To  Trim  commend  thy  cause,  His  ear 
Attends  the  softest  prayer; 

5  He  everywhere  hath  sway, 
And  all  things  serve  His  might : 

His  every  act  pure  blessing  is. 
His  path,  unsullied  light. 

6  Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears  ; 
Hope,  and  be  undismayed  ; 

God  hears  thy  sighs,  and  counts  thy  tears; 
God  shall  lift  up  thy  head. 

7  Through  waves,  and  clouds,  and  storms, 
He  gently  clears  thy  way : 

Wait  thou  His  time — thy  darkest  night 
Shall  end  in  brightest  day. 

p.  GERHARDT,  tranS,  J.  WESLEY. 
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AY  by  day  the  manna  fell, 

0  to  learn  this  lesson  well ! 
Stni  by  constant  mercy  fed. 
Give  me,  Lord,  my  daily  bread. 


2  Day  by  day,  the  promise  reads  ; 
Daily  strength  for  daily  needs : 
Cast  foreboding  fears  away. 
Take  the  manna  of  to-day. 
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3  Lord !  my  times  are  in  Thy  hand ; 
All  my  sanguine  hopes  have  planned 

To  Thy  wisdom  I  resign. 

And  would  make  that  promise  mine. 

4  Thou  my  daily  task  shalt  give, 
Day  by  day  to  Thee  I  live ; 

So  shall  added  years  fulfil, 
Not  my  own, — my  Father's  will. 

5  O  !  to  live  with  mind  subdued. 
Yet  elate  with  gratitude : 

Strong  in  faith,  exempt  from  care. 
By  the  energy  of  prayer ! 

J.  CONDER. 
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PATHEE,  beneath  Thy  sheltering  wing, 
In  sweet  security  we  rest ! 
And  fear  no  evil  earth  can  bring, 
In  life,  in  death,  supremely  blest. 

2  For  life  is  good,  whose  tidal  flow 

The  motions  of  Thy  will  obeys ; 
And  death  is  good,  that  makes  us  know 
The  life  divine,  that  all  things  sways. 

3  And  good  it  is  to  bear  the  cross. 

And  so  Thy  perfect  peace  to  win  ; 

And  naught  is  ill,  nor  brings  us  loss, 

Nor  works  us  harm,  save  only  sin. 

4  Redeemed  from  this,  we  ask  no  more, 

But  trust  the  love  that  saves  to  guide ; 
The  grace  that  yields  so  rich  a  store, 
Will  grant  us  all  we  need  beside. 

W.  H.  BURLEIGH. 
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EATHER,  I  know  that  all  my  life 
Is  portioned  out  for  me. 
And  changes  that  are  sure  to  come, 

I  do  not  fear  to  see  ; 
But  ask  Thee  for  a  present  mind. 
Intent  on  pleasing  Thee. 

2  I  ask  Thee  for  a  thoughtful  love. 

Through  constant  watching  wise. 
To  meet  the  glad  with  joyful  smiles. 

And  wipe  the  weeping  eyes ; 
A  heart  at  leisure  from  itself. 

To  soothe  and  sympathize. 

3  I  would  not  have  the  restless  will 

That  hurries  to  and  fro, 
Seeking  for  some  great  thing  to  do. 

Or  secret  thing  to  know ; 
I  would  be  treated  as  a  child, 

And  guided  where  I  go. 

4  Wherever  in  the  world  I  am. 

In  whatsoe'er  estate, 
I  have  a  fellowship  with  hearts 

To  keep  and  cultivate ; 
A  work  of  lowly  love  to  do 

For  Him  on  whom  I  wait. 

5  I  ask  Thee  .for  the  daily  strength. 

To  none  that  ask  denied, 
A  mind  to  blend  with  outward  life. 

While  keeping  at  Thy  side ; 
Content  to  fill  a  little  space. 

If  Thou  be  glorified. 

C  Briars  beset  our  every  path, 
Wliich  call  for  patient  care ; 
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There  is  a  cross  in  every  lot,  *  , 

And  earnest  need  for  prayer : 
But  lowly  hearts  that  lean  on  Thee 

Are- happy  anywhere. 

7  In  service  which  Thy  will  appoints. 
There  are  no  bonds  for  me ; 
My  inmost  heart  is  taught  "  the  truth," 

That  makes  Thy  children  "  free ; " 
A  life  of  self-renouncing  love, 
Is  a  life  of  liberty. 

A.  L.  WARING.* 

GO  not  far  from  me^  0  my  Strength, 
Whom  all  my  times  obey ; 
Take  from  me  anything  Thou  wilt, 

But  go  not  Thou  away — 
And  let  the  storm  that  does  Thy  work 
Deal  with  me  as  it  may. 

2  On  Thy  compassion  I  repose. 

In  weakness  and  distress ; 
I  will  not  ask  for  greater  ease, 

Lest  I  should  love  Thee  less ; 
O  'tis  a  blessed  thing  for  me 

To  need  Thy  tenderness ! 

3  Thy  love  has  many  a  lighted  path 

No  outward  eye  can  trace  ; 
And  my  heart  sees  Thee  in  the  deep. 

With  darkness  on  its  face. 
And  communes  with  Thee  *mid  the  storm, 

As  in  a  secret  place. 

4  When  I  am  feeble  as  a  child, 

And  flesh  and  heart  give  way. 
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Then  on  Thy  everlasting  strength 

With  passive  trust  I  stay, 
And  the  rough  wind  becomes  a  song, 

The  darkness  shines  like  day. 

5  There  is  no  death  for  me  to  fear. 
For  Christ,  my  Lord,  hath  died ; 
There  is  no  curse  in  this  my  pain. 

For  He  was  crucified ; 
And  it  is  fellowship  with  Him 
That  keeps  me  near  His  side. 

A.  L.  WARma 


ftSA 

TTE  bids  us  come !  His  voice  we  know, 
-"•    And  boldly  on  the  waters  go 

To  Him,  our  Lord  and  God  : 
We  walk  on  life's  tempestuous  sea. 
For  He  who  died  to  set  us  free, 

Hath  called  us  by  His  word. 

2  Secure  from  troubled  waves  we  tread, 
Nor  all  the  storms  around  us  heed, 

While  to  our  Lord  we  look ; 
O'er  every  fierce  temptation  bound, 
The  billows  yield  a  solid  ground, 

The  wave  is  firm  as  rock. 

3  But  if  from  Him  we  turn  our  eye. 
And  see  the  raging  floods  run  high. 

And  feel  our  fears  within, 
Our  foes  so  strong,  our  flesh  so  frail. 
Then  doubt  and  unbelief  prevail, 

And  sink  us  into  sin. 

4  Lord,  we  our  unbelief  confess, 
Our  little  spark  oi  MWi  mox^as*^. 
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That  "We  may  doubt  no  more ; 
But  fix  on  Thee  a  steady  eye, 
And  on  Thine  outstretched  arm  rely, 

Till  all  the  storm  is  o'er. 

AVESLEY. 
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HOW  dark,  how  desolate 
Would  many  a  moment  be, 
Could  we  not  spring  on  hope's  bright  winjj..* 
O  God,  to  heaven  and  Thee !  '  ^ 

2  And  sometimes  streaks  of  light 
And  sunny  beams  we  see ; 

They  shine  so  bright  through  sorrow's  night. 
They  needs,  must  come  from  Thee. 

3  So  shall  a  morning  dawn. 
When  earthly  shades  are  o'er. 

Whose  smiling  ray  shall  wake  a  day 
That  night  shall  cloud  no  more. 

4  Blest  hope !  and  sure  as  blest ! 
Life's  shades  of  misery 

Shall  soon  be  past,  and  joy  at  last 
Give  us  to  heaven  and  Thee. 

J.  BOWRING. 

344  lo.io.io.io. 

"  J£0  W  long,  0  lard,  how  long  ?"  Thy  children 
sigh, 

Out  of  the  depths  where  overwhelmed  they  lie ; 
"  Behold  we  faint  beneath  Thy  chastening  rod, 
Where  is  our  Father  ?  where  the  living  God  ?" 

I  "  Best  in  the  Lord  ;  wait  patiently  for  Sim  ;  " 
What  though  the  way  seem  long,  Hia  coixmi^ 
dim; 
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His  chariot  through  the  ages  speeds  alway : 
A  thousand  years  with  Him  are  but  one  day. 

3  Wait  for  the  Lord,  and  though  He  tarry,  wait; 
Ten  thousand  suppliants  throng  Hi>  palace  gate^ 
Yet  not  one  faileth  audience  to  obtain,    * 
Xone  is  forgotten,  none  can  plead  in  vain. 

J.  B.  GREENWOOD. 

7676. 

IN  heavenly  love  abiding, 
No  change  my  heart  shall  fear ; 
And  safe  is  such  confiding. 

For  nothing  changes  here. 
The  storm  may  roar  without  me. 

My  heart  may  low  be  laid. 
But  God  is  round  about  me, 
And  can  I  be  dismayed  ? 

2  Wherever  He  may  guide  me, 
No  want  shall  turn  me  back  ; 

My  Shepherd  is  beside  me. 

And  nothing  can  I  lack. 
His  wisdom  ever  waketh. 

His  sight  is  never  dim  ; 
He  knows  the  way  He  taketh. 

And  I  will  walk  with  Him. 

3  Green  pastures  are  before  me, 
Which  yet  I  have  not  seen ) 

Bright  skies  will  soon  be  o'er  me. 
Where  the  dark  clouds  have  been. 

My  hope  I  cannot  measure ; 
My  path  to  life  is  free ; 

My  Saviour  has  my  treasure. 
And  He  will  walk  with  me. 

A.  L.  WAIUNG. 
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J'EHOVAH  !  'tis  a  glorious  name, 
Abounding  with  delight ; 
It  scatters  round  a  cheerful  beam. 
To  gild  the  darkest  night. 

2  What  though  our  mortal  comforts  fade, 

And  droop,  like  withering  flowers  ? 
Nor  time  nor  death  can  break  that  band 
Which  makes  Jehovah  ours. 

3  My  cares,  I  give  you  to  the  wind, 

And  shake  you  off  like  dust ; 
Well  may  I  trust  my  all  with  Him, 
With  whom  my  soul  I  trust. 

DODDRIDGE. 
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LEAVE  God  to  order  all  thy  ways, 
And  hope  in  Him,  whatever  betide  : 
Thou'lt  find  Him  in  the  evil  days 

Thy  all-sufficient  strength  and  guide ; 
Who  trusts  in  God's  unchanging  love, 
Builds  on  the  rock  that  naught  can  move. 

2  What  can  these  anxious  cares  avail. 

These  never-ceasing  moans  and  sighs  ? 
What  can  it  help  us  to  bewail 

Each  painful  moment  as  it  flies  ? 
Our  cross  and  trials  do  but  press 
The  heavier  for  our  bitterness. 

3  Only  thy  restless  heart  keep  still. 

And  wait  in  cheerful  hope  ;  content 
To  take  whatever  His  gracious  will, 

His  all-discerning  love  hath  sent : 
Nor  doubt  our  inmost  wants  are  known 
To  Him  who  chose  us  for  His  own. 
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4  He  knows  when  joyful  honrs  are  best, 

He  sends  them  as  He  sees  it  meet; 
When  thon  hast  borne  the  fieiy  test. 

And  art  made  free  from  all  deceil^ 
He  comes  to  thee  aU  nnaware. 
And  maizes  thee  own  His  loving  caia 

5  Nor,  in  the  heat  of  pain  and  strife. 

Think  God  hath  cast  thee  off  unheard. 
And  that  the  man,  whose  prosperous  life 

Thou  enviest,  is  of  Him  preferred : 
Time  passes,  and  much  change  doth  bring, 
And  sets  a  bound  to  everything! 

6  Sing,  pray,  and  swerve  not  from  Hia  ways, 

But  do  thine  own  part  faithfuUy, 
Trust  His  rich  promises  of  grace, 

So  shall  they  be  fulfilled  in  thee : 
God  never  yet  forsook  at  need. 
The  soul  that  trusted  Him  indeed. 

NEUMARCK,  trans,  C.  WINKWOBTH. 
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"  JJOOKING  unto  Jmis  * 

With  the  eye  of  faith. 
Telling  Him  our  troubles. 

Hearing  what  He  saith, — 
Like  the  day-spring  stealing 

Through  the  shades  of  night, 
Silently  it  tumeth 

Darkness  into  lialit. 
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"  Looking  unto  Jesiis,** 
In  a  sweet  accord 

Knitteth  the  disciple 
To  tho  abseiAlioiA.*. 


TETTST  AND  PEACE. 

To  our  soul's  complainings 

Jesus  giveth  heed, 
Pouiing  out  His  fulness 

Over  aJl  our  need. 

3  " Looking  unto  Jestos" 

In  the  stormy  day, 
Tis  His  gracious  Spirit 

Cheers  us  on  our  way  : 
Looking  still  to  Jesus, 

When  the  storms  retreat, 
He  will  be  our  shelter 

From  the  noontide  heat ! 

4  "  Looking  unto  Jesus" 

From  the  bed  of  pain, 
As  a  suffering  brother, 

Jesus  will  sustain. 
Looking  still  to  Jesus, 

In  the  hour  of  death, 
Lo  I  "  the  everlasting 

Arms  are  wnderneath!* 

J.  CREWDSON. 

10ED,  we  know  that  Thou  art  near  us. 
Though  Thou  seem'st  to  hide  Thy  face ; 
And  are  sure  that  Thou  dost  hear  us. 
Though  no  answer  we  embrace. 

2  Not  one  promise  shall  miscarry ; 

Not  one  blessing  come  too  late ; 

Though  the  vision  long  may  tarry, 

Give  us  patience.  Lord,  to  wait ! 

3  While  withholding,  Thou  art  giving 

In  Thine  own  appointed  way ; 
And  while  waiting  we've  receiving 
Blessings  suited  to  our  day. 


THE  chrishax  life. 

4  O  the  TTondioiis  lovingkmdiiess. 

Planning,  working  oat  of  sight ! 
Bearing  with  us  in  our  blindness ! 
Out  of  darkness  bringing  light 

5  Weaving  blessings  out  of  trials ; 

Out  of  grief  evolving  bliss ; 
Answering  prayer  by  wise  denials 
When  Thy  children  ask  amiss ! 

6  And  when  faith  shall  end  in  vision, 

And  when  prayer  is  lost  in  praise ; 
Then  shall  love,  in  full  fruition. 
Justify  Thy  secret  ways. 

J.  CBEWDSON. 

350  C.M 

TITY  Father,  it  is  good  for  me 
-"-'-    To  trust,  and  not  to  trace  ; 
And  wait,  with  deep  humility. 
For  Thy  revealing  grace. 

2  Lord !  when  Thy  way  is  in  the  sea. 

And  strange  to  mortal  sense, 
I  love  Thee  in  the  mystery, 
I  trust  Thy  providence. 

3  I  cannot  see  the  secret  things 

In  this  my  dark  abode ; 
I  may  not  reach  with  earthly  wings 
The  heights  and  depths  of  God. 

4  So,  faith  and  patience  !  wait  awhile  ! 

^  Not  doubting,  not  in  fear ; 
For  soon  in  heaven  my  Father's  smile 
Shall  render  all  things  clear. 


TRUST  AND  PEACE. 

5  Then  Thou  shalt  end  Time's  short  eclipse, 
Its  dim  imcertaiii  night ; 
Bring  in  the  grand  apocalypse, 
Eeveal  the  perfect  light. 

Q.  RAWSOX. 

3ol  10.  ic. 

TtrOT  what  I  am,  0  Lord,  but  what  Thou  art : 
^     That,  that  alone  can  be  my  souFs  true 

rest; 
Thy  love,  not  mine,  bids  fear  and  doubt  depart. 
And  stills  the  tempest  of  my  throbbing  breast. 

2  Thy  name  is  love  !  I  hear  it  from  yon  cross ; 

Thy  name  is  love !  I  hear  it  from  yon  tomb ; 
All  meaner  love  is  perishable  dross, 

But  this  shall  light  me  through  time's  thickest 
gloom. 

3  Girt  with  the  love  of  God  on  every  side. 

Breathing  that  love  as  Heaven's  own  healing 
air, 
I  work  or  wait,  still  following  my  Guide, 
Braving  each  foe,  escaping  every  snare, 

4  'Tis  what  I  know  of  Thee,  my  Lord  and  God, 

That  fills  my  soul  with  peace,  my  lips  with 
song; 
Thou  art  my  health,  my  joy,  my  staff,  and  rod  ; 
Leaning  on  Thee,  in  weakness  I  am  strong. 

5  More  of  Thyself,  0  show  me  hour  by  hour ! 

More  of  Thy  glory — 0  my  God  and  Lord  ! 
More  of  Thyself,  in  all  Thy  grace  and  power ; 
More  of  Thy  love  and  truth,  Incarnate  Word  I 

H.  BONAIL 
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OBLESSto  life  I  the  heart  ftt  rest. 
When  all  without  tamnltnons  seems, 
That  trusts  a  higher  will,  and  deems 
That  higher  will,  not  mine,  the  best. 

2  O  blessed  life  !  the  mind  that  sees,— 

Whatever  chaise  the  years  may  bringr- 
A  mercy  still  in  everything,        * 
And  shining  through  all  mysteries. 

3  0  blessed  life !  the  soul  that  soars. 

When  sense  of  mortal  sight  is  diln, 

Beyond  the  sense-^beyond  to  Him 

Whose  love  unlocks  the  heavenly  doors. 

4  0  blessM  life  !  heart,  mind,  and  soul 

Erom  self-bom  aims  and  wishes  free, 

In  all — at  one  with  Deity, 
And  loyal  to  the  Lord's  conlroL 

5  0  life  I  how  blessed !  how  divine  I 

High  life,  the  earnest  of  a  higher ! 
Saviour,  fulfil  my  deep  desire. 
And  let  this  blessed  life  be  mine. 

w.  T.  MATSON. 
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A  FOR  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink, 
^     Though  pressed  by  many  a  foe ; 
That  will  not  tremble  on  the  brink 
Of  any  earthly  woe : — 

2  That  wiU  not  murmur  nor  complain 
Beneath  the  chastening  rod ; 
But  in  the  hour  oi  gtie^l  ot  "^^ixi^ 
Can  lean  iipoii  ita  C3jo3l, 


TRUST  AND  PEACE. 

5  A  faith  that  shines  more  bright  and  clear 
When  tempests  I'age  without ; 
That  when  in  danger  knows  no  fear, 
In  darkness  feels  no  doubt : — 

\.  That  bears  immoved  the  world's  dread  frown, 
Nor  Jieeds  its  scornful  smile ; 
That  sin's  wild  ocean  cannot  drown, 
Nor  its  soft  arts  beguile. 

;  A  faith  that  keeps  the  narrow  way 
Till  life's  last  spark  is  fled ; 
And  with  a  pure  and  heavenly  ray 
lights  up  a  dying  bed. 

5  Lord,  give  us  such  a  faith  as  this, 
And  then,  whate'er  may  come. 
We'll  taste,  e'en  here,  the  hallowed  bliss 
Of  ah  eternal  home. 

W.  H.  BATHURST. 
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OLAMB  of  God !  that  tak'st  away 
Our  sin,  and  bidd'st  our  sorrow  cease, 
Turn  Thou,  0  turn  this  night  to  day  j 
Grant  us  Thy  peace ! 

2  The  troubled  world  hath  war  without ; 

The  restless  wayward  heart  within 
Hath  fear  and  weariness  and  doubt. 
And  death  and  sin. 

3  And  there  are  needs  that  none  can  know, 

And  tears  no  eye  but  Thine  can  see  \ 
Hopes  naught  can  satiaiy  belo\7 : 
We  look  to  Thee  1 
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4  Probe  deep  the  wound  if  so  Thou  wilfc. 
If  pain  must  wake  us.     Fuige  our  diosd; 
Help  us  to  lay  our  load  of  guilt 
Beneath  Thy  cross ; 

3  That  we,  amid  the  toil  and  strife. 
And  storms  that  never  end  below. 
Through  all  the  change  and  chance  of  life, 
Thy  peace  may  know : 

6  The  peace  that  is  not  ours  but  Thine, — 
O  safe  and  true  and  deathless  thus ! — 
'Gainst  which  all  storms  in  vain  combine, 
Grant,  grant  to  us ! 

A.  BOND. 
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OLORD,  how  happy  should  we  be 
If  we  could  cast  our  care  on  Theo, 
If  we  from  self  could  rest ; 
And  feel  at  heart  that  One  above 
In  perfect  wisdom,  perfect  love. 
Is  working  for  the  best. 

2  How  far  from  this  our  daily  life  ! 
How  oft  disturbed  by  anxious  strife, 

By  sudden  wild  alarms ! 
0  !  could  we  but  relinquish  all 
Our  earthly  props,  and  simply  fall 

On  Thine  Almighty  arms  ! 

3  Could  we  but  kneel  and  cast  our  load, 
E'en  while  we  pray,  upon  our  God  ; 

Then  rise  with  lightened  cheer. 
Sure  that  the  Father,  who  is  nigh 
To  still  the  famished  raven's  crv, 

"Will  hear  in  that  wo  fear. 


TBUST  AND  PEACE. 

Lord,  make  these  faithless  hearts  of  ours 
Such  lessons  learn  from  birds  and  flowers ; 

Make  them  from  self  to  cease, 
Leave  all  things  to  a  Father's  will, 
And  taste,  before  Him  lying  still, 

E'en  in  affiction,  peace. 

J.  ANSTICE. 
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QUIET,  Lord,  my  froward  heart, 
Make  me  teachable  and  mild, 
Humble,  upright,  free  from  art : 

Make  me  as  a  little  child ; 
From  distrust  and  envy  free. 
Pleased  with  all  that  pleases  Thee. 

2  What  Thou  shalt  to-day  provide. 

Let  me  thankfully  receive  ; 
What  to-morrow  may  betide, 

Calmly  to  Thy  wisdom  leave : 
'lis  enough  that  Thou  wilt  care ; 
Why  should  I  the  burden  bear  ? 

3  As  a  little  child  relies 

On  a  care  beyond  his  own, — 
Elnows  he's  neither  strong  nor  wise, 

Fears  to  stir  a  step  alone, — 
Let  me  thus  with  Thee  abide, 
As  my  Father,  Guard,  and  Guide. 

J.  NEWTON. 
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KEJOICE,  believer,  in  the  Lord, 
Who  makes  your  cause  His  own ; 
The  hope  that's  built  upon  His  word 
Can  ne'er  be  overthrown. 
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2  Though  many  foes  beset  your  load^ 

And  feeble  is  your  ann. 
Your  life  is  hid  with  Ghiist  in  GU)d, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  harm. 

3  Weak  as  you  are,  you  shall  not  faint; 

Or  fainting  shall  not  die ; 
Jesus,  the  strength  of  every  saint. 
Will  aid  you  from  on  high. 

4  Though  sometimes  unperceived  by  seijse, 

Faith  sees  Him  always  near. 
A  guide,  a  glory,  a  defence ; 
Then  what  have  you  to  fear  ? 

5  As  surely  as  He  overcame, 

And  triumphed  once  for  you ; 
So  surely  you  that  love  His  name 
Shall  triumph  in  Him  too. 

J.  NEWTON. 
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I  AY  not,  my  soul,  "  From  whence 
Can  God  relieve  my  care  ? " 
Eemember  that  Omnipotence 
Has  servants  everywhere. 

2  God's  help  is  always  sure, 
His  methods  seldom  guessed ; 

Delay  will  make  our  pleasure  pure, 
Surprise  will  give  it  zest. 

3  His  wisdom  is  sublime, 
His  heart  profoundly  kind ; 

God  never  is  before  His  time. 
And  never  is  behind. 

4  Hast  thou  assumed  a  load, 
Which  few  will  share  with  thee,- 
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And  art  thou  canying  it  for  God, 
And  shall  He  fail  to  see  ? 

5       Be  comforted  at  heart. 
Thou  art  not  left  alone ; 
Now,  thou  the  Lord's  companion  art ; 
Soon,  thou  wilt  share  His  throne. 

T.  T.  LYNCH. 
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THOU,  Lord,  my  path  shalt  choose, 
And  my  Guide  be. 
What  shall  I  fear  to  lose 

While  I  have  Thee  ? 
This  be  my  portion  blest, —  . 
On  my  Eedeemer's  breast, 
In  peaceful  trust  to  rest ; 
He  cares  for  me ! 

2  This  lightens  every  cross, 

Cheers  every  ill ; 
Suflfer  I  grief  or  loss. 

It  is  Thy  Willi 
One  who  makes  no  mistake, 
Chooseth  the  way  I  take ; 
He,  who  can  ne'er  forsake, 

Holds  my  hand  still. 

3  Sweet  words  of  peace  and  love 

Christ  whispers  me : 
Bearing  my  soul  above 

Life's  troubled  sea. 
This  be  my  portion  blest, — 
On  my  Eedeemer's  breast, 
In  peaceful  trust  to  rest : 

He  cares  for  me ! 
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4  Christ  died  my  love  to  win, 

Christ  is  my  tower : 
He  will  be  with  me  in 

Each  trying  hour. 
He  makes  the  wounded  whole. 
He  will  my  heart  console. 
He  will  uphold  my  soul 

By  His  own  power. 

5  To  Thee,  the  only  Wise, 

Whatever  be, 
I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes, 

Joyful  in  Thee. 
This  be  my  portion  blest, — 
On  my  Eedeemer's  breast, 
In  peaceful  trust  to  rest : 

He  cares  for  me  1 

Trans,  from  German, 
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THOU  only  source  of  true  delight. 
Whom  I  unseen  adore ; 
Unveil  Thy  beauties  to  my  sight, 
That  I  may  love  Thee  more. 

2  Thy  glory  o'er  creation  shines. 

But  in  Thy  sacred  word 
I  read  in  fairer,  brighter  lines. 
My  bleeding,  dying  Lord. 

3  Tis  here,  whene'er  my  comforts  droop. 

And  sins  and  sorrows  rise, 
Thy  love  with  cheerful  beams  of  hope 
My  fainting  heart  supplies. 

4  But,  ah  f  too  soon  the  pleasing  scepe 

Is  clouded  o*er  with  pain ; 


CM. 


TRUST  AND  PEACE. 

My  gloomy  fears  rise  dark  between, 
And  I  again  complain. 

5  Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  life,  my  light ! 

O  come  with  blissful  ray ! 
Break  radiant  through  the  shades  of  night, 
And  chase  my  fears  away. 

6  Then  shall  my  soul  with  rapture  trace 

The  wonders  of  Thy  love ; 
But  the  full  glories  of  Thy  face 
Are  only  known  above. 

A.  STEELE. 

THOU  very  present  aid 
In  suffering  and  distress, 
The  soul,  which  still  on  Thee  is  stayed. 
Is  kept  in  perfect  peace. 

2  The  soul  in  faith  reclined 
On  the  Eedeemer's  breast, 

'Mid  raging  storms,  exults  to  find 
An  everlasting  rest. 

3  Sorrow  and  fear  are  gone. 
Whene'er  Thy  face  appears  : 

It  stills  the  sighing  orphan's  moan, 
And  dries  the  widow's  tears. 

4  It  hallows  every  cross, 
It  sweetly  comforts  me, 

Makes  me  forget  my  every  loss. 
And  find  my  all  in  Thee. 

5  Jesus,  to  whom  I  fly, 
Doth  all  my  wishes  fill ; 

What  though  created  streams  are  dry, 
I  have  the  fountain  still. 
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6      Stripped  of  my  eaxthly  friends, 
I  £bid  them  all  in  One ; 
And  peace,  and  joy  that  never  ends, 
And  heaven,  in  Christ  begun. 

0.  WESLEY  * 

362  c^ 

THOU,  who  our  faithless  hearts  canst  read, 
And  know'st  each  weakness  there ; 
Poor,  trembling,  faint,  with  Thee  we  plead, 
O  turn  not  from  our  prayer ! 

2  We  cannot  grasp  from  hour  to  hour 

The  truths  Thy  gospel  saith ; 
Then  aid  us  by  Thy  heavenly  power. 
And  so  increase  our  faith, 

3  That  we  may  trust  Thy  guardian  care. 

When  no  kind  hand  we  see ; 
That  we  may  lift  our  souls  in  prayer 
XJndoubtingly  to  Thee. 

4  Help  us  to  gaze  on  things  imseen 

By  eyes  of  mortal  si^t : 
To  pierce  through  earth's  dark  veil,  and  glean 
Some  beams  of  heavenly  light. 

5  Thy  glorious  presence  may  we  see. 

When  earth's  last  tie  is  riven ; 
In  faith  then  trust  our  souls  to  Thee, 
Till  we  awake  in  heaven. 

J.  B.  BBOWX. 
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T>  Thee,  O  dear,  dear  Saviour, 
My  spirit  turns  for  rest. 
My  peace  i^  mT\i3  ia^xour. 
My  ^ttovr  oii'rby\fres3&\.. 
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Though  all  the  world  deceive  me, 

I  know  that  I  am  Thine, 
And  Thou  wilt  never  leave  me, 

O  blessfed  Savioiu:  mine ! 

2  In  Thee  my  trust  abideth. 

On  Thee  my  hope  relies  ; 
0  Thou,  whose  love  provideth 

For  all  beneath  the  skies ! 
O  Thou,  whose  mercy  found  me. 

From  bondage  set  me  free. 
And  then  for  ever  bound  me. 

With  threefold  cords  to  Thee ! 

3  0  for  a  heart  to  love  Thee 

More  truly  as  I  ought, 
And  nothing  place  above  Thee, 

In  deed,  or  word,  or  thought ! 
O  for  that  choicest  blessing 

Of  living  in  Thy  love. 
And  thus  on  earth  possessing 

The  peace  of  heaven  above ! 

J.  S.  B.  MONSELL. 
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IS.  bless  Thee  for  Thy  peace,  O  God, 
Deep  as  the  iinf  athomed  sea. 
Which  f  aUs  like  sunshine  on  the  road 
Of  those  who  trust  in  Thee. 

2  We  ask  not.  Father,  for  repose 
Which  comes  from  outward  rest, 

If  we  may  have  through  all  life's  woes 
Thy  peace  within  our  breast. 

3  That  peace  which  suffers  and  is  strong, 
Trusts  where  it  cannot  see. 

Deems  not  the  trial-way  too  long, 
But  leaves  the  end  with  Thee. 
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4  That  peace  which  flows  serene  and  deep, 

A  river  in  the  soul. 
Whose  banks  a  living  verdure  keep — 
God's  sunshine  o'er  the  whola 

5  O  Father,  give  our  hearts  this  peace, 

Whate'er  the  outward  be. 
Till  all  life's  discipline  shall  cease. 
And  we  go  home  to  Thee. 

Cong.  SupplefMwt. 

365  8-8-84 

11/ E  cannot  always  trace  the  way, 

' '      Where  Thou,  our  gracious  Lord,  dost 

move, 
But  we  can  always  surely  say 
That  Thou  art  Love. 

2  When  fear  its  gloomy  cloud  will  fling 

0*er  earth,  our  souls  to  heaven  above 
As  to  their  sanctuary  spring ; 
For  Thou  art  Love. 

3  When  mystery  shrouds  our  darkened  path, 

We'll  check  our  dread,  our  doubts  reprove; 
In  this  our  soul  sweet  comfort  hath. 
That  Thou  art  Love. 

4  Yes,  Thou  art  Love — a  truth  like  this 

Can  every  gloomy  thought  remove. 
And  turn  all  tears,  all  woes  to  bliss ; 
Our  God  is  Love  ! 

J.  BOWRIN'G. 

366  ex 

TIT'E  walk  by  faith,  and  not  by  sight ; 
**      No  gracious  words  we  hear 
From  Him  who  spoke  as  never  man. 
But  we  believe  Him  near. 


TRUST  AND  PEACE. 

2  "We  may  not  touch  His  hands  and  side, 

Nor  follow  where  He  trod ; 
But  in  His  promise  we  rejoice, 
And  cry,  *  My  Lord  and,  Qod  ! ' 

3  Help  Thou,  0  Lord,  our  unbelief ; 

And  may  our  faith  abound, 
To  CEill  on  Thee  when  Thou  ai*t  near. 
And  seek  where  Thou  art  found. 

4  That  when  our  life  of  faith  is  done. 

In  realms  of  clearer  light 
We  may  behold  Thee  as  Thou  art. 
With' full  and  endless  sight. 

H.  ALFORD. 

WHEN"  sins  and  fears  prevailing  rise. 
And  fainting  hope  almost  expires, 
Jesus,  to  Thee  I  lift  mine  eyes. 

To  Thee  I  breathe  my  soul's  desires. 

2  Art  Thou  not  mine,  my  living  Lord  ? 

And  can  my  hope,  my  comfort  die, 
Fixed  on  Thy  everlasting  word. 

That  word  which  built  the  earth  and  sky  ? 

3  If  my  immortal  Saviour  lives. 

Then  my  immortal  life  is  sure ; 
His  word  a  firm  foundation  gives ; 
Here  let  me  build  and  rest  secure. 

4  Here,  0  my  soul,  thy  trust  repose  ! 

If  Jesus  is  for  ever  mine. 
Not  death  itself,  that  last  of  foes. 
Shall  brQak  a  union  so  divine. 

A.  STEELE. 
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HEN  darkness  long  has  veiled  my  mind, 


And  smiling  day  once  more  appears, 
Then,  my  Eedeemer !  then  I  find 
The  folly  of  my  doubts  and  fears. 

2  I  chide  my  nnbelieving  heart, 

And  blush  that  I  should  ever  be 
Thus  prone  to  act  so  base  a  part. 

Or  harbour  one  hard  thought  of  Thee. 

3  0  let  me,  then,  at  length,  be  taught 

What  I  am  still  so  slow  to  learh. 
That  God  is  love,  and  changes  not, 
Nor  knows  the  shadow  of  a  turn. 

4  Sweet  truth,  and  easy  to  repeat ! 

But,  when  my  faith  is  sharply  tried, 
I  find  myself  a  learner  yet. 

Unskilful,  weak,  and  apt  to  slide. 

5  But,  0  my  Lord !  one  look  from  Thee 

Subdues  the  disobedient  will ; 
Drives  doubt  and  discontent  away, 
And  Thy  rebellious  child  is  still. 

6  Thou  art  as  ready  to  forgive. 

As  I  am  ready  to  repine ; 
Thou,  therefore,  all  the  praise  receive ; 
Be  shame  and  self-abhorrence  mine. 

COWPER. 
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TITHEN"  we  cannot  see  our  way, 
^^     Let  us  trust  and  still  obey ; 
He  who  "bids  us  ioT:'w«:t^  ^q. 
Cannot  fail  tke  y^^  ^^o  ^Qrw. 


f 


7s. 


TRUST  AND  PEACE. 

2  Though  the  sea  be  deep  and  wide, 
Though  a  passage  seem  denied, 

Fearless,  let  us  still  proceed. 
Since  the  Lord  vouchsafes  to  lead. 

3  Though  it  be  the  gloom  of  night, 
Though  we  see  no  ray  of  Hght, 

Since  the  Lord  Himself  is  there, 
'Tis  not  meet  that  we  should  fear. 

4  Night  with  Him  is  never  night, 
Where  He  is,  there  all  is  light ; 

When  He  calls  us,  why  delay  ? 
They  are  happy  who  obey. 

5  Be  it  ours,  then,  while  we're  here, 
Him  to  follow  without  fear ; 

Where  He  calls  us,  there  to  go ; 
What  He  bids  us,  that  to  do. 

T.  KELLY. 
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11/ mO  trusts  in  God,  a  strong  abode 
*  *     In  heaven  and  earth  possesses  ; 
Who  looks  in  love  to  Christ  above, 
No  fear  his  heart  oppresses. 

2  In  Thee  alone,  dear  Lord,  we  own 

Sweet  hope  and  consolation ; 
Our  shield  from  foes,  our  balm  for  woes, 
Our  great  and  sure  salvation ! 

3  Though  Satan's  wrath  beset  our  path, 

And  worldly  scorn  assail  us, 
Whilst  Thou  art  near  we  will  not  fear, 
Thy  strength  shall  never  fail  us. 

4  Thy  rod  and  staff  shall  keep  us  safe, 

And  guide  our  steps  for  ever ; 
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Nor  shades  of  death,  nor  hell  beneath, 
Our  souls  from  Thee  shall  sever. 

In  all  the  strife  of  mortal  life 
Our  feet  shall  stand  securely ; 

Temptation's  hour  shall  lose  its  power, 
For  Thou  shalt  guard  us  surely. 

M.  LUTHER,  trans.  B.  H.  KENHSDT. 
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HY  those  fears  ? — behold  'tis  Jesus 
Holds  the  helm,  and  guides  the  ship: 
Spread  the  sails,  and  catch  the  breezes 
Sent  to  waft  us  through  the  deep. 
To  the  regions 
Where  the  mourners  cease  to  weep. 

2  Tliough  the  shore  we  hope  to  land  on. 

Only  by  report  is  known ; 
Yet  we  freely  all  abandon, 

Led  by  that  report  alone  ; 
And  with  Jesus, 
Through  the  trackless  deep  move  on. 

3  Led  by  faith,  we  brave  the  ocean ; 

Led  by  faith,  the  storms  defy ; 
Calm  amid  the  wild  commotion, 

Knowini?  that  our  Lord  is  nis^h  : 
Waves  obey  Him, 
And  the  storms  before  Him  fly. 

4  Rendered  safe  by  His  protection. 

We  shall  pass  the  watery  waste ; 
Trusting  to  His  wise  direction. 

We  shall  gain  the  port  at  last  ; 
And  witb.  vJOudeT, 
Think  oil  toiVs  aivA  (i«a\«^\^  ^^\., 
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5  0  what  pleasnres  there  await  us ! 
There  the  tempests  cease  to  roar ; 
There  it  is  that  those  who  hate  us. 
Shall  molest  our  peace  no  more ; 
Trouble  ceases 
On  that  tranquil,  happy  shore. 

T.  KELLY. 
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VES,  I  do  feel,  my  God,  that  I  am  Thine, 
-*-     Thou  art  my  joy,  myself  mine  only  grief ; 
Hear  my  complaint,  low  bending  at  Thy  shrine — 
'  Lord,  I  believe  ;  help  Thou  mine  unbelief' 

2  Unworthy  even  to  approach  so  near, 

My  soul  lies  trembling  like  a  summer  leaf ; 
Yet,  0  forgive ;  I  doubt  not,  though  I  fear — 
'  Lord,  I  believe  ;  help  Thou  mine  unbelief' 

3  True,  I  am  weak,  and  poor,  and  blind — but  then 

I  know  the  source  whence  I  can  draw  relief ; 
And  when  cast  down,  I  still  can  plead  again — 

*  Lordy  I  believe  ;  help  Thou  miTie  unbelief 

4  O  draw  me  nearer — for,  too  far  away, 

The    beamings   of  Thy  brightness  are  too 
brief — 
While  faith,  though  fainting,  still  hath  strength 
to  pray — 

*  Zord,  I  believe  ;  help  Thoto  mine  unbelief* 

J.  S.  B.  M0N3ELL. 
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S.M. 


BLEST  be  Thy  love,  dear  Lord, 
That  taught  us  this  sweet  ^vay, 
Only  to  love  Tbee  for  Thyself, 
And  for  that  love  obey. 
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O  Thou,  OUT  souls'  chief  hope! 
We  to  Thy  mercy  fly; 
Where'er  we  are,  Tliou  canst  protect, 
Whatever  we  need,  supply. 

Whether  we  sleep  or  wake, 
To  Thee  we  both  resign ; 
By  night  we  see,  as  well  as  day. 
If  Thy  light  on  us  shine. 

Whether  we  live  or  die, 
Both  we  submit  to  Thee ; 
In  death  we  live,  as  well  as  life. 
If  Thine  in  death  we  be. 

J.  AUSTIN. 
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DO  not  I  love  Thee,  0  my  Lord  ? 
Behold  my  heart  and  see  ; 
And  turn  each  cherished  idol  out, 
That  dares  to  rival  Thee. 

2  Do  not  I  love  Thee  from  my  soul  ? 

Then  let  me  nothing  love ; 

Dead  be  my  heart  to  every  joy, 

When  Jesus  cannot  move. 

3  Is  not  Thy  name  melodious  still 

To  mine  attentive  ear  ? 
Doth  not  each  pulse  with  pleasure  bound 
My  Saviour's  voice  to  hear  ? 

4  Hast  Thou  a  lamb  in  all  Thy  flock 

I  would  disdain  to  feed  ? 
Hast  Thou  a  foe  before  whose  face 
I  fear  Thy  cause  to  plead  ? 

5  Would  not  my  heart  pour  forth  its  blood 

In  honour  of  Thy  name  ? 


LOVE  TO  GOD  AND   CHBIST. 

And  challenge  the  cold  hand  of  death 
To  damp  the  immortal  flame  ? 

6  Thou  know'st  I  love  Thee,  0  my  Lord : 
But,  O I  I  long  to  soar 
Far  from  the  sphere  of  mortal  joys, 
And  learn  to  love  Thee  more. 

DODDBIDGE. 
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HAEK,  my  soul !  it  is  the  Lord ; 
'Tis  thy  Saviour,  hear  His  word  ; 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee, 
'  Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  Me  ? 

2  '  I  delivered  thee  when  bound ; 

And,  when  bleeding,  healed  thy  wound ; 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right. 
Turned  thy  darkness  into  light. 

3  '  Can  a  woman's  tender  care 
Cease  towards  the  child  she  bare  ? 

Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be. 
Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 

4  '  Mine  is  an  unchanging  love, 
Higher  than  the  heights  above ; 

Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath ; 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

5  *  Thou  shalt  see  My  glory  soon. 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done ; 

Partner  of  My  throne  shalt  be, — 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  Me  ? ' 

6  Lord !  it  is  my  chief  complaint, 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint ; 

Yet  I  love  Thee,  and  adore ; 
0  for  grace  to  love  Thee  more ! 

COWPER. 
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I  WOULD  coiniuuiie  with  Thee,  my  God; 
E'en  to  Thy  seat  I  come  : 
I  leave  my  joys,  I  leave  my  sins, 
And  seek  in  Thee  my  home. 

2  I  stand  upon  the  mount  of  God, 

With  sunlight  in  my  soul ; 
I  hear  the  storms  in  vales  beneath, 
1  hear  the  thundei'S  roll : — 

3  But  I  am  calm  with  Thee,  my  God, 

Beneath  these  glorious  skies ; 
And  to  the  height  on  which  I  stand. 
Nor  storms  nor  clouds  can  rise. 

4  0  this  is  life !  0  this  is  joy, 

My  God,  to  find  Thee  so ! 
Thy  face  to  see,  Thy  voice  to  hear ; 
And  all  Thy  love  to  know. 

G.  B.  BUBIER. 


377 


6.5. 

TESUS,  gentlest  Saviour ! 
^     God  of  might  and  power  ! 
Thou  Thyself  art  dwelling 
In  Thy  saints  this  hour. 

2  Nature  cannot  hold  Thee, 

Heaven  is  all  too  strait 
For  Thine  endless  glory, 
And  Thy  royal  state. 

3  Out  beyond  the  shining 

Of  the  farthest  star, 
Thou  art  ever  stretching 
Infinitely  far. 
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4  Yet  the  hearts  of  children 

Hold  what  worlds  cannot, 
And  the  God  of  wonders 
Loves  the  lowly  spot. 

5  Jesus,  gentlest  Saviour  1 

Be  Thou  in  us  now ; 
Fill  us  full  of  goodness. 
Till  our  hearts  o'erflow. 

6  Multiply  our  graces, 

Chiefly  love  and  fear ; 
And,  dear  Lord !  the  chiefest, 
Grace  to  persevere. 

p.  W.  FABER.* 
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TESTIS  !  I  live  to  Thee, 
^     The  loveliest  and  best : 
My  life  in  Thee,  Thy  life  in  me. 
In  Thy  blest  love  I  rest, 

Jesus  !  I  die  to  Thee, 
Whenever  death  shall  come:- 
To  die  in  Thee  is  life  to  me, 
In  my  eternal  home. 

Whether  to  live  or  die, 
I  know  not  which  is  best ; 
To  live  in  Thee  is  bliss  to  me, 
To  die  is  endless  rest. 

Living  or  dying,  Lord, 
I  ask  but  to  be  Thine  : 
My  life  in  Thee,  Thy  life  in  me. 
Makes  heaven  for  ever  mine. 

H.  HAHnAUGH. 

u 


THK  CHRISTIAN  LIFE. 

379 

pESUS,  these  eyes  have  never  seen 
^     That  radiant  form  of  Thine ; 
The  veil  of  sense  hangs  dark  between 
Thy  blessSd  face  and  mine. 

2  I  see  Thee  not,  I  hear  Thee  not. 
Yet  art  Thou  oft  with  me ; 
And  earth  has  ne'er  so  dear  a  spot, 
As  where  I  meet  with  Thee. 
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Like  some  bright  dream,  that  comes  tmsouglit,    ; 

When  slumbers  o'er  me  roll, 
Thind  image  ever  fills  my  thought. 

And  charms  my  ravished  souL 

4  Yet,  though  I  have  not  seen,  and  still 

Must  rest  in  faith  alone, 
I  love  Thee,  dearest  Lord,  and  will. 
Unseen  but  not  unknown. 

5  When  death  these  mortal  eyes  shall  seal. 

And  still  this  throbbing  heart; 
The  rending  veil  shall  Thee  reveal. 
All-glorious  as  Thou  art. 

RAY  PALMER. 
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TESTIS,  Thy  boundless  love  to  me 
"     No  thought  can  reach,  no  tongue  declare ; 
0  knit  my  thankful  heart  to  Thee, 
And  reign  without  a  rival  there : 
Thine,  only  Thiae,  0  let  me  be. 
And  all  my  heart  be  rapt  in  Thee ! 

2  My  Saviour,  Thou  Thy  love  to  me. 

In  shame,  and  want,  and  pain  hast  showed ; 
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For  me,  on  the  accursed  tree, 

Was  poured  forth  Thy  guiltless  blood : 
O  Jesus,  nothing  may  I  see, 
Nothing  desire  or  seek  but  Thee ! 

3  In  suffering,  be  Thy  love  my  peace  ; 
In  weakness,  be  Thy  love  my  power : 
And  when  the  storms  of  life  shall  cease, 

Jesus,  in  that  important  hour, 
In  death  as  life  be  Thou  my  guide. 
And  save  me,  Who  for  me  hast  died, 

p.  GERHAEDT,  trails.  WESLEY  * 
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10ED,  I  was  blind :  I  could  not  see 
In  Thy  marred  visage  any  grace ; 
But  now  the  beauty  of  Thy  face 
In  radiant  vision  dawns  on  me. 

2  Lord,  I  was  deaf :  I  could  not  hear 

The  thrilling  music  of  Thy  voice ; 

But  now  I  hear  Thee  and  rejoice. 

And  all  Thy  uttered  words  are  dear. 

3  Lord,  I  was  dumb  :  I  could  not  speak 

The  grace  and  glory  of  Thy  name ; 
But  now,  as  touched  with  living  flame, 
My  lips  Thine  eager  praises  wake, 

4  Lord,  I  was  dead :  I  could  not  stir 

My  lifeless  soul  to  come  to  Thee  ; 
But  now,  since  Thou  hast  quickened  me, 
I  rise  from  sin's  dark  sepulchre. 

5  Lord,  Thou  hast  made  the  blind  to  see, 

The  deaf  to  hear,  the  dumb  to  speak, 
The  dead  to  live ;  and  lo !  I  break 
The  chains  of  my  captivity. 

W.  T.  MiLTSO^, 
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LORD  of  earth  !  Thy  forming  hand 
Well  this  glorious  frame  hath  planned; 
Woods  that  wave  and  hills  that  tower, 
Ocean  rolling  in  its  power ; 
Yet,  amid  this  scene  so  fair. 
Should  I  cease  Thy  smile  to  share, 
What  were  all  its  joys  to  me  ? 
Whom  have  I  on  earth  but  Thee  ? 

2  Lord  of  heaven,  beyond  our  sight 
Rolls  a  world  of  purer  light ; 

There,  in  love's  eternal  reign, 

Parted  hands  shall  meet  again ; 
0  that  scene  is  passing  fair ! 
Yet,  shouldst  Thou  be  absent  there, 

What  were  all  its  joys  to  me  ? 

Whom  have  I  in  heaven  but  Thee  ? 

3  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven,  my  breast 
Seeks  in  Thee  its  only  rest ; 

I  was  lost,  Thy  accents  mild 

Homeward  lured  Thy  wandering  child ; 
0  should  once  Thy-  smile  divine 
Gease  upon  my  soul  to  shine. 

What  were  heaven  or  earth  to  me  ? 

Whom  have  I  in  each  but  Thee  ? 

K.  GEAXT. 
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MY  bless&d  Saviour,  is  Thy  love 
So  great,  so  full,  so  free  ? 

0  let  me  give  my  love,  my  heart. 
My  life,  my  all  to  Thee  ! 

1  love  Thee,  for  tliat  glorious  worth 
In  Thy  great  self  I  see ; 
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I  love  Thee  for  that  shameful  cross 
Thou  hast  endured  for  me. 

3  No  man  of  greater  love  can  boast 

Than  for  his  friend  to  die ; 
But  for  Thy  foes,  Lord,  Thou  wast  slain ; 
What  love  with  Thine  can  vie  ? 

4  Make  me  like  Thee  in  meekness,  love, 

And  every  beauteous  grace ; 
From  glory  unto  glory  changed 
TiU  I  behold  Thy  face. 

J.  STENNETT. 
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MY  God,  I  love  Thee,  not  because 
I  hope  for  heaven  thereby ; 
Nor  yet  because  who  love  Thee  not 
Are  lost  eternally. 

2  Thou,  0  my  Jesus,  Thou  didst  me 

Upon  the  cross  embrace ; 
For  me  didst  bear  the  nails  and  spear, 
And  manifold  disgiace ; 

3  And  griefs,  and  torments  numberless. 

And  sweat  of  agony ; 
Ken  death  itself, — and  all  for  one 
Who  was  Thine  enemy. 

4  Then  why,  0  blessed  Jesus  Christ, 

Should  I  not  love  Thee  well  ? 
Not  for  the  sake  of  winning  heaven, 
Nor  of  escaping  helL 

5  Not  with  the  hope  of  gaining  aught, 

Nor  seeking  a  reward  ; 
But  as  Thyself  hast  loved  me, 
O  ever-loving  Lord ! 
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6  E'en  so  I  love  Thee,  and  will  love. 
And  in  Thy  praise  will  sing, 
Solely  because  Thou  art  my  God, 
And  my  most  loving  King. 

F.  XAVIEB,  tiyins.  B.  CASWALL 
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TlflT  God,  I  love  Thee  for  Thyself, 
-LtJ-    All  creature  things  above, — 
Thy  glorious  works,  Thy  blessed  gifts 
I  praise ; — but  Thee  I  love. 

2  My  God,  I  seek  Thee  for  Thyself,— 

Besides,  I  ask  not  aught ; 

If  Thee,  Thyself,  I  do  not  find, 

All  that  I  find  is  naught. 

3  If  Thou  deniest  me  Thyself, 

Whate'er  Thou  givest  me. 
Empty  and  void,  I  languish  still. 
And  grieve  unceasingly. 

4  Give  me  to  find,  O  gracious  God, 

Thee,  as  my  final  end : — 
To  Thee  in  constancy  of  lovo, 
Eternally  to  tend. 

G.  B.  BUBIEH. 
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FAEEE,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee ; 
E*en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me. 

Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 
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2  Though,  like  the  wanderer, 

The  stin  gone  down, 
Darkness  be  over  me. 

My  rest  a  stone. 
Yet  in  my  dreams  Td  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

3  There  let  the  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven, 
All  that  Thou  sendest  me 

In  mercy  given, 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

4  Then,  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  Thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  111  raise ; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

5  Or,  if  on  joyful  wing 

Cleaving  the  sky. 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly ; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

S.  F.  ADAMS. 
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OLOED !  I  would  delight  in  Thee, 
And  on  Thy  care  depend ; 
To  Thee  in  every  trouble  flee, 
My  best,  my  only  Friend  1 
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2  When  all  created  streams  are  dried, 

Thy  fulness  is  the  same  ; 
May  I  with  this  be  satisfied, 
And  glory  in  Thy  name ! 

3  Why  should  the  soul  a  drop  bemoan, 

Who  has  a  fountain  near ; 
A  fountain,  which  will  ever  run 
With  waters  sweet  and  clear  ? 

4  No  good  in  creatures  can  be  found 

But  may  be  found  in  Thee ; 
I  must  have  all  things  and  abound 
While  God  is  God  to  me. 

5  0  that  I  had  a  stronger  faith, 

To  look  within  the  veU  ; 
To  credit  what  my  Saviour  saith, 
Whose  word  can  never  fail ! 

6  He  that  has  made  my  heaven  secure, 

Wni  here  all  good  provide  : 
While  Christ  is  rich,  can  I  be  poor  ? 
What  can  I  want  beside  ? 

7  0  Lord,  I  cast  my  care  on  Thee  ! 

I  triumph  and  adore ; 
Henceforth  my  great  concern  shall  be 
To  love  and  please  Thee  more. 

J.  RYLAND. 
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OLOVE  divine,  how  sweet  Thou  art ! 
When  shall  I  find  my  willing  heart 
All  taken  up  by  Thee  ? 
My  thirsting  spirit  faints  to  prove 
The  gi^eatness  of  redeeming  love, 
The  love  of  Christ  to  me. 


LOVE  TO  GOD   AND   CHRIST. 

2  Stronger  His  love  than  death  and  hell ; 
Its  riches  are  unsearchable : 

The  first-born  sons  of  light 
Desire  in  vain  its  depths  to  see ; 
They  cannot  reach  the  mystery, 

The  length  and  breadth  and  height. 

3  God  only  knows  the  love  of  God : 
O  that  it  now  were  shed  abroad 

In  this  poor  stony  heart ! 
For  love  I  sigh,  for  love  I  pine ; 
This  only  portion,  Lord,  be  mine ; 

Be  mine  this  better  part ! 

4  O  that  I  could  for  ever  sit, 
With  Mary,  at  the  Master's  feet  I 

Be  this  my  happy  choice ! 
My  only  care,  delight,  and  bliss. 
My  joy,  my  heaven  on  earth,  be  this. 


To  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice ! 
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OPEAK  to  us.  Lord,  Thyself  reveal, 
^     While  here  o'er  earth  we  rove ; 
Speak  to  our  hearts,  and  let  us  feel 
The  kindling  of  Thy  love. 

2  With  Thee  conversing,  we  forget 

All  time  and  toil  and  care ; 
Labour  is  rest,  and  pain  is  sweet. 
If  Thou,  my  God,  art  here. 

3  Here  then,  my  God,  vouchsafe  to  stay. 

And  bid  my  heart  rejoice ; 
My  bounding  heart  shall  own  Thy  sway, 
And  echo  to  Thy  voice. 
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4  Thou  callest  me  to  seek  Thy  face ; 

'Tis  all  I  wish  to  seek; 
To  attend  the  whispers  of  Thy  grace, 
And  hear  Thee  iiily  speak. 

5  Let  this  my  every  hour  employ, 

Till  I  Thy  glory  see ; 
Enter  into  my  Master's  joy. 
And  find  my  heaven  in  Thee. 

WESLEY.* 
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STILL  with  Thee,  0  my  God,, 
I  would  desire  to  be ; 
By  day,  by  night,  at  home,  abroad, 
I  would  be  still  with  Thee. 

2  With  Thee  when  dawn  comes  in. 
And  calls  me  back  to  care ; 

Each  day  returning,  to  begin 
With  Thee,  my  God,  in  prayer. 

3  With  Thee  when  day  is  done, 
And  evening  calms  the  mind ; 

The  setting  as  the  rising  sun 
With  Thee  my  heart  would  find. 

4  With  Thee  when  darkness  brings 
The  signal  of  repose  ; 

Calm  in  the  shadow  of  Thy  wings, 
Lline  eyelids  I  would  close, 

5  With  Thee,  in  Thee,  by  faith 
Abiding  I  would  be ; 

By  day,  by  night,  in  life,  in  death, 
I  would  be  still  with  Thee. 

J.  p.  BURNS. 
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THEE  will  I  love,  my  strength,  my  tower ; 
Thee  will  I  love,  my  joy,  my  crown ; 
Thee  will  I  love,  with  all  my  power, 
In  all  Thy  works,  and  Thee  alone ; 
Thee  will  I  love,  till  the  pure  fire 
rnis  my  whole  soul  with  strong  desire. 

2  I  thank  Thee,  uncreated  Sun, 

That  Thy  bright  beams  on  me  have  shined ; 
I  thank  Thee,  who  hast  overthrown 

My  foes,  and  healed  my  wounded  mind ; 
I  thank  Thee,  Lord,  whose  quickening  voice 
Bids  my  freed  heart  in  Thee  rejoice. 

3  Uphold  me  in  the  doubtful  race, 

Nor  suffer  me  again  to  stray ; 
Strengthen  my  feet  with  steady  pace 

Still  to  press  forward  in  Thy  way ; 
My  soul  and  flesh,  O  Lord  of  might. 
Transfigure  with  Thy  heavenly  light. 

4  Thee  will  I  love,  my  joy,  my  crown, 
Thee  will  I  love,  my  Lord,  my  God ; 
Thee  will  I  love,  beneath  Thy  frown. 

Or  smile — Thy  sceptre,  or  Thy  rod ; 
What  though  my  flesh  and  heart  decay, 
Thee  shall  I  love  in  endless  day  1 

A.  SILESITJS,  tram,  J.  wbsley  * 
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rpHOU  hidden  Love  of  God,  whose  height, 
-*•     Whose  depth  unfathomed  no  man  knows, 
I  see  from  far  Thy  beauteous  light, 

Inly  I  sigh  for  Thy  repose ; 
My  heart  is  pained,  nor  can  it  be 
At  rest,  till  it  finds  rest  in  Thee. 
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2  'Ks  mercy  all,  tliat  Thou  hast  bronght 

My  mind  to  seek  her  peace  in  Thee ; 
Yet,  while  I  seek  but  find  Thee  not. 

No  peace  my  wandering  soul  shall  see ; 
O  when  shall  all  my  wanderings  end. 
And  all  my  steps  to  Thee- ward  tend ! 

3  Is  there  a  thing  beneath  the  sun 

That  strives  with  Thee  my  heart  to  share  ? 
Ah !  tear  it  thence,  and  reign  alone. 

The  Lord  of  every  motion  there  ; 
Then  shall  my  heart  from  earth  be  free, 
When  it  hath  found  repose  in  Thee. 

4  0  Love,  Thy  sovereign  aid  impart, 

To  save  me  from  low-thoughted  care ; 
Chase  this  self-will  through  all  my  heart. 

Through  all  its  latent  mazes  there ; 
Make  me  Thy  duteous  child,  that  I 
Ceaseless  may  "Abba,  Father,"  cry ! 

G.  TEKSTEEGEN,  tmns,  J.  WESLEY. 
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rpHAT  mystic  word  of  Thine,  0  sovereign  Lord, 
-*-     Is  all  too  pure,  too  high,  too  deep  for  me ; 
Weary  of  striving,  and  with  longing  faint, 
I  breathe  it  back  again  in  prayer  to  Thee. 

2  Abide  in  me,  I  pray,  and  I  in  Thee ! 

From  this  good  hour,  0  leave  me  never  more ! 
Then  shall  the  discord  cease,  the  wound  be 
healed. 
The  life-long  bleeding  of  the  soul  be  o'er. 

3  Abide  in  me;  overshadow  by  Thy  love 

Eacli  half-formed  purpose  and  dark  thought 
of  sin ; 
Quench,  ere  it  rise,  each  selfish,  low  desire. 
And  keep  my  soul  as  Thine,  calm  and  divine. 


LOVE  TO  GOD  AND  CHRIST. 

&  As  some  rare  perfume  in  a  vase  of  clay 

Pervades  it  with  a  fragrance  not  its  own, 
So,  when  Thou  dwellest  in  a  mortal  soul, 
All  heaven's  own  sweetness  seems  around  it 
thrown. 

5  Abide  in  me ;  there  have  been  moments  blest 

When  I  have  heard  Thy  voice  and  felt  Thy 
power, 
Then  evil  lost  its  grasp,  and  passion  hushed 
Owned  the  divine  enchantment  of  the  hour. 

6  These  were  but  seasons,  beautiful  and  rare ; 

Abide  in  me,  and  they  shall  ever  be  ; 
Fulfil  at  once  Thy  precept  and  my  prayer — 
Come,  and  abide  in  me,  and  I  in  Thee  I 

H.  B.  ST0^VE. 
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WALKING  with  Thee,  my  God, 
Saviour  benign. 
Daily  confer  on  me 

Converse  divine ; 
Jesus  !  in  Thee  restored, 
I>rother  and  Holy  Lord, 

Let  it  be  mine  ! 

2  Walking  with  Thee,  my  God, 

Like  as  a  child 
Leans  on  his  father's  strength, 

Crossing  the  wild. 
And  by  the  way  is  taught 
Lessons  of  holy  thought. 

Faith  undefiled. 

3  Darkness  and  earthly  mists 

How  do  they  flee 
Far  underneath  my  feet. 

Walking  with  Thee! 
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Pure  is  that  upper  air. 
Cloudless  the  prospect  there. 

Walking  with  Thee ! 

4  Walking  in  reverence 

"  Humbly  "  with  Thee; 
Yet  from  all  abject  fear 

Lovingly  free ; 
E'en  as  a  friend  with  friend. 
Cheered  to  the  journey's  end, 

Walking  with  Thee ! 

5  Then  Thy  companions  here 

Walking  with  Thee 
Eise  to  a  higher  life — 

Soul  liberty; 
"  Thei/  are  9wt'*  here  to  love. 
But  to  the  home  above 

«  Taken  "  by  Thee. 

6  Gently  translated,  they 

Pass  out  of  sight ; 
Gone !  as  the  morning  stars 

ilee  with  the  night ; 
*'  Taken  "  to  endless  day  1 — 
So  may  I  fade  away 

Into  Thy  light. 

G.  RAWSON. 
OBEDIENCE  AND  HOLINESS, 
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ANEW  and  contrite  heart  create 
In  me,  Thou  God  compassionate ! 
Shut  close  the  gate,  and  keep  the  door, 
That  sin  may  never  enter  more. 

2  To  Thee  my  soul  I  open  wide : 
Come,  Jesus,  and  therein  abide ! 
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And  from  Thy  temple,  Lord,  my  heai*t,  ' 
Bid  aU  unrighteousness  depart ! 

3  0  let  Thy  Holy  Spirit's  light, 

And  Thine  own  heavenly  radiance  bright, 
Overflow  my  spirit  like  a  flood, 
Eternal  source  of  every  good  I 

4  Thus  to  my  cleansed  and  contrite  heart, 
Thy  heavenly  riches.  Lord,  impart ; 

And  let  Thy  wisdom,  truth,  and  grace, 
Take  root  within  the  barren  place. 

5  Then  shall  I  tell  in  grateful  song 
The  praises  that  to  Thee  belong ; 

And  while  I  live  my  joy  shall  be 
To  consecrate  myself  to  Thee ! 

NEUSS,  trans,  v,  E.  cox. 
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BLEST  are  the  pure  in  heart, 
For  they  shall  see  our  God  ; 
The  secret  of  the  Lord  is  theirs ; 
Their  soul  is  Christ's  abode. 

2  The  Lord,  who  left  the  heavens 
Our  life  and  peace  to  bring, 

To  dwell  in  lowliness  with  men, 
Their  pattern  and  their  King : 

3  He  to  the  lowly  soul 
Doth  stiU  Himself  impart ; 

And  for  His  dwelling  and  His  throne 
Chooseth  the  pure  in  heart. 

4  Lord,  we  Thy  presence  seek ; 
May  ours  this  blessing  be ; 

Give  us  a  pure  and  lowly  heart, 
A  temple  meet  for  Thee. 

X  KEBLB, 
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GEEAT  Teacher  of  Thy  Chtirch,  we  own 
Thy  precepts  all  divinely  wise ; 
0  may  Thy  mighty  power  be  shown. 
To  fix  them  still  before  our  eyes ! 

2  Deep  on  our  hearts  Thy  law  engrave, 

And  fill  our  souls  with  heavenly  zeal ; 
That*  while  we  trust  Thy  power  to  save, 
We  may  Thy  sacred  law  fulfil. 

3  Adorned  with  every  heavenly  grace. 

May  our  examples  brightly  shine ; 
And  the  sweet  lustre  of  Thy  face, 
Eeflected,  beam  from  each  of  Itine. 

4  These  lineaments,  divinely  fau\ 

Our  heavenly  Father  shall  proclaim ; 
And  men  that  view  His  image  there, 
Shall  join  to  glorify  His  name. 

DODDRIDGE. 


398 

HELP  me,  my  God,  to  speak 
True  words  to  Thee  each  day. 
True  let  my  voice  be  when  I  praise. 
And  trustful  when  I  pray. 

2  Thy  words  are  true  to  me, 
Let  mine  to  Thee  be  true  ; 

The  speech  of  my  whole  heart  and  soul. 
However  low  and  few. 

3  True  words  of  grief  for  sin. 
Of  longing  to  be  free, 

Of  groaning  for  deliverance. 
And  likeness,  Lord,  to  Thee, 


S.M. 
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4      True  words  of  faith  and  hope, 
Of  godly  joy  and  grief, 
'*  Lord,  I bdieve"  0  hear  my  cry, 
"  Selp  Thow  my  vmbdief  !  '* 

H.  BONAR. 
199  CM. 

MY  Father,  God  1  with  filial  awe, 
I  lovingly  adore ; 
And  pray  to  keep  Thy  Spirit's  law. 
With  true  heart  more  and  more. 

2  Forgiveness  so  my  soul  hath  stirred, 

Subdued  and  reconciled, 
I  must  obey  my  Father's  word, 
His  dear  word  to  His  child. 

3  My  Father's  word  !  and  therefore  dear. 

And  blessM  to  fulfil ! 
With  perfect  love  that  casts  put  fear, 
Would  I  perform  Thy  will. 

4  The  mind  that  was  in  Christ  supply. 

The  Spirit  of  Thy  Son ! 
Then  Thou  shalt  guide  me  with  Thine  eye, 
And  all  Thy  will  be  done ! 

G.  KAWSON. 
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MY  soul  in  death  was  sleeping, 
But  Thou  hast  given  it  life  ; 
And  strengthened  by  Thy  Spirit, 
I'm  ready  for  the  strife. 

Z  Eeady, — though  I  am  weak,  Lord, 
Though  nothing  is  my  own ; 
For  Thou  wilt  make  me  strong,  Lord, 
Leaning  on  Thee  alone. 

X 
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3  Beady  to  woik  or  sufier. 

To  loTO,  and  hope,  and  pnj ; 
Beady  to  go  to  Thee,  Lord, 
When  Thoa  shalt  call  away. 

&caffi6. 
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OrOR  a  heart  more  fervent. 
My  God,  more  purely  Thine ! 
A  spirit  more  observant 

Of  all  Thy  laws  divine ; 
Less  cold  when  bent  before  Thee — 

Less  careless  in  Thy  sight ; 
More  willing  to  adore  Thee, 
And  love  Thee  as  it  might. 

2  Why  should  I  cast  behind  me 

The  hope  that  may  be  mine  ? 
When  God  hath  not  resigned  me. 

Shall  I  my  God  resign  ? 
Leave  joy  and  peace  and  blessing, 

A  life — a  world  of  bliss. 
For  joys  not  worth  possessing 

In  such  a  world  as  this  ? 

3  0  for  that  deep  devotion, 

That  grace,  whose  strength  within 
Subdues  each  wild  emotion 

Suggested  here  by  sin ; 
Uplifts  each  warm  affection 

And  lays  it  at  Thy  feet. 
Assured  that  no  rejection 

The  contrite  soul  shall  meet  1 

J.  S.  B.  MONSELL. 
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FOB  a  heart  to  praise  my  God ; 
A  heart  from  sin  set  free ; 
A  heart  that's  sprinkled  with  the  blood 
So  freely  shed  for  me ; 


0 


2  A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek, 

My  great  Eedeemer's  throne ; 
Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak ; 
"Where  Jesus  reigns  alone ; 

3  A  humble,  lowly,  contrite  heart,    • 

Believing,  true,  and  clean. 
Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  Him  that  dwells  within  ; 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed. 

And  filled  with  love  divine ; 
Perfect  and  right,  and  pure  and  good ; 
A  copy.  Lord,  of  Thine, 

5  Thy  nature,  gracious  Lord,  impart : 

Come  quickly  from  above : 
Write  Thy  new  name  upon  my  heart, — 
Thy  new  best  name  of  Love ! 

WESLEY. 
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FOE  a  humbler  walk  with  God ! 
Lord,  bend  this  stubborn  heart  of  mine, 
Subdue  each  rising,  rebel  thought. 
And  all  my  will  conform  to  Thine. 

2  O  f or  a  holier  walk  with  God, 
A  heart  from  all  pollution  free  1 
Expel,  O  Lord,  each  sinful  love. 
And  fill  my  sotil  with  love  to  Thee, 


Witii  iignt  ana  love  aua  power  aivine 
And  by  His  all-constraining  grace, 
Mate  me,  and  keep  me,  ever  Thine ! 

£.  HABLAl 
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0  JESUS  CHEIST,  grow  Thou  in  u 
And  all  things  else  recede ! 
My  heart  be  daily  nearer  Thee, 
From  sin  be  daily  freed. 

2  Each  day  let  Thy  supporting  might 

My  weakness  still  embrace ; 
My  darkness  vanish  in  Thy  light. 
Thy  life  my  death  eflface, 

3  In  Thy  bright  beams  which  on  me  fcJ 

Fade  every  evil  thought : 
That  I  am  nothing,  Thou  art  all, 
I  would  be  daily  taught. 

4  More  of  Thy  glory  let  me  see. 
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6  Make  this  poor  self  grow  less  and  less, 
Be  Thou  my  life  and  aim ; 
O  make  me  daily  through  Thy  grace 
More  meet  to  bear  Thy  name ! 

LAVATER,  tram,  H.  B.  SMITH. 
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OLOED 1  I  look  to  Thee, 
To  Thee  lift  up  my  heart  : 
In  heaven  I  would  Thy  glory  see  ; 
Now,  therefore,  grace  impart ; — 

2  Grace,  to  prevent  my  sin, 
My  passions  to  subdue. 

My  heart  to  change,  my  soul  to  win, 
My  spirit  to  renew ; — 

3  Grace,  that  I  ever  may 
Walk  humbly  with  my  God, 

And  choose  the  self-renouncing  way 
The  lowly  Jesus  trod ; — 

4  Grace,  to  each  stroke  to  bow, 
Gladly  each  cross  to  bear, 

That,  suffering  with  the  Saviour  now, 
I  soon  His  joy  may  share  ; — 

5  Grace,  to  be  kind  to  all. 
All  to  forbear  in  love. 

Gently  to  deal  with  those  that  fall, 
Like  Him  who  reigns  above ; — 

6  Grace,  onward  still  to  go, 
Forward  each  day  to  press. 

Till  Thou  the  blood-bought  prize  bestow, 
Christ's  crown  of  righteousness. 

ASTLEY. 
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0]SrOT  alone  in  saddest  plight 
My  Lord  do  I  require ; 
Not  only  in  the  thickest  fight 
And  in  the  sevenfold  fiire : — 

2  Not  only  when  the  world  invites. 

In  all  its  pomp  arrayed ; 
Not  only  when  the  tempter  fights. 
In  all  his  terrors  clad. 

3  Not  only  for  some  task  sublime 

Thy  succour  I  implore ; 
Not  only  on  some  solemn  time 
Thy  Holy  Spirit  pour ! 

4  0  ne'er  can  I  my  Helper  spare ; 

I  want  Thee  all  the  way ; 
I  want  my  Saviour  everywhere ; 
I  want  Thee  every  day. 

5  Lord !  for  each  daily  task  of  mine 

I  want  Thy  quickening  power  ; 
I  want  Thy  smile  away  to  shine 
The  trouble  of  each  hour. 

6  I  want  each  joy  from  Thee  to  spring, 

Each  joy  for  Thee  more  bright ; 
Each  footstep  of  Thine  ordering, 
All  light  seen  in  Thy  Ught. 

T.  H.  GILL. 
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A  THAT  the  Lord  would  guide  my  ways 
"    To  keep  His  statutes  still  1 
0  that  my  Grod  would  grant  me  grace 
To  know  and  do  His  will ! 


OBSDIENCB  AND  HOLINESS. 

2  Lord,  send  Thy  Spirit  down  to  write 

Thy  law  upon  my  heart ! 
Nor  let  my  tongue  indulge  deceit. 
Nor  act  the  liar's  part. 

3  From  vanity  turn  off  my  eyes : 

Let  no  corrupt  design, 
Nor  covetous  desires,  arise 
Within  this  soul  of  mine. 

4  Order  my  footsteps  by  Thy  word, 

And  make  my  heart  sincere  ; 
Let  sin  have  no  dominion,  Lord, 
But  keep  my  conscience  clear. 

5  Make  me  to  walk  in  GThy  commands, 

'Tis  a  delightful  road ; 
Nor  let  my  head,  or  heart,  or  hands. 
Offend  against  my  God. 

WATTS. 
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aOUROE  of  Love  and  Light  of  day ! 

^    Tear  me  from  myself  away : 
Every  view  and  thought  of  mine 
Cast  into  the  mould  of  Thine. 

2  Can  I  grieve  Thee,  whom  I  love — 
Thee  in  whom  I  live  and  move  ? 

If  my  sorrow  touch  Thee  still. 
Save  me  from  so  great  an  ill ! 

3  Still  I  choose  Thee, — follow  still 
Every  notice  of  Thy  will : 

But  xmstable,  strangely  weak, 
Still  let  slip  the  good  I  seek. 
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4  Thee  relinquished, — ^how  we  roam. 
Feel  our  way,  and  leave  out  home ! 
Thou  alone  our  comfort  art, 
Strengthener  of  the  trembling  heart ! 
Tram,  from  J,  B.  M.  GUION. 
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TEACH  me,  my  God  and  King, 
In  all  things  Thee  to  see ; 
And  what  I  do  in  anything, 
To  do  it  as  for  Thee. 

2  To  scorn  the  senses'  sway, 
While  still  to  Thee  I  tend : 

In  all  I  do  be  Thou  the  way. 
In  all  be  Thou  the  end. 

3  All  may  of  Thee  partake : 
Nothing  so  small  can  be, 

But  draws,  when  acted  for  Thy  sake, 
Greatness  and  worth  from  Thee. 

4  If  done  beneath  Thy  laws, 
E'en  servile  labours  shine : 

Hallowed  is  toil,  if  this  the  cause, 
The  meanest  work  divine. 

G.  HERBERT.* 
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FTEACH  me,  0  Lord,  Thy  holy  way, 
-^     And  give  me  an  obedient  mind, 

That  in  Thy  service  I  may  find 
My  soul's  delight  from  day  to  day. 

Guide  me,  0  Saviour,  with  Thy  hand. 
And  so  control  my  thoughts  and  deeds, 
That  I  may  tread  the  path  which  leads 

Right  onward  to  the  blessed  land. 


OBEDIENCE  AND  HOLINESS. 

3  Help  me,  0  Saviour,  here  to  trace 

The  sacred  footsteps  Thou  hast  trod. 
And  meekly  walking  with  my  God, 
To  grow  in  goodness,  truth,  and  grace. 

4  Guard  me,  0  Lord,  that  I  may  ne'er 

Forsake  the  right,  or  do  the  wrong ; 
Against  temptation  make  me  strong. 
And  round  me  spread  Thy  sheltering  care. 

5  Bless  me  in  every  task,  0  Lord, 

Begun,  continued,  done  for  Thee ; 
Fulfil  Thy  perfect  work  in  me ; 
And  Thine  abounding  grace  afiford. 

W.  T.  MATSON. 
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WALK  in  the  light — and  thou  shalt  own 
Thy  darkness  passed  away, 
Because  on  thee  the  light  hath  shone 
In  which  is  perfect  day, 

2  Walk  in  the  light — and  sin  abhorred 

Shall  not  defile  again ; 
The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  thy  Lord 
Shall  cleanse  from  every  stain. 

3  Walk  in  the  light — and  thou  shalt  find 

Thy  heart  made  truly  His, 
Who  dwells  in  cloudless  light  enshrined. 
In  Whom  no  darkness  is. 

4  Walk  in  the  light — so  shalt  thou  know 

That  fellowship  of  love. 
His  Spirit  only  can  bestow, 
Who  reigns  in  light  above. 
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Walk  in  the  light,  thy  path  shall  he, 
Though  thorny,  plain  and  bright ; 

For  God,  by  grace,  shall  dwell  in  thee, 
And  God  Himself  is  light. 

B.  BABTON. 


HUMILITY. 

412  7^ 

T  OED,  if  Thou  Thy  grace  impart, 
-^    Poor  in  spirit,  meek  in  heart, 

I  shall  as  my  Master  be 

Sooted  in  humility. 

2  Simple,  teachable,  and  mild ; 
Humble  as  a  little  child ; 

Pleased  with  what  the  Lord  provides; 
Weaned  from  all  the  world  besides* 

3  Father,  fix  our  souls  on  Thee ; 
Every  evil  let  us  flee  ; 

Always  happy  in  Thy  love  ; 
Looking  for  our  rest  above. 

4  0  that  all  might  seek  and  find 
Every  good  in  Christ  combined  ! 

O  that  all  might  Him  adore, 
Trust  Him,  praise  Him  evermore ! 

WESLEY* 
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AUE  Father,  hear  our  longing  prayer, 
^    And  help  this  prayer  to  flow, 
That  humble  thoughts,  which  are  Thy  care, 
May  live  in  us  and  grow. 


WOEK. 

2  For  lowly  hearts  shall  understand 

The  peace,  the  calm  deHght 
Of  dwelling  in  Thy  heavenly  land, 
A  pleasure  in  Thy  sight. 

• 

3  Give  ns  humility,  that  so 

Thy  reign  may  come  within, 
And  when  Thy  children  homeward  go, 
"We  too  may  enter  in. 

4  Hear  us,  our  Saviour  !  ours  Thou  art. 

Though  we  are  not  like  Thee ; 
Give  us  Thy  Spirit  in  our  heart. 
Large,  lowly,  trusting,  free. 

a.  MACDONALD. 


CHRISTIAN  WORK. 
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AND  didst  Thou,  Lord,  our  sorrows  take  ? 
And  didst  Thou,  Lord,  our  burdens  bear  ? 
Didst  Thou  for  love  of  us  forsake 
Those  glorious  heights,  that  heavenly  air  ? 

2  O  could  our  weakness  move  Thy  might  ? 

Our  misery  make  us  sought  of  Thee  ? 
Our  gloom  allure  Thy  glory  bright  ? 
Our  sins  win  down  Thy  purity  ? 

3  We  who  so  tenderly  were  sought, 

Shall  we  not  joyful  seekers  be, 
And  to  Thy  feet  divinely  brought. 

Help  weaker  souls,  dear  Lord,  to  Thee  1 

4  Celestial  Seeker,  send  us  forth  I 

Almighty  Lover,  teach  us  love ! 
When  shall  we  yearn  to  help  our  earth. 
As  yearned  the  Holy  One  above  ? 

T.  H.  GILL. 
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"  /"I ALL  them  in !  ** — the  poor,  the  Trretched, 

^     Sin-stained  wanderers  from  the  fold; 
Peace  and  pardon  freely  oflfer, — 

Can  you  weigh  their  worth  with  gold  ? 
'  Call  them  in  ! " — the  weak,  the  weary, 

Laden  with  the  doom  of  sin ; 
Bid  them  come  and  rest  in  Jesos : 

He  is  waiting : — "  call  them  in ! " 


2  "  Call  them  in !  "—the  Jew,  the  Gentile ; 

Bid  the  stranger  to  the  feast ; 
"  Call  them  in ! " — the  rich,  the  nohle. 

From  the  highest  to  the  least. 
Forth  the  Father  runs  to  meet  them. 

He  hath  all  their  sorrows  seen ; 
Robe,  and  ring,  and  royal  sandals 

Wait  the  lost  ones  : — "  call  them  in  ! " 

3  "  Call  them  in  ! " — the  broken-hearted. 

Cowering  'neath  the  brand  of  shame ; 
Speak  love's  message,  low  and  tender, — 

"  'Twas  for  sinners  Jesus  came." 
See,  the  shadows  lengthen  round  us. 

Soon  the  day-dawn  will  begin ; 
(•an  you  leave  tliem  lost  and  lonely  ? 

Christ  is  coming : — "  call  them  in !  " 


A.  SHIPTON. 
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"HEAR  Lord  !  Thy  light  Thou  dost  not  hide  ; 
^    Thy  glory  will  not  stay  at  home : 
With  us  Thy  glory  may  abide  ; 

Thy  precious  things  to  us  may  come. 


WORK. 

2  But  they  are  given  us  not  to  hoard  ; 

Thy  light  may  not  be  all  our  own ; 
Thou  meajiest  not  Thy  glory,  Lord, 
To  cheer  one  dwelling-place  alone. 

3  Thou  lightest  souls  to  beam  around ; 

Thou  settest  them  to  shine  on  high ; 
Thy  children  in  Thy  work  abound, 
And  still  their  Father  glorify. 

4  0  sweet  the  Father  s  smile  to  win ! 

What  joy,  dear  Lord,  to  shine  with  Thee  I 
Thy  precious  things  to  welcome  in 
And  entertain  Thy  radiancy  ! 

5  But  0  more  sweet  for  Thee  to  shine. 

To  pass  Thy  smile.  Thy  blessing  on  ! 
To  bear  about  the  light  divine, 
And  shine  as  the  dear  Saviour  shone ! 

6  Father !  still  shine  on  us  from  heaven, 

And  make  us  for  Thy  glory  shine ; 
We  would  not  keep  one  gift  ungiven, 
We  would  not  hide  one  beam  of  Thine. 

T.  H.  GILL. 
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DISMISS  me  not  Thy  service,  Lord, 
But  train  me  for  Thy  will ; 
For  even  I,  in  fields  so  broad. 

Some  duties  may  fulfil ; 
And  I  will  ask  for  no  reward. 
Except  to  serve  Thee  still. 

How  many  serve,  how  many  more 

May  to  the  service,  come  ! 
To  tend  the  vines,  the  grapes  to  store. 

Thou  dost  appoint  for  some ; 
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Thon  liast  Thy  young  men  at  the  war, 
Thy  little  ones  at  home. 

3  AU  works  are  good^  and  each  is  best 

As  most  it  pleases  Thee ; 
Each  worker  pleases  when  the  rest 

He  serves  in  charity ; 
And  neither  man  nor  work  imblesfc. 

Wilt  Thou  permit  to  be. 

4  Our  Master  all  the  work  hath  done 

He  asks  of  us  to-day ; 
Sharing  His  service,  every  one 

Share  too  His  sonship  may ; 
Lord,  I  would  serve  and  be  a  son ; 

Dismiss  me  not,  I  pray  ! 

T.  T.  LYNCH. 
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Go,  labour  on  !  spend  and  be  spent, — 
Thy  joy  to  do  the  Father's  will : 
It  is  the  way  the  Master  went ; 

Should  not  the  servant  tread  it  still  ? 

2  Go,  labour  on !  'tis  not  for  naught ; 

Thy  earthly  loss  is  heavenly  gain : 
Men  heed  thee,  love  thee,  praise  thee  not ; 
The  Master  praises ; — what  are  men  ? 

3  Go,  labour  on,  while  it  is  day ; 

The  world's  dark  night  is  hastening  on  ; 
Speed,  speed  thy  work,  cast  sloth  away : 
It  is  not  thus  that  souls  are  won. 

4  Men  die  in  darkness  at  thy  side, 

Without  a  hope  to  cheer  the  tomb ; 
Take  up  the  torch  and  wave  it  wide, 
The  torch  that  lights  time's  thickest  gloom. 


WOBK. 

5  Toil  on,  faint  not,  keep  watch  and  pray, 

Be  "wise  the  erring  soul  to  win ; 
Go  forth  into  the  world's  highway. 
Compel  the  wanderer  to  come  in. 

6  Toil  on,  and  in  thy  toil  rejoice ; 

For  toil  comes  rest,  for  exile  home ; 
Soon  shalt  thon  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice, 
The  midnight  peal,  "  Behold,  I  come  !  " 

H.  BONAR. 
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I  WOULD  the  precious  time  redeem. 
And  longer  live  for  this  alone : 
To  spend,  and  to  be  spent,  for  them 

Who  have  not  yet  my  Saviour  known ; 
Fully  on  these  my  mission  prove, 
And  only  breathe,  to  breathe  Thy  love. 

2  My  talents,  gifts,  and  graces,  Lord, 

Into  Thy  blessfed  hands  receive ; 
And  let  me  live  to  spread  Thy  word  ; 

And  let  me  to  Thy  glory  live ; 
My  every  sacred  moment  spend 
In  publishing  the  sinner's  Friend. 

3  Enlarge,  inflame,  and  fill  my  heart 

With  boundless  charity  divine ! 
So  shall  I  all  my  strength  exert. 

And  love  them  with  a  zeal  like  Thine, 
And  lead  unto  Thy  open  side 
The  sheep  for  whom  their  Shepherd  died. 

WESLEY. 
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LORD  of  the  living  harvest, 
That  whitens  o'er  the  pLuni 
Where  angels  soon  shall  gather 

Their  sheaves  of  golden  grain ; 
Accept  these  hands  to  labour. 

These  hearts  to  trust  and  love. 
And  deign  with  them  to  hasten 
Thy  kingdom  from  above. 

2  As  labourers  in  Thy  vineyard. 

Lord,  send  us  out  to  be  ; 
Content  to  bear  the  burden 

Of  weary  days  for  Thee ; 
We  ask  no  other  wages, 

When  Thou  shalt  call  us  home. 
But  to  have  shared  the  travail 

Which  makes  Thy  kingdom  come. 

3  Be  with  us,  God  the  Father ; 

Be  with  us,  Christ  the  Son ; 
Be  with  us,  Holy  Spirit ; 

O  blessed  Three  in  One  ! 
Make  us  a  royal  priesthood. 

Thee  rightly  to  adore, 
And  fill  us  with  Thy  fulness. 

Now,  and  for  evermore  ! 

J.  S.  B.  MONSEL 
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T  CRD,  speak  to  me,  that  I  may  speak, 
-^    In  living  echoes  of  Thy  tone : 
As  Thou  hast  sought,  so  let  me  seek 
Thy  erring  children,  lost  and  lone. 


WORK. 

2  O  lead  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  lead 

The  wandering  and  the  wavering  feet ; 

0  feed  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  feed 

Thy  hungering  ones  with  manna  sweet. 

3  O  strengthen  me,  that  while  I  stand 

Firm  on  the  Eock  and  strong  in  Thee, 

1  may  stretch  out  a  loving  hand 

To  wrestlers  with  the  troubled  sea. 

4  0  teach  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  teach 

The  precious  things  Thou  dost  impart ; 
And  wing  my  words,  that  they  may  reach 
The  hidden  depths  of  many  a  heart. 

5  0  give  Thine  own  sweet  rest  to  me, 

That  I  may  speak  with  soothing  power 
A  word  in  season,  as  from  Thee, 
To  weary  ones  in  needful  hour. 

6  0  fill  me  with  Thy  fulness.  Lord, 

Until  my  very  heart  overflow 
In  kindling  thought  and  glowing  word. 
Thy  love  to  tell.  Thy  praise  to  show. 

7  O  use  me,  Lord,  use  even  me, 

Just  as  Thou  wilt,  and  when,  and  where  ; 
Until  Thy  blessed  face  I  see. 
Thy  rest.  Thy  joy,  Thy  glory  share. 

F,  R.  HAVERGAL. 
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TITAKE  use  of  me,  my  God  ! 
^^    Let  me  not  be  forgot — 
A  broken  vessel  cast  aside. 
One  whom  Thou  needest  not. 

2      I  am  Thy  creature.  Lord ! 
And  made  by  hands  divine ; 

y 
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And  I  am  part,  howeyer  mean. 
Of  this  great  world  of  Thine. 

3  Thou  nsest  all  Thy  works, 
The  weakest  things  that  be : 

Each  has  a  service  of  its  own, 
For  all  things  wait  on  Thee. 

4  All  things  do  serve  Thee  here, 
All  creatures  great  and  small ; 

Make  use  of  me,  of  me,  my  God, 
Thou  Maker  of  us  aU  I 

H.  BONAB  * 
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MY  gracious  Lord,  I  own  Thy  right 
To  every  service  I  can  pay. 
And  call  it  my  supreme  delight 
To  hear  Thy  dictates,  and  obey. 

2  What  is  my  being,  but  for  Thee, 

Its  sure  support,  its  noblest  end  ? 
Thy  ever  smiling  face  to  see. 

And  serve  the  cause  of  such  a  Friend  ? 

3  I  would  not  breathe  for  worldly  joy. 

Or  to  increase  my  worldly  good ; 
N"or  future  days  or  powers  employ 
To  spread  a  sounding  name  abroad. 

4  'Tis  to  my  Saviour  I  would  live, 

To  Him  who  for  my  ransom  died  ; 
Nor  could  untainted  Eden  give 
Such  bliss  as  blossoms  at  His  side. 

5  His  work  my  hoary  age  shall  bless, 

When  youthful  vigour  is  no  more ; 
And  my  last  hour  of  life  confess 
His  love  hatti  amma\im% -^ower. 
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OTHOtJ,  wbo  earnest  from  above, 
Thd  pxM  celestial  fire  to  impart, 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 
On  the  mean  altar  of  my  heart ! 

2  There  let  it  for  Thy  glory  burn, 

With  inextinguishable  blaze ! 
And,  trembling,  to  its  source  return, 
In  humble  prayer  and  fervent  praise* 

3  Jesus,  confirm  my  heart's  desire 

To  work  and  speak  and  think  for  Thee : 
Still  let  me  giiard  the  holy  fire. 
And  still  stir  up  Thy  gift  in  me : — 

4  Eeady  for  all  Thy  perfect  will, 

My  acts  of  faith  and  love  repeat ; 

Till  death  Thy  endless  mercies  seal. 

And  make  the  sacrifice  complete. 

WESLEY. 
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SOLDIEES  of  the  Cross,  arise  ! 
Gird  you  with  your  armour  bright  ; 
Mighty  are  your  enemies, 
Hard  the  battle  ye  must  fight. 

2  O'er  a  faithless  fallen  world, 

Eaise  your  banner  in  the  sky : 
Let  it  float  there  wide  unfurled ; 
Bear  it  onward ;  lift  it  high. 

3  'Mid  the  homes  of  want  and  woe. 

Strangers  to  the  living  word. 
Let  the  Saviour's  herald  go, 
Let  the  voice  at  hope  be  heaxd. 
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4  Where  the  shadows  deepest  lie. 

Carry  truth's  unsullied  ray ; 
Where  are  crimes  of  blackest  dye. 
There  the  saving  sign  display. 

5  To  the  weary  and  the  worn, 

Tell  of  realms  where  sorrows  cease ; 
To  the  outcast  and  forlorn, 
Speak  of  mercy  and  of  peace. 

6  Guard  the  helpless,  seek  the  strayed ; 

Comfort  troubles,  banish  grief; 
In  the  might  of  God  arrayed. 
Scatter  sin  and  unbelief. 

7  Be  the  banner  still  unfurled'; 

Still  unsheathed  the  Spirit's  sword ; 
Till  the  kingdoms  of  the  world 
Are  the  kingdom  of  the  Lord. 

w.  w.  HOW. 
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SOW  in  the  morn  thy  seed, 
At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand ; 
To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed. 
Broadcast  it  o*er  the  land  ;— 

And  duly  shall  appear, 
In  verdure,  beauty,  strength. 
The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  eat, 
And  the  fuU  corn  at  length. 

Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain  ; 
Cold,  heat  and  moist  and  dry, 
Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain. 
For  garners  in  the  sky. 
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4      Thence,  when  the  glorioua  end, 
The  day  of  God,  shall  come. 
The  angel-reapers  shall  descend, 
And  heaven  cry,  "  Hai'vest-home  ! " 

J.  MONTGOMEBY. 

THY  service,  Lord,  is  my  delight ; 
I  would  be  spent  and  spend  for  Thee  : 
Thou  art  my  wisdom  and  my  might ; 
0  glorify  Thy  name  in  me ! 

2  The  light  which  Thou  to  me  hast  given. 

Shall  by  Thy  grace  break  forth  and  shine  ; 
I'll  point  to  men  the  road  to  heaven, 
And  show  the  power  of  love  divine. 

3  My  life,  my  strength,  my  heart,  my  tongue. 

My  soul,  my  flesh,  to  Thee  I  give  ! 
All  these  to  Thee  of  right  belong, 
0  let  me  to  Thy  glory  live ! 

G.  B.  HYMN-BOOK  (l80O). 

rwho  hear  the  blessM  call 
Of  the  Spirit  and  the  Bride : 
Hear  the  Master's  word  to  all, 

Your  commission  and  your  guide — 
"  ATid  let  him  that  heareth  say, 
Comei'  to  all  yet  far  away. 

2  "  Came  !  "  alike  to  age  and  youth, 
Tell  them  of  our  Friend  above, 

Of  His  beauty  and  His  truth, 
Preciousness  and  grace  and  love. 

Tell  them  what  yon  know  is  true. 

Tell  them  what  He  is  to  you. 
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3  "  Come  !  "  to  those  who,  while  they  heax, 

linger,  hardly  knowing  why ; 
Tell  them  that  the  Lord  is  neax, 

TeU  them  Jesus  passes  by. 
Call  them  now ;  O  !  do  not  wait. 
Lest  to-morrow  be  too  late. 

4  Brothers,  sisters,  do  not  wait. 

Speak  for  Him  who  speaks  to  you ! 
Wherefore  should  you  hesitate  ? 

This  is  no  great  thing  to  do. 
Jesus  only  bids  you  say, 
"  Come  !  "  and  will  you  not  obey  I 

5  Lord  I  to  Thy  command  we  bow. 

Touch  our  lips  with  altar-fire ; 
Let  Thy  Spirit  kindle  now 

Faith  and  zeal  and  strong  desire ; 
So  that  henceforth  we  may  be 
Fellow-workers,  Lord,  with  Thee  I 

F.  R.  HAVERGAL. 
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TESTIS,  I  my  cross  have  taken, 
^     All  to  leave  and  follow  Thee. 
Destitute,  despised,  forsaken. 

Thou  from  hence  my  All  shalt  be. 
Perish  every  fond  ambition, 

All  Tve  sought,  and  hoped,- and  known ; 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition ! 

God  and  heaven  are  still  mine  own. 

2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me; 
They  have  left  my  Saviour  too. 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me ; 
Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue. 


8ELF-DENIAL. 

And  whilst  Thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 
God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might  I 

Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  may  shun  me ; 
Show  Thy  face,  and  all  is  Ixright. 

3  Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 

'Twill  but  drive  me  to  Thy  breast ; 
life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me, 

•Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest ; 
O  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 

While  Thy  love  is  left  to  me ; 
0  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me. 

Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  Thee, ' 

4  Haste,  then,  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Armed  by  faith  and  Mdnged  by  prayer ; 
Heaven's  eternal  day's  before  thee : 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 
Soon  shall  close  thine  earthly  mission, 

Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days ; 
Hope  shaU  change  to  full  fruition. 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 

H.  F.  LYTE. 

430  S.M 

OWHAT,  if  we  are  Cheist's, 
Is  earthly  shame  or  loss  ? 
Bright  shall  the  crown  of  glory  be 
When  we  have  borne  the  cross. 

2  Keen  was  the  trial  once, 
Bitter  the  cup  of  woe. 

When  martyred  saints,  baptized  in  blood, 
Cheist's  sufferings  shared  below: 

3  Bright  is  their  glory  now, 
Boundless  their  joy  above, 

Where,  on  the  bosom  of  their  God, 
They  rest  in  perfect  love. 


And  let  us  rest  beneath  Thy  feet. 
Where  saints  and  angels  live. 

H.  W.  BAKEB. 

431 

TAKE  up  thy  cross,  the  Saviour  said, 
If  thou  wouldst  My  disciple  be ; 
Deny  thyself,  the  world  forsake. 
And  humbly  follow  after  Me, 

2  Take  up  thy  cross ;  let  not  its  weight 

Fill  thy  weak  spirit  with  alarm ; 
His  strength  shall  bear  thy  spirit  up, 
And  brace  thy  heart,  and  nerve  thine  ar 

3  Take  up  thy  cross,  nor  heed  the  shame ; 

Nor  let  thy  foolish  pride  rebel : 
The  Lord  for  thee  the  cross  endured. 
To  save  thy  soul  from  death  and  hell. 

4  Take  up  thy  cross,  then,  in  His  strength. 

And  calraly  every  danger  brave ; 

'Ttirt'll    r^^iAr^    4-'Lr.r.    4-^    «     V.^4.4.^^   U^ 


WATCHFULNESS. 

CHEISTIAN,  seek  not  yet  repose. 
Cast  thy  dreams  of  ease  away ; 
Thou  art  in  the  midst  of  foes :  • 
"  Watch  arid  pray" 

2  Principalities  and  powers, 

Mustering  their  unseen  array, 
Wait  for  thine  unguarded  hours : 
"  Watch  and  pray y 

3  Gird  thy  heavenly  armour  on, 

Wear  it  ever,  night  and  day ; 
Near  thee  lurks  the  evil  one : 
**  Watch  and  pray^ 

4  Hear  the  victors  who  o'ercame, 

Still  they  mark  each  warrior's  way ; 
All  with  warning  voice  exclaim : 
"  Wai^ch  and  pray!* 

5  Hear,  above  all,  hear  thy  Lord, 

Him  thou  lovest  to  obey : 
Hide  within  thy  heart  His  word : 
"  Watch  and  pray!* 

6  Watch,  as  if  on  that  alone 

Hung  the  issue  of  the  day ; 
Pray,  that  help  may  be  sent  down : 
"  Watch  and  pray!' 

C.  ELLIOTT. 


8.8.6. 

TTELP,  Lord,  to  whom  for  help  I  fly, 
^^    And  still  my  tempted  soul  stand  by 

Throughout  the  evil  day ! 
The  sacred  watchfulness  impart, 
And  keep  the  issues  of  my  heart, 

And  stir  me  up  to  pray. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  LIFE. 

2  My  soul  with  Thy  whole  armour  arm, 
In  each  approach  of  sin,  alarm. 

And  show  the  danger  near : 
Surround,  sustain,  and  strengthen  me^ 
And  fill  with  godly  jealousy. 

And  sanctifying  fear, 

3  Whene'er  my  careless  hands  hang  down, 
0  let  me  see  Thy  gathering  frown, 

And  feel  Thy  wammg  eye  : 
And  starting,  cry,  from  ruin's  brink, 
*  Save,  Jesus,  or  I  yield,  I  sink  ! 

O  save  nje,  or  I  die  I  * 

4  If  from  Thy  fold  I  rashly  stray. 
Before  I  wholly  fall  away, 

The  keen  conviction  dart : 
Recall  me  by  that  pitying  look. 
That  kind,  upbraiding  glance  which  broke 

Unfaithful  Peter's  heart. 

"WESLEY.* 


6.5. 


TN  the  hour  of  trial, 
-*■    Jesus,  pray  for  me ; 
Lest  by  base  denial 

I  depart  from  Thee  ; 
"When  Thou  see'st  me  waver, 

With  a  look  recall, 
Nor  for  fear  or  favour 

Suflfer  me  to  falL 

2  With  its  witching  pleasures 

Would  this  vain  world  charm. 
Or  Its  aoTdiOi  \?c^^svxt^«a. 

Spread  to  >notVl  niSi.  \isrni% — 


WATCH?Ul4N£SS. 

Bring  to  my  remembrance 

S^  Gethsemane« 
Or^  in  darker  semblance. 

Cross-crowned  Calvary. 

3  .If  witb  sore  affliction 

Thou  in  love  chastise. 
Pour  Thy  benediction 

On  the  sacrifice : 
Then,  upon  Thine  altar 

Freely  offered  up, 
Thoi]^h  the  flesh  may  falter, 

Faith  shall  drink  the  cup. 

/^,  When,  in  dust  and  ashes, 

To  the  grave  I  sink, 
While  heaven's  glory  flashes 

O'er  the  shelving  brink, 
On  Thy  truth  relying. 

Through  that  mortal  strife, 
iLord^  receive  me,  dying, 

.To  eternal  life. 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 
J  S.M. 

rSTTS,  my  Strength,  my  Hope, 
On  Thee  I  cast  my  care. 
With  humble  confidence  look  up. 
And  know  Thou  hear'st  my  prayer. 
Give  me  on  Thee  to  wait. 
Till  I  can  all  things  do, 
On  Thee,  almighty  to  create, 
Almighty  to  renew. 

J  want  a  godly  fear, 

4  quick'diacerning  eye, 
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That  looks  to  Thee  when  siu  is  near, 
And  sees  the  tempter  fly ; 
A  spirit  still  prepared, 
And  armed  with  jealous  care, 

For  ever  standing  on  its  guard, 
And  watching  unto  prayer. 

I  rest  upon  Thy  word ; 

The  promise  is  for  me ; 
My  succour  and  salvation,  Lord, 

Shall  surely  come  from  Thee ; 

But  let  me  still  abide. 

Nor  from  my  hope  remove. 
Till  Thou  my  patient  spirit  guide 

Into  Thy  perfect  love. 

WESI.EY. 


VE  servants  of  the  Lord, 
-*-     Each  in  his  ofi&ce  wait, 
Observant  of  His  heavenly  word, 
And  watchful  at  His  gate. 

2  Let  all  your  lamps  be  bright, 
And  trim  the  golden  flame ; 

Gird  up  your  loins,  as  in  His  sight, 
For  awful  is  His  name. 

3  Watch,  'tis  your  Lord's  command, 
And  while  we  speak.  He's  near; 

Mark  the  first  signal  of  His  hand, 
Aud  ready  all  appeal-. 

4  O  happy  servant  he. 

In  such  a  posture  found  ! 
He  shall  his  Lord  with  rapture  see, 


COURAGE  AND  STEADFASTNESS. 

5      Christ  shall  the  banquet  spread 
With  His  own  royal  hand, 
And  raise  that  favoured  servant's  head 
Amidst  the  angelic  band. 

DODDRIDGE. 
COURAGE  AND  STEADFASTNESS. 


an 


CM. 

AM  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 
A  follower  of  the  Lamb  ? 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  His  cause, 
Or  blush  to  speak  His  name  ? 

2  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face  ? 

Must  I  not  stem  the  ilood  ? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 

3  Sure  I  must  fight,  if  I  would  reign ; 

Increase  my  courage,  Lord ! 
I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain. 
Supported  by  Thy  word. 

4  Thy  saints,  in  all  this  glorious  war, 

Shall  conquer,  though  they  die  ; 
They  hear  the  triumph  from  afar, 
And  seize  it  with  their  eye. 

5  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise, 

And  aU  Thy  armies  shine 
In  robes  of  victory  through  the  skies. 
The  glory  shall  be  Thine. 

WATTS. 


38 


S.M. 

FAE  down  the  ages  now, 
Much  of  her  journey  done, 
The  pilgrim  church  pursues  her  way, 
Until  her  orown  be  won. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  UFS. 

The  story  of  the  past 
Comes  up  before  her  view ; 
How  well  it  seems  to  suit  her  still. 
Old,  and  yet  ever  new  I 

2  'Tis  the  same  story  still 
Of  sin  and  weariness, 

Of  grace  and  love  still  flowing  do^m 

To  pardon  and  to  hless. 

No  wider  is  the  gate, 

No  broader  is  the  way, 
No  smoother  is  the  ancient  path, 

That  leads  to  light  and  day. 

3  No  sweeter  is  the  cup, 
Nor  less  our  lot  of  ill ; 

*Twas  tribulation  ages  since, 

'Tis  tribulation  still. 

No  slacker  grows  the  fight, 

No  feebler  is  the  foe, 
Nor  less  the  need  of  armour  tried, 

Of  shield  and  spear  and  bow. 

4  Thus  onward  still  we  press, 
Through  evil  and  through  good, 

Through  pain  and  poverty  and  want, 

Through  peril  and  through  blood  : 

Still  faithful  to  our  Grod, 

And  to  our  Captain  true. 
We  follow  where  He  leads  the  way, 

The  kingdom  in  our  view. 

H.  BOKAB  * 
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FOEWAED !  be  our  watchword, 
Steps  and  voices  joined ; 
Seek  the  things  before  us, 
Not  a  look  \i^\i\TL(L\ 


COTTBAO£  AKD  STEADFASTNESS. 

Burns  the  fiery  pillar 

At  our  army's  head  ; 
Who  shall  dream  of  shrinking, 

By  our  Captain  led  ? 
Forward  through  the  desert. 

Through  the  toil  and  fight : 
Canaan  lies  before  us, 

Sion  beams  with  light. 

2  Forward,  flock  of  Jesus, 

Salt  of  all  the  earth ; 
Till  each  yearning  purpose 

Spring  to  glorious  birth  : 
Sick,  they  ask  for  healing, 

Blind,  they  grope  for  day ; 
Pour  upon  the  nations 

Wisdom's  loving  ray : 
Forward,  out  of  error, 

Leave  behind  the  night ; 
Forward  through  the  darkness, 

Forward  into  light. 

3  Glories  upon  glories 

Hath  our  God  prepared. 
By  the  souls  that  love  Him 

One  day  to  be  shared : 
Eye  hath  not  beheld  them ; 

Ear  hath  never  heard ; 
Nor  of  these  hath  uttered 

Thought  or  speech  a  word : 
Forward,  ever  forward. 

Clad  in  armour  bright ; 
Till  the  veil  be  lifted, 

Till  our  faith  be  sight. 

4  Far  o'er  yon  horizon 

Rise  the  city  towers, 


THE  CHRISTIAN  LIFE. 

Where  our  God  atidetli ; 

That  fair  home  is  ours  : 
Flash  the  streets  with  jasper. 

Shine  the  gates  with  gold ; 
Flows  the  gladdening  river 

Shedding  joys  untold : 
Thither,  onward  thither, 

In  the  Spirit's  might : 
Pilgrims,  to  your  country, 


Forward  into  light. 


H.  ALFORD. 


440  '-^ 

IT  is  hard  to  work  for  God, 
To  rise  and  take  His  part 
Upon  this  battle-field  of  earth, 
And  not  sometimes  lose  heart ! 


0 


2  He  hides  Himself  so  wondrously, 

As  though  there  were  no  God ; 
He  is  least  seen  when  all  the  powers 
Of  ill  are  most  abroad. 

3  Thrice  blest  is  he  to  whom  is  given 

The  instinct  that  can  tell 
That  God  is  on  the  field  when  He 
Is  most  invisible. 

4  Workman  of  God !  0  lose  not  heart, 

But  learn  what  God  is  like  ; 
And  in  the  darkest  battle-field 
Thou  shalt  know  where  to  strike. 

5  For  right  is  right,  since  God  is  God ; 

And  right  the  day  must  win  ; 
To  doubt  would  be  disloyalty, 
To  falter  would  be  sin. 

F.  W.  FABER, 


COUEAGE  AND  ST3EADFASTNESS. 
t41  t  6S.65. 

ONWAED,  Christian  soldiers, 
Marching  as  to  war. 
With  the  cross  of  Jesus 

Going  on  before. 
Christ  the  Royal  Master 
Leads  against  the  foe  ; 
Forward  into  battle, 
See,  His  banners  go ! 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers. 

Marching  as  to  war. 
With  the  cross  of  Jesus 
Going  on  before. 

2  Like  a  mighty  army, 

Moves  Sie  Church  of  God. 
Brothers,  we  are  treading 

Where  the  saints  have  trod. 
We  are  not  divided. 

All  one  body  we, 
One  in  hope,  in  doctrine. 

One  in  charity. 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers,  &c. 

3  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish. 

Kingdoms  rise  and  wane, 
But  the  Church  of  Jesus 

Constant  will  remain : 
Gates  of  hell  can  never 

'Gainst  that  Church  prevail  5 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise, 

And  that  cannot  fail. 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers^  &c. 

4  Onward  then,  ye  people. 

Join  our  happy  throDg. 


THE  CHRISTIAN.  UFB. 

Blend  with  ours  your  voices 

In  the  triumph  song : 
"  Glory,  praise,  and  honour 

Unto  Christ  the  King : " 
This  through  countless  ages 

Men  and  angels  sing. 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers,  Ac. 

S.  BABINa  GOULD 


ONWAED  let  my  children  go/ 
God  the  Lord  commands  us  so ; 
Though  the  path  be  through  the  sea, 
Little  flock,  what's  that  to  thee  ? 
Only  trust  His  love  imbounded. 
Thou  shalt  never  be  confounded. 

Art  thou  feeble,  sorely  tried  ? 
Art  thou  pressed  on  every  side  ? 
Does  it  seem  as  if  no  power 
Could  relieve  thee  in  this  hour  ? 
Wherefore  art  thou  thus  disheartened  ? 
Is  the  arm  that  saves  thee  shortened  ? 

Dark  and  wide  the  sea  appears, 
Every  soul  is  full  of  fears, 

Yet  the  word  is  *  Onward '  still. 
Onward  move  and  do  His  will ; 
And  the  great  deep  shall  discover 
God's  highway  to  take  thee  over. 

Be  thou  stni,  and  thou  shalt  see 
Wonders  wrought,  and  wrought  for  the( 
Safe  thyself  on  yonder  shore, 
Thou  shalt  see  thy  foes  no  more ; 
And  there  tell  the  wondrous  story 
Of  thy  Savioux^a  xavgjafe  ^^d  ^lory. 


OOUBAGE  .4^  STEADFASTNESS. 
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SOLDIERS  of  Christ !  arise,  - 
And  put  your  axmour  on, 
Strong  in  the  strength  which  God  supplies 
Through  His  beloved  Son  : 

2  Strong  in  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 
And  in  His  mighty  power : 

"Who  in  the  strength  of  Jesus  trusts 
Is  more  than  conqueror. 

3  stand,  then,  in  His  great  might, 
With  aU  His  strength  endued ; 

And  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight, 
The  panoply  of  God. 

4  From  strength  to  strength  go  on, 
Wrestle,  and  fight,  and  pray. 

Tread  all  the  powers  of  darkness  down. 
And  win  the  weU-fought  day : 

5  That,  having  all  things  done. 
And  aU  youx  conflicts  past, 

Ye  may  o'ercome  through  Chiist  alone, 
And  stand  complete  at  last. 

WESLEY.* 


STAND  up !  stand  up  for  Jesus ! 
Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross : 
Lift  high  His  royal  banner. 

It  must  not  suffer  loss : 
From  victory  unto  victory, 
His  army  shall  He  lead, 
Tin  eyery  foe  is  vanquished, 
And  Cbmt  is  Lord  indeed. 
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2  Stand  up !  stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

The  trampet-call  obey : 
Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict, 

In  this  His  glorious  day : 
Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  Him, 

Against  unnumbered  foes ; 
Let  courage  rise  with  danger, 

And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 

3  Stand  up !  stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

Stand  in  His  strength  alone ; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you ; 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own : 
Put  on  the  gospel  armour. 

And,  watching  unto  prayer. 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger. 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

4  Stand  up !  stand  up  for  Jesus  ! 

The  strife  will  not  be  long ; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle. 

The  next  the  victor's  song  : 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be ; 
He  with  the  King  of  Glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 

G.  DUFFIELT 
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rriHE  Son  of  God  goes  forth  to  war, 

-*-     A  kingly  crown  to  gain ; 

His  blood-red  banner  streams  afar : — 

Who  foUows  in  His  train  ? 
Who  best  can  drink  his  cup  of  woe, 

Triumphant  over  pain ; 
Who  patient  bears  his  cross  below. 

He  follows  in  His  train. 


PEBSEYEttANCE. 

2  The  martyr  first,  whose  eagle-eye 

Could  pierce  beyond  the  grave ; 
Who  saw  his  Master  in  the  sky, 

And  called  on  Him  to  save. 
Like  Him,  with  pardon  on  his  tongue, 

In  midst  of  mortal  pain, 
He  prayed  for  them  that  did  the  wrong : — 

Whoi  follows  in  his  train  ? 

3  A  glorious  band,  the  chosen  few. 

On  whom  the  Spirit  came ; 
Twelve  valiant  saints,  their  hope  they  knew, 

And  mocked  the  cross  and  flame. 
They  met  the  tyrant's  brandished  steel, 

The  lion's  gory  mane ; 
They  bowed  their  necks  the  death  to  feel : — 

Who  follows  in  their  train  ? 

4  A  noble  army,  men  and  boys. 

The  matron  and  the  maid. 
Around  the  Saviour's  throne  rejoice, 

In  robes  of  light  arrayed. 
They  climbed  the  steep  ascent  of  heaven 

Through  peril,  toil,  and  pain : 
0  God,  to  us  may  grace  be  given 

To  foUow  in  their  train ! 

HEBER. 

PERSEVERANCE. 

CM. 

AWAKE,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve, 
And  press  with  vigour  on : 
A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal. 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 
Hold  thee  in  full  survey : 


THE  CHBISTIAN  LIFE. 

Forget  the  steps  already  trod. 
And  onward  Tirge  thy  way. 

3  Tis  God's  all-animating  voice 

That  calls  thee  from  on  high ; 
'Tis  His  own  hand  presents  tihe  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  eye : 

4  That  prize,  with  peerless  glories  bright, 

Which  shall  new  lustre  boast. 
When  victors'  wreaths  and  monaxchs'  gems 
Shall  blend  in  conmion  dust 

5  Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  Thee, 

Have  I  my  race  begun ; 
And,  crowned  with  victory,  at  Thy  feet 
rU  lay  my  honours  down. 

DODDRIDGE. 
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AWAKE,  our  souls ;  away,  our  fears ; 
Let  every  trembling  thought  be  gone ; 
Awake,  and  run  the  heavenly  race. 
And  put  a  cheerful  courage  on. 

2  True,  'tis  a  strait  and  thorny  road, 

And  mortal  spirits  tire  and  faint ; 
But  they  forget  the  mighty  God 

That  feeds  the  strength  of  every  saint. 

3  Thee,  mighty  God  !  whose  matchless  power 

Is  ever  new  and  ever  young, 
And  firm  endures,  while  endless  years 
Their  everlasting  circles  run. 

4  From  Thee,  the  overflowing  spring, 

Our  souls  shall  drink  a  fresh  supply, 

While  such  as  trust  their  native  strength, 

Shall  melt  away,  and  droop,  and  die. 


PEHSEVERANCE. 


5  Swift  as  an  eagle  cuts  the  air, 

Well  mount  aloft  to  Thine  abode : 
On  wings  of  love  our  souls  shall  fly, 
Nor  tire  amidst  the  heavenly  road. 

WATTS. 


lO.IO.II.II. 

B BEAST  the  wave,  Christian,  when   it    is 
strongest ; 
Watch  for  day,  Christian,  when  the  night's 
longest; 
Onward   and  onward  still,  urge  thine  en- 
deavour ; 
The  rest  that  remaineth  shall  be  for  ever. 

Fight  the  fight,  Christian,  Jesus  is  o'er  thee ; 

Eun  the  race,   Christian,  heaven   is   before 
thee ; 
He  who  hath  promised  faltereth  nevei*. 
The  love  of  eternity  flows  on  for  ever. 

liaise  the  eye.  Christian,  just  as  it  closetb ; 
Lift  the  heart.  Christian,  ere  it  reposeth : 

Thee,  from  the  love  of  Christ,  nothing  shall 
sever : 

Mount  when  thy  work  is  done,  praise  Him  for 

^V^^*  J.  STAMMERS. 

L49  73. 

C HEIST,  of  all  my  hopes  the  ground ; 
Christ,  the  spring  of  all  my  joy ; 
Still  in  Thee  may  I  be  found, 
StiU  for  Thee  my  powers  employ. 

2  Fountain  of  o'erflowing  grace. 
Freely  from  Thy  fulness  give ; 
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Till  I  close  my  earthly  race, 
May  I  prove  it,  *  Christ  to  live! 

3  rirmly  trusting  in  Thy  blood. 

Nothing  shall  my  heart  confotind ; 
Safely  shall  I  pass  the  flood, 
Safely  reach  Immanuers  ground. 

4  When  I  touch  the  blessfed  shore, 

Back  the  closing  waves  shall  roll; 

Death's  dark  stream  shall  never  more 

Part  from  Thee  my  ravished  souL 

5  Thus,  0  thus,  an  entrance  give 

To  the  land  of  cloudless  sky ! 
Having  known  it,  *  Christ  to  live* 
Let  me  know  it,  *  Gain  to  die* 

K.  WAKDUW. 
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How  rich  Thy  favours,  God  of  grace ! 
How  various  and  divine  ! 
Full  as  the  ocean  they  are  poured, 
And  bright  as  heaven  they  shine. 

2  He  to  eternal  glory  calls. 

And  leads  the  wondrous  way 
To  His  own  palace,  where  He  reigns 
In  uncreated  dav. 

3  Jesus,  the  lierald  of  His  love. 

Displays  the  radiant  prize ; 
And  shows  the  purchase  of  His  blooil 
To  our  admiring  eyes. 

4  He  perfects  what  His  hand  begins. 
Aid  stone  on  stone  He  lays ; 

Ml  firm  and  fair  the  building  rise, 
A  temple  to  His  praise. 
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5  The  songs  of  everlasting  years 
That  mercy  shall  attend ; 
Which  leads,  through  sufferings  of  an  hour, 
To  joys  that  never  end. 

DODDRIDGE. 

IORD,  hast  Thou  made  me  know  Thy  ways  ? 
Conduct  me  in  Thy  fear ; 
And  grant  me  such  supplies  of  grace, 
That  I  may  persevere. 

2  0  never  let  me  turn  aside, 

Nor  leave  the  path  divine ! 
Let  faith,  and  love,  and  zeal  abide  ; 
Let  patience  ne'er  decline. 

3  Supported  by  a  lively  hope. 

May  I  the  storm  endure ; 
Let  sovereign  mercy  hold  me  up, 
And  I  shall  walk  secure. 

4  Be  Thou  my  all-sufficient  friend, 

Till  all  these  toils  shall  cease ; 
Guard  me  through  life,  and  let  my  end 
Be  everlasting  peace ! 

J.  FAWCETT. 

TifY  soul,  with  all  thy  wakened  powers, 
^^    Survey  the  heavenly  prize ; 
Nor  let  the  glittering  toys  of  earth 
Allure  thy  wandering  eyes. 

2  The  splendid  crown  which  Moses  sought. 
Still  beams  around  his  brow ; 
Though  soon  great  Pharaoh's  sceptred  pride 
Was  taught  by  death  to  bow. 
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3  The  joys  and  treasures  of  a  day 

I  cheerfully  resign; 
Bich  in  that  large  immortal  store, 
Secured  by  grace  divine. 

4  Let  fools  my  wiser  choice  deride, 

Angels  and  God  approve ; 
Nor  scorn  of  men,  nor  rage  of  hell,' 
My  steadfast  soul  shall  move. 

5  With  ardent  eye  that  bright  reward 

I  daily  wiU  survey; 
And  in  the  blooming  prospect  lose 
The  sorrows  of  the  way. 

DODDBIDGE. 
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A  JESUS,  I  have  promised 
"    To  serve  Thee  to  the  end ; 
Be  Thou  for  ever  near  me, 

My  Master  and  my  Friend ! 
I  shall  not  fear  the  battle 

If  Thou  art  by  my  side, 
N"or  wander  from  the  pathway 

If  Thou  wilt  be  my  guide. 

2  O  let  me  feel  Thee  near  me. 

The  world  is  ever  near ; 
I  see  the  sights  that  dazfzle, 

^^®  tempting  sounds  I  hear  : 
My  foes  are  ever  near  me. 

Around  me  and  within ; 
I^ut  Jesus,  draw  Thou  nearer, 

And  shield  my  soul  from  sin. 

3  O  let  me  hear  Thee  speaking 


I>BRS£y£RAKCE. 

Above  the  storms  of  passion, 

The  murmurs  of  self-will. 
O  speak  to  reassure  me, 

To  hasten  or  control : 
0  speak,  and  make  me  listen, 

Tliou  Guardian  of  my  soul ! 

4  0  Jesus,  Thou  hast  promised 

To  all  who  follow  Thee, 
That  where  Thou  art  in  glory, 

There  shall  Thy  servant  be ; 
And,  Jesus,  I  have  promised 

To  serve  Thee  to  the  end ; 
0  give  me  grace  to  follow 

Sly  Master  and  my  Friend ! 

5  0  let  me  see  Thy  footmarks. 

And  in  them  plant  mine  own ; 
My  hope  to  follow  duly 

Is  in  Thy  strength  alone  ! 
O  guide  me,  call  me,  draw  me, 

Uphold  me  to  the  end ; 
And  then  in  heaven  receive  me, 

My  Saviour  and  my  Friend ! 

J.  E.  BODE. 

54  8.8.8.8.6. 

A  LORD,  Thy  heavenly  grace  impart, 
^    And  fix  my  frail  inconstant  heart ; 
Henceforth  my  chief  desire  shall  be, 
.    To  dedicate  myself  to  Thee ; 

To  Thee,  my  God,  to  Thee. 

2  Whate'er  pursuits  my  time  employ, 
One  thought  shall  fill  my  soul  with  joy, 
That  silent,  secret  thought  shall  be, 
That  all  my  Jiopes  are  fixed  on  T\xee  •, 
On  Thee,  my  God,  on  Thee, 
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3  Thy  glorious  eye  pervadeth  space ; 
Thou'rt  present,  Lord,  in  every  place ; 
And  wheresoever  my  lot  may  be, 
Still  shall  my  spirit  cleave  to  Thee ; 

To  Thee,  my  God,  to  Thee. 

4  Eenoimcing  every  worldly  thing. 
Safe  'neath  the  covert  of  Thy  wing, 
My  sweetest  thought  henceforth  shall  be 
That  all  I  want,  I  find  in  Thee ; 

In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 

J.  F.  OBJIRLIN,  trarhS,  A.  WILSON. 
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A  SPEED  thee,  Christian,  on  thy  way, 
^^    And  to  thy  armour  cling : 
With  girded  loins  the  call  obey 
That  grace  and  mercy  bring. 

2  There  is  a  battle  to  be  fought. 

An  upward  race  to  run ; 
A  crown  of  glory  to  be  sought, 
A  victory  to  be  won. 

3  The  glowing  lamp  of  prayer  will  light 

Thee  on  thy  anxious  road; 
*Twill  keep  the  goal  of  heaven  in  sight, 
And  guide  thee  to  thy  God. 

4  0  faint  not,  Christian,  for  thy  sighs 

Are  heard  before  His  throne ; 
The  race  must  come  before  the  prize, 
The  cross  before  the  crown. 

H.  U.  ONDERDONIT- 
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rpHOU  only  sovereign  of  my  heart, 
^     My  refuge,  my  almighty  friend — 
^  And  can  my  soul  from  Thee  depart. 

On  whom  alone  my  hopes  depend  ? 


x^M' 
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2  Eternal  life  Thy  words  impart, 

On  these  my  fainting  spirit  lives ; 
Here  sweeter  comforts  cheer  my  heart 
Than  all  the  round  of  nature  gives. 

3  Let  earth's  alluring  joys  combine, 

While  Thou  art  near,  in  vain  they  call ; 
.   One  smile,  one  blissful  smile  of  Thine, 
My  dearest  Lord,  outweighs  them  all. 

4  Low  at  Thy  feet  my  soul  would  lie. 

Here  safety  dwells,  and  peace  divine  : 
Still  let  me  live  beneath  Thine  eye. 
For  life,  eternal  life,  is  Thine. 

A.  STEELE. 
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THEOUGH  good  report  and  evil.  Lord, 
Still  guided  by  Thy  faithful  word,— 
Our  sta£f,  our  buckler,  and  our  sword, — 
We  follow  Thee. 

2  In  silence  of  the  lonely  night. 

In  the  full  glow  of  day's  clear  light, 
Through  life's  strange  wanderings,  dark  or 
bright, 

We  follow  Thee. 

3  Strengthened  by  Thee  we  forward  go, 
'Mid  smile  or  scoflf  of  friend  or  foe. 
Through  pain  or  ease,  through  joy  or  woe, 

We  follow  Thee. 

4  With  enemies  on  every  side, 
We  lean  on  Thee,  the  Crucified ; 
Forsaking  aU  on  earth  beside, 

We  follow  Thee. 

5  0  Master,  point  Thou  out  the  way. 
Nor  sufifer  Thou  our  steps  to  stray ; 
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Then  in  that  path  that  leads  to  day, 
We  follow  Thee. 

6  Thou  hast  passed  on  before  our  face ; 
Thy  footsteps  on  the  way  we  trace : 
0  keep  us,  aid  us  by  Thy  grace : 
We  follow  Thee. 

H.  BOKAB. 
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WE  praise  and  bless  Thee,  gracious  Lord, 
Our  Saviour  kind  and  true, 
For  all  the  old  things  passed  away, 
For  all  Thou  hast  made  new. 

2  New  hopes,  new  purposes,  desires. 

And  joys,  Thy  grace  has  given ; 
Old  ties  are  broken  from  the  earth. 
New  ties  attach  to  heaven. 

3  But  yet,  how  much  must  be  destroyed, 

How  much  renewed  must  be, 
Ere  we  can  fully  stand  complete 
In  lUvcness,  Lord,  to  Thee ! 

4  Thou,  only  Thou,  must  carry  on 

The  work  Thou  hast  begun  ; 
Of  Thine  own  strength  Thou  must  impart, 
In  Thine  own  ways  to  run. 

5  Ah,  leave  us  not !    From  day  to  day 

Eevive,  restore  again ; 
Our  feeble  steps  do  Thou  direct, 
Our  enemies  restrain. 

6  So  shall  we  faultless  stand  at  last 

Before  Thy  Father's  throne, 
The  blessedness  for  ever  ours, 
The  glory  a\i  T\mi^  q^tl\ 

0,  3.  ^,^^\TlLkV^\*.\.\ 
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WHILE  others  pray  for  grace  to  die, 
0  Lord,  I  pray  for  grace  to  live, 
For  every  hour  a  fresh  supply : 

0  see  my  need,  and  freely  give. 

2  I  do  not  dread  the  hour  of  death ; 

If  I  am  Thine,  no  fears  remain ; 
I  know  that  with  my  parting  breath 

1  yield  for  ever  mortal  pain. 

3  But  0 !  my  Lord,  in  life's  highway 

I  crave  the  sunshine  of  Thy  face, 
And  every  moment  of  the  day 

I  need  Thy  strong  supporting  grace. 

4  I  dare  not — will  not — Lord,  deny 

That  heart  and  feet  oft  go  astray ; 
Therefore  the  more  to  Thee  I  cry, 
To  keep  me  in  the  chosen  way. 

5  The  more  my  sin  and  unbelief 

Keep  me  from  walking  near  to  Thee, 
The  more,  Lord  Jesus,  is  my  grief, — 
The  more  I  long  Thy  face  to  see. 

ryle's  coll. 
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OFOE  a  closer  walk  with  God, 
A  calm  and  heavenly  frame ; 
A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 
When  first  I  saw  the  Lord  ? 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  His  word  ? 
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3  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed ! 

How  sweet  their  memory  still ! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  filL 

4  Return,  O  holy  Dove !  return. 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest ! 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  Thee  mourn, 
And  drove  Thee  from  my  breast. 

5  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known. 

Whatever  that  idol  be. 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  Thy  throne, 
Aad  worship  only  Thee. 

6  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 

Calm  and  serene  my  frame ; 
So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb  ! 

COWPEB. 
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SEE  a  poor  sinner,  dearest  Lord, 
Whose  soul,  encouraged  by  Thy  word, 
At  mercy's  footstool  would  remain, 
And  then  would  look,  and  look  again. 

2  How  oft  deceived  by  self  and  pride, 
Has  my  poor  heart  been  turned  aside ; 

And,  Jonah-like,  has  fled  from  Thee, 
Till  Thou  hast  looked  again  on  me. 

3  Ah !  bring  a  wretched  wanderer  home, 
And  to  Thy  footstool  let  me  come. 

And  tell  Thee  all  my  grief  and  pain, 
And  wait  and  look,  and  look  again. 

4  Do  fears  and  doubt  thy  soul  annoy  ? 
Do  thundering  tempests  drown  thy  joy  ? 
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And  canst  thou  not  one  smile  obtain  t 
Yet,  wait  and  look,  and  look  again. 

5  Take  courage  then,  nay  trembling  soul, 
One  look  from  Christ  will  make  thee  whole ; 

Trust  thou  in  Him,  'tis  not  in  vain ; 
But  wait  and  look,  and  look  again. 

6  Look  to  the  Lord,  His  word,  HLs  throne  j 
Look  to  His  grace,  and  not  thy  own ; 

There  wait  and  look,  and  look  again, 
Thou  shalt  not  wait,  nor  look  in  vain. 

• 

7  Ere  long  that  happy  day  will  come. 
When  I  shall  reach  my  blissful  home ; 

And  when  to  glory  I  attain,        .  . 
0  then  I'll  look,  and  look  again ! 

S.  MEDLEY. 

SWEET  was  the  time  when  first  I  felt 
The  Saviour's  pardoning  blood,  . 
Applied  to  cleanse  my  soul  from  guilt, 
And  bring  me  home  to  God. 

2  Soon  as  Hie  morn  the  light  revealed. 

His  praises  tuned  my  tongue ; 
And,  when  the  evening  shades  prevailed, 
His  love  was  all  my  song. 

3  In  vain  the  tempter  spread  his  wiles, 

The  world  no  more  could  charm : 
I  lived  upon  my  Saviour's  smiles, 
And  leaned  upon  His  arm. 

4  Now,  when  the  evening  shade  prevails, 

My  soul  in  darkness  mourns ; 

2   A 
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Atid,  when  the  morn  the  light  revealfl^ 
No  light  to  me  returns. 

5  Now  Satan  threatens  to  prevail. 
And  make  my  soul  his  prey ; 
Yet,  Lord,  Thy  mercies  cannot  fail; 
O  come  without  delay  I 

NEWTOK. 
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"EAET  of  wandering  from  my  God, 
And  now  made  willing  to  return, 
I  hear,  and  bow  me  to  the  rod ; 

For  Him,  not  without  hope,  I  mourn ; 
I  have  an  Advocate  above, 
A  Friend  before  the  throne  of  love. 

2  O  JeeuSj  full  of  truth  and  grace. 
More  full  of  grace  than  I  of  sin ; 

Yet  once  again  I  seek  Thy  face, 

Open  Thine  arms  and  take  me  in ; 
And  freely  my  backslidings  heal. 
And  love  the  faithless  sinner  still 

3  Thou  knoVst  the  way  to  bring  me  back, 
My  fallen  spirit  to  restore ; 

0  for  Thy  truth  and  mercy's  sake. 

Forgive,  and  bid  me  sin  no  more : 
The  ruins  of  my  soul  repair, 
And  make  my  heart  a  house  of  prayer. 

4  Ah !  give  me,  Lord,  the  tender  heart, 
That  trembles  at  the  approach  of  sin ; 

A  godly  fear  of  sin  impart. 

Implant,  and  root  it  deep  within ; 
That  I  may  dread  Thy  gracious  power. 
And  never  dare  ofifend  Thee  more. 
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TUHY  is  my  heart  so  far  from  Thee, 
**     My  God,  my  chief  delight  ? 
Why  are  my  thoughts  no  more  by  day 
With  Thee,  no  more  by  night  ? 

2  Why  should  my  foolish  passions  rove  ? 

Where  can  such  sweetness  be 
As  I  have  tasted  in  Thy  love. 
As  I  have  found  in  Thee  ? 

3  When  my  forgetful  soul  renews 

The  savour  of  Thy  grace. 
My  heart  presumes  I  cannot  lose 
The  relish  all  my  days. 

4  But  ere  one  fleeting  hour  is  passed, 

The  flattering  world  emplojrs 
Some  sensual  bait  to  seize  my  taste, 
And  to  pollute  my  joys. 

5  Then  I  repent,  and  vex  my  soul, 

That  I  should  leave  Thee  so ; 
Where  will  those  wild  afiections  roll 
That  let  a  Saviour  go  ? 

6  Make  haste,  my  days,  to  reach  the  goal, 

And  bring  my  heart  to  rest 
On  the  dear  centre  of  my  soul. 
My  God,  my  Saviour's  breast. 

WATTS. 
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AS  pants  the  hart  for  cooling  streams, 
When  heated  in  the  chase. 
So  longs  my  soul,  O  God,  for  Thee,. 
And  IJhy  refreshing  grace. 
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2  For  Thee,  my  God — the  living  God, 

My  thirsty  soul  doth  pine  ; 
O,  when  shall  I  behold  Thy  face. 
Thou  Majesty  divine ! 

3  I  sigh  to  think  of  happier  days. 

When  Thou,  O  Lord,  wert  nigh ; 
When  every  heart  was  tuned  to  praise, 
And  none  more  blest  than  I. 

4  Why  restless,  why  cast  down,  my  soul  ? 

Hope  still,  and  thou  shalt  sing 
The  praise  of  Him  who  is  thy  God, 
Thy  health's  eternal  spring. 

TATE  arid  BRADY. 
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FATHER,  for  Thy  kindest  word, 
Thankful  songs  to  Thee  I  sing ; 
Sick  at  heart  with  hope  deferred, 
All  my  cause  to  Thee  I  bring ; 
Sweet  the  sound  I  hear  from  Thee — 
'  Cast  thy  burden  upon  Me/ 

2  As  a  father  bending  low 

Listens  to  his  lisping  child, 
So  to  me  Thy  pity  show, 

By  the  world  and  sin  beguiled; 
Holy  is  Thy  law,  and  just ; 
Yet  remember  I  am  dust. 

3  Spare  me,  Thou  who  lov'st  to  spare ! 

Gently  on  me  lay  Thy  hand  ; 
Grasp  the  bruised  reed  with  care. 

Let  the  smoking  flax  be  fanned ; 
Firm  my  faltering  steps  uphold ; 
Tried,  let  me  come  forth  as  gold. 

4  O  remember  Him  who  died. 

With  His  life  my  soul  to  save ; 
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Let  me  clasp  the  Crucified 

Till  I  reach  the  awful  grave ; 
Then,  the  light  affiiction  o*er, 
Heaven  is  mine  for  evermore  ! 

0.  L.  FORD. 
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OD  of  my  life,  to  Thee  I  call. 
Afflicted  at  Thy  feet  I  faU ; 
When  the  great  water-floods  prevail, 
Leave  not  my  trembling  heart  to  fail. 

2  Friend  of  the  friendless  and  the  faint ! 
Where  should  I  lodge  my  deep  complaint  ? 

Where  but  with  Thee,  whose  open  door 
Invites  the  helpless  and  the  poor  ? 

3  Did  ever  mourner  plead  with  Thee, 
And  Thou  refuse  that  mourner's  plea  ? 

Does  not  Thy  word  still  fixed  remain. 
That  none  shall  seek  Thy  face  in  vain  ? 

4  That  were  a  grief  I  could  not  bear, 
Didst  Thou  not  hear  and  answer  prayer ; 

But  a  prayer-hearing,  answering  God, 
Supports  me  under  every  load. 

5  Poor,  though  I  am,  despised,  forgot. 
Yet  God,  my  God,  forgets  me  not ; 

And  he  is  safe  and  must  succeed, 

For  whom  the  Lord  vouchsafes  to  plead. 

COWPEIl. 
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TN  the  dark  and  cloudy  day, 
•*-    When  earth's  riches  flee  away, 
And  the  last  hope  will  not  stay ; 
My  Saviour,  comfort  me. 
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2  Thou  who  wast  so  sorely  tried. 
In  the  darkness  crucified. 
Bid  me  in  Thy  love  confide : 
My  Saviour,  comfort  me. 
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Comfort  me,  I  am  cast  down, 
Tis  my  heavenly  Father's  frown ; 
I  deserve  it  all,  I  own : 
My  Saviour,  comfort  me. 

4  In  these  hours  of  sad  distress, 

.   Let  me  know  He  loves  no  less, 
Bid  me  trust  His  faithfulness : 
My  Saviour,  comfort  me. 

5  Not  unduly  let  me  grieve, 
Meekly  the  kind  stripes  receive. 
Let  me  humbly  still  believe : 

My  Saviour,  comfort  me. 

6  So  it  shall  be  good  for  me 
Much  afflicted  now  to  be. 
If  Thou  wilt  but  tenderly. 

My  Saviour,  comfort  me. 

G.  EAWSON. 
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TESUS,  Saviour !  Thou  dost  know 
^     All  the  depth  of  human  woe  ; 
Thou  hast  shed  the  bitter  tear. 
Thou  hast  felt  the  withering  fear. 

2  For  the  iron  of  our  sin 

To  Thy  heart  hath  entered  in ; 
All  its  festering  anguish  keen, 
Holy  Saviour,  Thine  hath  been. 

3  Thou  our  Brother  art,  and  we 
With  our  sorrows  come  to  Thee : 


SOBROW  AND  DIVINE  COMFORT. 

Thou  wilt  not,  for  us  who  died, 
From  our  misery  turn  aside. 

4  Jesus,  save  I  the  floods  are  nigh ; 
To  Thine  open  arms  we  fly ; 

Sure  the  waters  will  not  dare  . 
Overwhelm  our  spirits  there. 

5  'So  1  the  raging  waves  subside. 
Thou  hast  checked  the  rising  tide  ; 

AU  our  woes  obey  Thy  will, 
While  Thou  whisperest, '  Peace,  he  ^iHh* 

c.  DENT.    . 
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OLET  him,  whose  sorrow 
No  relief  can  find, 
Trust  in  God,  and  borrow 
Ease  for  heart  and  mind. 

2  Where  the  miourner  weeping 

Sheds  the  secret  tear, 
(rod  His  watch  is  keeping, 
Though  none  else  be  near. 

3  God  will  never  leave  thee. 

All  thy  wants  He  knows. 
Feels  the  pains  that  grieve  thee, 
Sees  thy  cares  and  woes. 

4  Eaise  thine  eyes  to  heaven 

When  thy  spirits  quail. 
When,  by  tempests  driven. 
Heart  and  courage  fail. 

5  When  in  grief  we  languish 

He  will  dry  the  tear. 
Who  His  children's  anguish 
Soothes  with  succour  near. 


THS  CHBISTIAN  LDTE. 

6  All  our  woe  and  sadness, 

In  this  world  below. 
Balance  not  the  glaxlness 
We  in  heaven  shall  know. 

7  Jesu,  Holy  Saviour, 

In  the  realms  above 
Crown  us  with  Thy  favour, 
FiU  lis  with  Thy  love. 

H,  s.  OSWALD,  trans,  F.  E.  cox. 
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OTHOU,  by  whom  the  balm  is  borne 
For  joys  of  earth  departed, 
Gome  down  and  comfort  all  that  mourn ; 
Bind  up  the  broken-hearted. 

2  To  grief  that  wets  the  new-made  mould, 

Beside  the  mournful  wfllow, 
Arise,  as  when  Thy  voice  of  old 
Assuaged  the  nightly  billow. 

3  The  noble  souls  that  ^ine  unseen. 

By  all  around  forsaken, 
Teach  on  Thine  own  strong  arm  to  lean, 
For  reeds  by  breezes  shaken. 

4  To  saints  that  linger  day  by  day, 

With  pining  sickness  broken. 
From  eyes  that  watch  and  lips  that  pray, 
Be  Thy  sweet  solace  spoken. 

5  And  0  !  for  those  whose  trembling  feet 

Are  dipt  in  Jordan's  river,— 
Safe  on  the  shore  with  welcome  greet, 
And  clasp  them  Thine  for  ever ! 

C.  L.  FORD. 


sokrqw  and  divine  comfokt. 
:Y2I  c.m. 

OTHOU,  from  whom  all  goodness  flows, 
I  lift  my  heart  to  Thee ; 
In  all  my  sorrows,  conflicts,  woes. 
Dear  Lord;  remember  me ! 

2  When  on  my  aching,  burdened  heart 
My  sins  lie  heavily, 
My  pardon  grant,  new  peace  impart, 
In  love  remember  me  ! 

3*  When  trials  sore  obstruct  my  way, 

And  ills  I  cannot  flee, 
-  O  give  me  strength.  Lord,  as  my  day, 

For  good  remember  me  ! 

4  If  worn  with  pain,  disease,  and  grief, 

This  feeble  frame  should  be ; 
Give  patience,  rest,  and  kind  relief. 
Hear,  and  remember  me  ! 

5  If  on  my  face,  for  Thy  dear  name. 

Shame  and  reproaches  be, 
All  hail  reproach,  and  welcome  shame. 
If  Thou  remember  me ! 

6  When  in  the  solemn  hour  of  death 

I  wait  Thy  just  decree. 
Be  this  the  prayer  of  my  last  breath — 
O  Lord,  remember  me ! 

T.  HAWEIS. 

:73  los. 

OHEW  pity.  Lord,  for  we  hre  frail  atid  faint ; 
^    We  fade  aWay,  0  list  to  our  complaint ! 

We  fade  away,  like  flowers  in  the  sun ; 

We  just  b^in^  and  then  our  work  is  done. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  UFE. 

2  Shew  pity,  Lord,  our  souls  axe  sore  distxeaied ; 
As  troubled  seas,  our  natures  have  no  rest;- 

As  troubled  seas  that  surging  beat  the  shore, 
We  throb  and  heave,  ever  and  evermore, 

3  Shew  pity,  Lord,  our  grief  is  in  our  sin; 

We  would  be  cleansed,  O  make  us  pure  within! 
We  would  be  cleansed,  for  this  we  cry  to  Thee; 
Thy  word  of  love  can  make  the  conscience  free. 

4  Shew  pity.  Lord,  inspire  our  hearts  with  love ; 
That  holy  love  which  draws  the  soul  above  ; 

That  holy  love  which  makes  us  one  with  Thee, 
And  with  Thy  saints,  through  all  eternity. 

D.  THOMAS. 
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THUS  far  my  God  hath  led  me  on. 
And  made  His  truth  and  mercy  kQOwn ; 
My  hopes  and  fears  alternate  rise. 
And  comforts  mingle  with  my  sighs. 

2  Through  this  wide  wilderness  I  roam, 
Far  distant  from  my  blissful  home ; 

Lord,  let  Thy  presence  be  my  stay. 
And  guard  me  in  this  dangerous  way. 

3  Temptations  everywhere  annoy, 

And  sins  and  snares  my  peace  destroy ; 
My  earthly  joys  are  from  me  torn. 
And  oft  an  absent  God  I  mourn. 

4  My  soul  with  various  tempests  tossed, 
Her  hopes  o'ertumed,  her  projects  crossed. 

Sees  every  day  new  straits  attend. 
And  M^onders  where  the  scene  will  end. 


IhMi 


SOBRQW  AND  DIVINE  COMFORT. 

5  Is  this,  dear  Lord,  that  thorny  road, 
Which  leads  us  to  the  mount  of  God  I 

Are  these  the  toils  Thy  people  know 
While  in  the  wilderness  below  ? 

6  *Tis  even  so :  Thy  faithful  love 
Doth  all  Thy  children's  graces  prove ; 

'Tis  thus  our  pride  and  self  must  fall. 
That  Jesus  may  be  all  in  all. 

J.  FAWCETT. 
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HEN  our  heads  are  bowed  with  woe, 
When  our  bitter  tears  overflow, 
When  we  mourn  the  lost  and  dear, 
Jesus,  Lord  and  Saviour,  hear  I 


2  Thou  our  throbbing  flesh  hast  worn ; 
Thou  our  mortal  griefs  hast  borne ; 

Thou  hast  shed  the  human  tear ; 
Jesus,  Lord  and  Saviour,  hear ! 

3  Thou  hast  bowed  the  dying  head  ; 
Thou  the  blood  of  life  hast  shed ; 

Thou  hast  filled  a  mortal  bier ; 
Jesus,  Lord  and  Saviour,  hear ! 

4  When  the  heart  is  sad  within, 
With  the  thought  of  all  its  sin, 

When  the  spirit  shrinks  with  fear, 
Jesus,  Lord  and  Saviour,  hear  I 

5  Thou  the  shame,  the  grief,  hast  known ; 
Though  the  sins  were  not  Thine  own, 

Thou  hast  deigned  their  load  to  bear ; 
Jesus,  Lord  and  Saviour,  hear ! 

H.  H.  MILMAN.'*^ 
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11/ HEN  the  dark  waves  round  us  roll, 
» »      And  we  look  in  vain  for  aid. 
Speak,  Lord,  to  the  trembling  soul, — 

*  It  is  I;   be  not  afraid*    \ 

2  When  we  dimly  trace  Thy  form 

In  mysterious  clouds  arrayed. 
Be  the  echo  of  the  storm, — 

*  It  is  I;  he  not  afraid' 

3  When  our  brightest  hopes  depart. 

When  our  fairest  visions  fade, 
Whisper  to  the  fainting  heart, — 

*  It  is  I;  be  not  afraid,* 

4  When  we  weep  beside  the  bier 

Where  some  well-loved  form  is  laid, 
0  !  may  then  the  mourner  hear, — 

*  It  is  I;  be  not  afraid! 

5  When  with  wearing  hopeless  pain 

Sinks  the  spirit  sore  dismayed, 
Breathe  Thou  then  the  comfort-strain, — 
'  It  is- 1;  be  nA)t  afraid! 

6  When  we  feel  the  end  is  near, 

Passing  into  death's  dark  shade, 
May  the  voice  be  strong  and  clear, — 
'  It  is  I;  be  not  afraid!  ^y  ^^  ^^^y 
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RESIGN  A  TION. 

8s. 

E  sendeth  sun,  He  sendeth  shower, 

Alike  they're  needful  for  the  flower ; 
And  joys  and  tears  alike  are  sent 
To  give  the  soul  fit  nourishment : 


RESIGNATION. 

As  comes  to  me,  or  cloud  or  sun, 
Father,  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done ! 

2  Can  loving  children  e'er  reprove 

With  murmurs  those  they  trust  and  love  ? 
My  Father,  I  would  ever  be 
A  trusting,  loving  child  to  Thee : 
As  coines  to  me,  or  cloud  or  sun, 
Father,  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done ! 

3  O  ne'er  will  I  at  life  repine, 
Enough  that  Thou  hast  made  it  mine ; 

When  falls  the  shadow  cold  of  death, 
I  yet  will  sing,  with  parting  breath, — 
As  comes  to  me,  or  shade  or  sun, 
Father,  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done ! 

S.  F.  ADAMS. 
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TT  is  Thy  hand,  my  God ; 
-*■    My  sorrow  comes  from  Thee  ; 
I  bow  beneath  Thy  chastening  rod, 
I  know  Thou  lovest  me. 

2  I  would  not  murmur,  Lord, 
Before  Thee  I  am  dumb : 

Lest  I  should  breathe  one  murmuring  word, 
To  Thee  for  help  I  come. 

3  My  God,  Thy  name  is  Love, 
A  Father's  hand  is  Thine ; 

With  tearful  eyes  I  look  above, 
And  cry,  '  Thy  will  be  mine ! ' 

4  I  know  Thy  will  is  right. 
Though  it  may  seem  severe  : 

Thy  path  is  still  unsullied  light, 
Though  dark  it  may  appear. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  LIFE. 

q      Jesus  for  me  hath  died. 

Thy  Son  Thon  didst  not  spore ; 
His  pierced  hands,  His  bleeding  side, 
Thy  love  for  me  declare. 

6      Here  my  poor  heart  can  rest ; 
My  God,  it  cleaves  to  Thee ; 
Thy  will  is  love.  Thine  end  is  blest. 
All  work  for  good  to  me. 

J.  S.  DECK. 
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LOED  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 
0  may  Thy  will  be  mine ; 
Into  Thy  hand  of  love 

I  would  my  all  resign. 
Through  sorrow  or  through  joy, 

Conduct  me  as  Thine  own, 
And  help  me  still  to  say, 

*  My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done ! ' 

2  Lord  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

If  needy  here  and  poor, 
Give  me  Thy  people's  bread. 

Their  portion  rich  and  sure. 
The  manna  of  Thy  word 

Let  my  soul  feed  upon ; 
And  if  ail  else  should  fail, — 

'  My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done !  * 

3  Lord  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

Though  seen  through  many  a  tear, 
Let  not  my  star  of  hope 

Grow  dim  or  disappear ; 
Since  Thou  on  earth  hast  wept 

And  sorrowed  oft  alone. 
If  I  must  weep  with  Thee, 

*  My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done ! ' 


RESIGNATIOIT. 

4  Lord  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

n  loved  ones  must  depart, 
Suffer  not  sorrow's  flood 

To  overwhelm  my  heart: 
For  they  are  blest  with  Thee, 

Their  race  and  conflict  won  ; 
Let  me  hut  follow  them, — 

'  My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  1 ' 

5  Lord  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

All  shall  be  well  for  me. 
Each  changing,  future  scene 

I  gladly  trust  with  Thee : 
Straight  to  my  home  above 

I  travel  calmly  on ; 
And  sing  in  life  or  death, 

*  My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done ! ' 

SCHMOLKE  (H..  t.  L.). 
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lilT  God,  and  Father,  while  I  stray 
lu.    YsLT  from  my  home  on  life's  rough  way, 

0  teach  me  fi'om  my  heart  to  say, 

[  Thy  vjill  he  done  / ' 

2  Though  dark  my  path  and  sad  my  lot, 
Let  me  '  be  still '  and  murmur  not. 
Or  breathe  the  prayer  divinely  taught, 

*  Thy  mil  he  done  ! ' 

3  What  though  in  lonely  grief  I  sigh 
For  friends  beloved,  no  longer  nigh, 
Submissive  still  would  I  reply, 

'  Thy  will  he  done!* 

4  Though  Thou  hast  called  me  to  resign 
What  most  I  prized,  it  ne'er  was  mine, 

1  havd  but  yielded  what  was  Thine ; 

'  Thy  will  he  done  ! ' 


THE  CHRISTIAN  LIFE. 

5  Let  but  my  fainting  heart  be  blest 
With  Thy  sweet  Spirit  for  its  guest ; 
My  God,  to  Thee  I  leave  the  rest; 

*  Thy  will  be  done  ! ' 

6  Eenew  my  will  from  day  to  day; 
Blend  it  \«:ith  Thine ;  and  take  away 
All  that  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 

*  Thy  imll  he  done  !  * 

7  Then,  when  on  earth  I  breathe  no  more 
The  prayer  oft  mixed  with  tears  before, 
I'll  sing  upon  a  happier  shore, 

'  Thy  ^oUl  he  dme  !* 

C.  ELLIOTT. 
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OFTEN  the  clouds  of  deepest  woe 
So  sweet  a  message  bear, 
Dark  though  they  seem,  'twere  hard  to  find 
A  frown  of  anger  there. 

2  It  needs  our  hearts  be  weaned  from  earth ; 

It  needs  that  we  be  driven, 

])y  loss  of  every  earthly  stay. 

To  seek  our  joys  in  heaven. 

3  Kind,  loving,  is  the  hand  that  strikes, 

However  keen  the  smart. 
If  sorrow's  discipline  can  chase 
One  evil  from  the  heart. 

4  He  was  a.  man  of  sorrows — He 

Who  loved  and  saved  us  thus ; 
And  shall  the  world  that  frowned  on  Him, 
Wear  only  smiles  for  us  ? 


RESIGNATION. 

No !  we  must  follow  in  the  path 

Our  Lord  and  Saviour  run ; 
We  must  not  find  a  resting-place 

Where  He  we  love  had  none. 

C.  FRY. 
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OFT  when  of  God  we  ask 
For  fuller,  happier  life, 
He  sets  us  some  new  task, 
Involving  care  and  strife : 
Is  this  the  boon  for  which  we  sought  ? 
Has  prayer  new  trouble  on  us  brought  ? 

This  is  indeed  the  boon. 

Though  strange  to  us  it  seems  ; 
We  pierce  the  rock,  and  soon 
The  blessing  on  us  streams  : 
For  when  we  are  the  most  athirst, 
Then  the  clear  waters  on  us  burst. 

We  toil  as  in  a  field 

Wherein,  to  us  unknown, 
A  treasure  lies  concealed. 
Which  may  be  all  our  own  : 
And  shall  we  of  the  toil  complain, 
That  speedHy  will  bring  such  gain  ? 

We  dig  the  wells  of  life. 

And  God  the  waters  gives ; 
We  win  our  way  by  strife. 
Then  He  within  us  lives  : 
And  only  war  could  make  us  meet 
For  peace  so  sacred  and  so  sweet. 

T.  T.  LYNCH. 
2  B 
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THE  OHEISTIAN  LIFE. 

OLOVE  Divine,  that  stooped  to  share 
Our  sharpest  pang,  our  bitterest  tear, 
On  Thee  we  cast  each  earth-bom  care; 
We  smile  at  pain  while  Thou  art  near. 

2  Though  long  the  weary  way  we  tread 

And  sorrow  crown  each  lingering  year, 
No  path  we  shun,  no  darkness  dread. 
Our  hearts  still  whispering,  'Thou  art  near.' 

3  When  drooping  pleasure  turns  to  grief, 

And  trembling  faith  is  changed  to  fear, 
The  murmuring  wind,  the  quivering  leaf. 
Shall  softly  tell  us,  *  Thou  art  near ! ' 

4  On  Thee  we  fling  our  burdening  woe, 

0  Love  Divine,  for  ever  dear, 
Content  to  suffer,  while  we  know. 
Living  and  dying.  Thou  art  near. 

0.  W.  HOLMES. 
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|UE  times  are  in  Thy  hand, 
0  God,  we  wish  them  there ; 
Our  life,  our  friends,  our  souls,  we  leave 
Entirely  to  Thy  care. 


0 


Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand. 
Whatever  they  may  be, — 
Pleasing  or  painful,  dark  or  bright, 
As  best  may  seem  to  Thee. 

Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand, 
Why  should  we  doubt  or  fear  ? 
A  Father's  hand  will  never  cause 
His  child  a  needless  tear. 


RESIGNATIOK. 

4  Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand, 
Jesus  the  crucified ; 

The  hand  our  many  sins  have  pierced 
Is  now  our  guard  and  guide. 

5  Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand, 
We'll  always  trust  in  Thee : 

Till  we  have  left  this  weary  land. 
And  all  Thy  glory  see. 

W.  F.  LLOYD. 
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SOVEEEIGN  Euler  of  the  skies  ! 
Ever  gracious,  ever  Wise  1 
All  my  times  are  in  Thy  hand ; 
All  events  at  Thy  conunand. 

2  Times  of  sickness,  times  of  health, 
Times  of  penury  and  wealth ; 

Times  of  trial  and  of  grief, 
Times  of  triumph  and  relief ; 

3  Times  the  tempter's  power  to  prove. 
Times  to  taste  a  Saviour's  love : 

All  must  come,  and  last,  and  end, 
As  shall  please  my  heavenly  Friend. 

4  O  Thou  gracious,  wise,  and  just, 
In  Thy  hands  my  life  I  trust : 

Have  I  somewhat  dearer  still  ? 
I  resign  it  to  Thy  will. 

5  May  I  always  own  Thy  hand — 

StiU.  to  tKe  surrender  stand ;  j 

Ejiow  that  Thou  art  God  alone, 
I  and  mine  ar&  all  Thine  own. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  UFE. 

6  Thee  at  all  times  will  I  bless  ; 
Having  Thee  I  all  possess  : 
How  can  I  bereaved  be, 
Since  I  cannot  part  with  Thee  ? 

J.  llYIiAND. 

486  6e 

THY  way,  not  mine,  O  Lokd, 
However  dark  it  be ; 
Lead  me  by  Thine  own  hand, 
Choose  out  the  path  for  me. 

2  Smooth  let  it  be,  or  rough, 

It  will  be  still  the  best ; 
Winding,  or  straight,  it  leads 
Eight  onward  to  Thy  rest. 

3  I  dare  not  choose  my  lot ; 

I  would  not  if  I  might ; 
Choose  Thou  for  me,  my  GoD, 
So  shall  I  walk  aright. 

4  The  kingdom  tliat  I  seek 

Is  Thine,  so  let  the  way 
That  leads  to  it  be  Thine, 
Else  I  must  surely  stray. 

5  Take  Thou  my  cup,  and  it 

With  joy  or  sorrow  fill. 
As  best  to  Thee  may  seem ; 
Choose  Thou  my  good  and  ill. 

6  Choose  Thou  for  me  my  friends. 
My  sickness  or  my  health ; 

Choose  Thou  my  cares  for  me, 
My  poverty  or  wealth. 


RESIGNATION. 

7  Kor  mine,  not  mine  the  choice 
In  things  or  great  or  small ; 
Be  Thou  my  Guide,  my  Strength, 
My  Wisdom,  and  my  All. 

H.  BONAR. 
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'nniS  my  happiness  below, 
-^     Not  to  live  without  the  cross, 
But  the  Saviour's  power  to  know, 
Sanctifying  every  loss. 

2  Trials  must  and  will  befall ; 

But,  with  humble  faith,  to  see 
Love  inscribed  upon  them  all, — 
This  is  happiness  to  me. 

3  Trials  make  the  promise  sweet ; 

Trials  give  new  life  to  prayer ; 
Trials  bring  me  to  His  feet, 
Lay  me  low,  and  keep  me  there. 

4  Did  I  meet  no  trials  here, 

No  correction  by  the  way, 
Might  I  not  with  reason  fear 
I  should  prove  a  castaway  ? 

5  Others  may  escape  the  rod. 

Sunk  in  earthly  vain  delight ; 
But  the  true-bom  child  of  God 
Must  not,  would  not,  if  he  might. 


o 
COWPER. 
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TfTE  praise  Thee  oft  for  hours  of  bliss,  ^ 

' '      For  days  of  quiet  rest ;  ^| 

But  O !  how  seldom  do  we  feel   . 
That  pain  and  teai^  are  best. 


THE  CHRISTI^IN  LIFE. 

2  We  praise  Thee  for  the  shiniug  sun. 

For  kind  and  gladsome  ways : 
AVhen  shall  we  learn,  0  Lord,  to  sing 
Through  weary  nights  and  days  ? 

3  We  praise  Thee  when  our  path  is  plain 

And  smooth  beneath  our  feet ; 
But  fain  would  learn  to  welcome  pain. 
And  call  the  bitter  sweet. 

4  Teach  Thou  our  weak  and  wandering  hearts 

Aright  to  read  Thy  way. 
That  Thou  with  loving  hand  dost  trace 
Our  history  every  day. 

5  Then  every  thorny  crown  of  care 

Worn  well  in  patience  now, 
Shall  grow  a  glorious  diadem 
Upon  the  faithful  brow ; 

6  And  Sorrow's  face  shall  be  unveiled, 

And  we  at  last  shall  see 
Iler  eyes  are  eyes  of  tenderness, 
Her  speech  but  echoes  Thee. 

J.  p.  HOPPS. 
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TTTHEN"  I  survey  life's  varied  scene, 
*"     Amid  the  darkest  hours 
Sweet  rays  of  comfort  shine  between, 
And  thorns  are  mixed  with  flowers. 

2  Lord,  teach  me  to  adore  Thy  hand, 
Prom  whence  my  comforts  flow  ; 
And  let  me  in  this  desert  land 
A  glimpse  of  Canaan  know. 

And  O I  whatever  of  earthly  bliss 
Thy  flovereign  will  denies, 
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Accepted  at  Thy  throne  of  grace, 
Let  this  petition  rise  : — 

4  '  Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart, 

From  every  murmur  free : 
The  blessings  of  Thy  grace  impart, 
And  make  me  live  to  Thee : 

5  '  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  Thou  art  mine, 

My  path  of  life  attend  ; 
Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shine, 
And  crown  my  journey's  end/ 

A.  STEELE. 
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GUIDE  me,  0  Thou  great  Jehovah, 
Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land ; 
I  am  weak,  but  Thou  art  mighty. 
Hold  me  with  Thy  powerful  hand : 

Bread  of  heaven, 
Feed  me  now  and  evermore. 

2  Open  now  the  crystal  fountain, 

Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow ; 
Let  the  fire  and  cloudy  pillar 
Lead  me  all  my  journey  through  : 

Strong  Deliverer, 
Be  Thou  still  my  Strength  and  Shield. 

3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside  : 
Bear  me  through  the  swelling  current. 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side  : 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  Thee ! 

W.  WILLIAMS.* 
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I  DO  not  ask,  0  Lord,  that  life  may  be 
A  pleasant  road ; 
I  do  not  ask  that  Thou  wouldst  take  from  me 
Aught  of  its  load : 

2  I  do  not  ask  that  flowers  should  always  spring 

Beneath  my  feet ; 
I  know  too  weU  the  poison  and  tlie  sting 
Of  things  too  sweet. 

3  For  one  thing  only,  Lord,  dear  Lord,  I  plead, 

Lead  me  aright, — 
Though  strength    should    falter,  and    though 
heart  should  bleed, — 

Through  peace  to  light. 

4  I  do  not  ask,  0  Lord,  that  Thou  shouldst  shed 

Full  radiance  here ; 
Give  but  a  ray  of  peace,  that  I  may  tread 
Without  a  fear. 

5  I  do  not  ask  my  cross  to  understand, 

My  way  to  see ; 
Better  in  darkness  just  to  feel  Thy  hand, 
And  follow  Thee. 

6  Joy  is  like  restless  day ;  but  peace  divine 

Like  quiet  night : 
Lead  me,  O  Lord,  till  perfect  day  shall  shine, 
Through  peace  to  light. 

A.  A.  PROCTER. 
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TESUS,  still  lead  on, 

^     Till  our  rest  be  won  I 
And  although  the  way  be  cheerless, 
We  will  follow,  calm  and  fearless ; 
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Guide  US  by  Thy  hand 
To  our  fatherland. 

2  If  the  way  be  drear, 
If  the  foe  be  near, 

Let  not  faithless  fears  overtake  us. 
Let  not  faith  and  hope  forsake  us, 

For,  through  many  a  foe. 

To  our  home  we  go  1 

3  When  we  seek  relief 
From  a  long-felt  grief, — 

When  oppressed  by  new  temptations. 
Lord,  increase  and  perfect  patience  ; 
Show  us  that  bright  shore 
Where  we  weep  no  more  1 

4  Jesus,  still  lead  on. 
Till  our  rest  be  won ! 

Heavenly  Leader,  still  direct  us. 
Still  support,  console,  protect  us, 

Till  we  safely  stand 

In  our  fatherland. 

N.  li.  ZINZENDORF  (ll.  L.  L.). 
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T  EAD,  kindly  Liglit,  amid  the  encircling  gloom, 

^  Lead  Thou  me  on ; 

The  night  is  dark,  and  I  am  far  from  home  ; 

Lead  Thou  me  on. 
Keep  Thou  my  feet ;  I  do  not  ask  to  see 
The  distant  scene ;  one  step  enough  for  me. 

'  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  prayed  that  Thou 

Shouldst  lead  me  on  ; 
loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path  ;  but  now 

Lead  Thou  me  on ; 
loved  the  garish  day,  and,  spite  of  fears, 
ide  ruled  my  will :  remember  not  past  years ! 


THE  CHRISTIAN  LIFE. 

3  So  long  Thy  power  hath  blest  me,  sure  it  still 

Will  lead  me  on 
O'er  moor  and  fen,  o'er  crag  and  torrent,  till 

The  night  is  gone, 
And  with  the  morn  those  angel-faces  smile 
Which  I  have  loved  long  since,  and  lost  awhfle. 

J.  H.  NEWMAN. 
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LEAD  us,  Heavenly  Father,  lead  us 
O'er  the  world's  tempestuous  sea ; 
Guide  us,  guard  us,  keep  us,  feed  us, 

For  we  have  no  help  but  Thee, 
Yet  possessing  every  blessing, 
If  our  God  our  Father  be. 

2  Saviour,  breathe  forgiveness  o'er  us, 

All  our  weakness  Thou  dost  know; 
Thou  didst  tread  this  earth  before  us. 

Thou  didst  feel  its  keenest  woe ; 
Lone  and  di*eary,  faint  and  weary, 

Through  the  desert  Thou  didst  go. 

3  Spirit  of  our  God,  descending, 

Fill  our  hearts  with  heavenly  joy. 
Love  with  every  passion  blending 

Pleasure  that  can  never  cloy ; 
Thus  provided,  pardoned,  guided, 

Nothing  can  our  peace  destroy. 

J.  EDMESTOK. 
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10ED,  Thy  children  guide  and  keep, 
As  with  feeble  steps  they  press 
On  the  pathway  rough  and  steep, 
Through  this  weary  wilderness. 
Holy  Jesu,  day  by  day. 
Lead  us  in  the  narrow  way. 
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2  There  are  atony  ways  to  tread ; 

Give  the  strength  we  sorely  lack  ; 
There  axe  tangled  paths  to  thread  ; 

light  us^  lest  we  miss  the  track. 
Holy  Jesu,  day  by  day, 
Lead,  us  in  the  narrow  way, 

3  There  are  sandy  wastes  that  lie 

Cold  and  sunless,  vast  and  drear, 
Where  the  feeble  faint  and  die ; 

Grant  us  grace  to  persevere. 
Holy  Jesu,  day  by  day, 
Lead  us  in  the  narrow  way. 

4  There  are  soft  and  flowery  glades, 

Decked  with  golden-fruited  trees. 
Sunny  slopes  and  scented  shades ; 

Keep  us,  Lord,  from  slothful  ease. 
Holy  Jesu,  day  by  day, 
Lead  us  in  the  narrow  way.    . 

5  Upward  still  to  purer  heights, 

Onward  yet  to  scenes  more  blest,    . 
Cahner  regions,  clearer  lights. 

Till  we  reach  the  promised  rest. 
Holy  Jesu,  day  by  day. 
Lead  us  in  the  narrow  way. 

w.  w.  HOW. 
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WHERE  is  thy  God,  my  soul  ? 
Is  He  within  thy  heart  ? 
Or  ruler  of  a  distant  realm 
In  which  thou  hast  no  part  ? 

Where  is  thy  God,  my  soul? 
Only  in  stars  and  sun  ? 
Or  have  the  holy  words  of  truth 
His  light  in  every  one  ? 
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3  Where  is  thy  God,  my  soul  ? 
Confined  to  Scripture's  page  ? 

Or  does  His  Spirit  check  and  guide 
The  spirit  of  each  age  ? 

4  0  Ruler  of  the  sky ! 

Eule  Thou  within  my  heart : 
0  great  Adomer  of  the  world  ! 
Thy  light  of  life  impart. 

5  Giver  of  holy  words  I 
Bestow  Thy  holy  power, 

And  aid  me,  whether  work  or  thought 
Engage  the  varying  hour. 

6  In  Thee  have  I  my  help, 
As  all  my  fathers  had : 

ril  trust  Thee  when  I*m  sorrowful. 
And  serve  Thee  when  I'm  glad. 

T.  T.  LYNCH. 
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A  LMIGHTY  God  !  in  humble  prayer 
^    To  Thee  our  souls  we  lift. 
Do  Thou  oui'  waiting  minds  prepare 
For  Thy  most  needful  gift. 

2  We  ask  not  golden  streams  of  wealth 

Along  our  path  to  flow ; 
We  ask  not  undecaying  health, 
Nor  length  of  years  below. 

3  We  ask  not  honours,  which  an  hour 

May  bring  and  take  away ; 
We  ask  not  pleasure,  pomp  and  power. 
Lest  we  should  go  astray. 

4  We  ask  for  wisdom  : — Lord  •  impart 
The  knowledge  how  to  live  ; 
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A  wise  and  understauding  heart 
To  all  before  Thee  give. 

5  The  young  remember  Thee  in  youth, 
Before  the  evil  days ! 
The  old  be  guided  by  Thy  truth 
In  wisdom's  pleasant  ways ! 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 
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LEAD  us,  O  Father !  iu  the  paths  of  peace ; 
Without  Thy  guiding  hand  we  go  astray 
And  doubts  appal,  and  sorrows  still  increase ; 
Lead  us  through  Christ,  the  true  and  living 
way. 

2  Lead  us,  0  Father !  in  the  paths  of  truth  ; 

Unhelped  by  Thee,  in  error's  maze  we  grope, 
While  passion  stains,  and  folly  dims  our  youth, 
And  age  comes  on  uncheered  by  faith  and 
hope. 

3  Lead  us,  0  Father !  in  the  paths  of  right ; 

Blindly  we  stumble  when  we  walk  alone  ; 
Involved  in  shadows  of  a  darksome  night. 
Only  with  Thee  we  journey  safely  on. 

4  Lead  us,  0  Father !  to  Thy  heavenly  rest, 

However  rough  and  steep  the  path  may  be. 
Through  joy  or  sorrow,  as  Thou  deemest  best, 
Until  our  lives  are  perfected  in  Thee. 

W.  H.  BURLEIGH. 
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LOED,  give  me  light  to  do  Thy  work, 
For  only,  Lord,  from  Thee 
Can  come  the  light,  by  which  these  eyes 
The  work  of  truth  can  see. 


J 


THE  GHBISTIAN  LIflJ. 

The  way  is  narrow,  often  dark, 
With  lights  and  shadows  strowii, 

I  wander  oft,  and  think  it  Thine, 
When  walking  in  my  own. 

Yet  pleasant  is  the  work  for  Thee, 

And  pleasant  is  the  way, 
But,  Lord,  the  world  is  dark,  and  I 

Am  prone  to  go  astray. 

4  O  send  me  light  to  do  Thy  work. 

More  light,  more  wisdom  give ; 
Then  shall  I  work  Thy  work  indeed, 
While  on  Thino  earth  I  live. 

5  The  work  is  Thine,  not  mine,  0  Lord; 

It  is  Thy  race  we  run ; 
Qive  light,  and  then  shall  all  I  do 
Be  well  and  truly  done. 

H.  BONAB. 
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PKAISE  the  Lord  our  God, 
In  clouds  and  darkness  dwelling, 
Yet  Fount  of  shadeless  light, 

AU  light  of  earth  excelling  ! 
He  guides  us  on  to  age, 

Through  sunlit  paths  of  youth ; 
He  glads  our  longing  eyes 
With  full  unveiled  truth. 

That  truth,  0  Lord,  we  seek. 

In  spirit  meek  and  lowly ; 
To  all  who  learn  or  teach 

Give  wisdom  pure  and  holy. 
In  solemn  awe  we  bend, 

All  wondering  round  Thy  throne, 
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And  Thee,  our  Lord,  our  life, 
Our  joy,  our  gladness  own. 

3  O  Lord  of  truth  and  light, 

All  heaven  and  earth  possessing. 
Grant  us  Thy  laws  to  know. 

Our  daily  task-work  blessing ! 
Teach  us  Thy  love  to  see, 

0*er  earth  and  heaven  outspread, 
While  wisdom,  conquering  fear, 

With  highest  faith  shall  wed. 

4  All  praise  and  thanks  to  Thee, 

Eternal  Lord,  be  given. 
For  all  Thy  help  on  earth. 

For  all  our  hopes  of  heaven  ! 
Thy  name,  the  One,  the  Three, 

Through  aeons  yet  to  come, 
All  saints  and  angels  sing, 

Their  light,  their  peace,  their  home ! 

E.  H.  PLUMPTKE. 
.  ^^^  HOPE  AND  JOT, 

As  when  the  weary  traveller  gains 
The  height  of  some  overlooking  hill, 
His  heart  revives,  if,  'cross  the  plains, 
He  sees  his  home,  though  distant  still : 

2  While  he  surveys  the  much-loved  spot, 

He  slights  the  space  that  lies  between ; 
His  past  fatigues  are  now  forgot. 
Because  his  journey*s  end  is  seen. 

3  Thus,  when  the  Christian  pilgrim  views, 

By  faith,  his  mansion  in  the  skies. 
The  sight  his  fainting  strength  renews, 
And  wings  his  speed  to  reach  the  prize. 
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4  The  thought  of  home  liis  spirit  cheers : 

No  more  he  grieves  for  troubles  past, 
Nor  any  future  trials  fears, 
So  he  may  safe  arrive  at  last. 

5  *  'Tis  there/  he  says,  '  I  am  to  dwell 

With  Jesus,  in  the  realms  of  day  ; 
Then  I  shall  bid  my  cares  farewell, 
And  He  will  wipe  my  tears  away/ 

6  Jesus,  on  Thee  our  hope  depends. 

To  lead  us  on  to  Thine  abode ; 
Assured  our  home  will  make  amends 
For  all  our  toil  while  on  the  road. 

J.  NE^^'TO^^ 
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AWAKE,  and  sing  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb ; 
Wake  every  heart  and  Bvery  tongue, 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name. 

3       Sing  of  His  dying  love  ; 
Sing  of  His  rising  power  ; 
Sing  how  He  intercedes  above 
For  those  whose  sins  He  bore. 

3  Sing  on  your  heavenly  way. 
Ye  ransomed  sinners,  sing  ! 

vSing  on,  rejoicing  every  day, 
In  Christ  the  eternal  Kiug. 

4  Soon  shall  ye  hear  Him  say, 
"  Ye  blessfed  children,  come," 

Soon  will  He  call  you  hence  away. 
And  take  His  wanderers  home, 
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5       There  shall  each  raptured  tongue 
His  endless  praise  proclaim, 
And  sing  in  sweeter  notes  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 

W.  HAMMOND. 
O03  CM. 

AWAKE,  ye  saints,  and  raise  your  eyes, 
And  raise  your  voices  high  ; 
Awake  and  praise  the  sovereign  love 
That  shows  salvation  nigh. 

2  On  all  the  wings  of  time  it  flies  ; 

Each  moment  brings  it  near ; 
Then  welcome  each  declining  day  ! 
Welcome  each  closing  year ! 

3  Not  many  years  their  round  shall  run. 

Not  many  mornings  rise, 
Ere  all  its  glories  stand  revealed 
To  our  admiring  eyes. 

4  Ye  wheels  of  nature,  speed  your  course ; 

Ye  mortal  powers,  decay ; 
Fast  as  ye  bring  the  night  of  death. 
Ye  bring  eternal  day. 

DODDRIDGE. 


ao4 


S.M. 


BEHOLD,  what  wondrous  grace 
The  Father  hath  bestowed. 
On  sinners  of  a  mortal  race. 
To  call  them  sons  of  God ! 

Nor  doth  it  yet  appear, 
How  great  we  must  be  made. 
But  when  we  see  our  Saviour  here, 
We  shall  be  like  our  Head. 

2  c 
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3  A  hope  so  much  divine 
May  trials  well  endure. 

May  purge  our  souls  from  sense  and  sin, 
As  Christ  the  Lord  is  pure. 

4  If  in  my  Father's  love 
I  share  a  filial  part, 

Send  down  Thy  Spirit  like  a  dove, 
To  rest  upon  my  heart. 

5  "We  would  no  longer  lie 

like  slaves  beneath  the  throne ; 
Our  faith  shall  ^  Ahba,  Father'  cry, 
And  Thou  the  kindred  own. 

WATTS. 
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BEIGHTLY  glean^s  Qur  banner 
Pointing  to  the  sky, 
Waving  wanderers  onward 

To  their  home  on  high. 
Journeying  o'er  the  desert. 

Gladly  thus  we  pray. 
And  with  hearts  united 
Take  our  heavenward  way. 
Brightly  gleams  our  banner 

Pointing  to  the  sky, 
Waving  wanderers  onward 
To  their  home  on  high. 

2  Jesu,  Lord  and  Master, 

At  Thy  sacred  feet, 
Here  with  hearts  rejoicing ' 

See  Thy  children  meet ; 
Often  have  we  left  Thee, 

Often  gone  astray ; 
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.  Keep  US,  mighty  Saviour, 
In  the  narrow  way. 

Brightly  gleams,  &c. 

3  All  our  days  direct  us 

In  the  way  we  go, 
Lead  us  on  victorious 

Over  every  foe : 
Bid  Thine  angels  shield  us 

When  the  storm-clouds  lour ; 
Pardon  Thou  and  save  us 

In  the  last  dread  hour. 

Brightly  gleams,  &c. 

4  Then  with  saints  and  angels 

May  we  join  above. 
Offering  prayers  and  praises 

At  Kiy  throne  of  love. 
When  the  march  is  over, 

Then  come  rest  and  peace, 
Jesus  in  His  beauty. 

Songs  that  never  cease. 

Brightly  gleams,  &c. 

T.  J.  POTTEE. 
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CHILDEEN  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  ye  journey,  sweetly  sing ; 
Sing  your  Saviour's  worthy  praise. 
Glorious  in  His  works  and  ways. 

2  We  are  travelling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod ; 

They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

3  Shout,  ye  little  flock,  and  blest ! 

.  Tea  on  Jesus'  throne  shall  rest ; 
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There  your  seat  is  now  prepared. 
There  your  kingdom  and  reward  1 

4  Fear  not,  brethren  ;  joyful  stand 
On  the  borders  of  your  land : 

Jesus  Christ,  your  Father  s  Son, 
Bids  you  undismayed  go  on. 

5  Lord !  obediently  we  go. 
Gladly  leaving  all  below ; 

Only  Thou  our  Leader  be. 
And  we  still  will  follow  Thee. 

J.  CENincx 
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COME,  Thou  Fount  of  every  blessing, 
Tune  my  heart  to  sing  Thy  grace, 
Streams  of  mercy  never  ceasing 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 

2  Here  I  raise  my  Ebenezer ; 

Hither  by  Thine  help  I'm  come ; 
And  I  hope,  by  Thy  good  pleasure. 
Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 

3  Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God ; 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 
Interposed  His  precious  blood. 

4  0  1  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be ! 
Let  that  grace  now,  like  a  fetter, 
Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  Thee  ! 

5  Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it ; 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love — 
Here's  my  heart,  0  !  take  and  seal  it. 
Seal  it  from  Thy  courts  above ! 

B.  nOBIKSOK. 


HOPE  AND   JOY. 


i08 


S.M. 


COME,  we  that  love  the  Lord, 
And  let  our  joys  be  known  ; 
Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord, 
And  thus  surround  the  throne. 

2  The  sorrows  of  the  mind 

Be  banished  from  the  place  ; 
Eeligion  never  was  designed 
To  make  our  pleasures  less. 

3  Let  those  refuse  to  §ing 
That  never  knew  our  God ; 

But  children  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

4  The  God  who  rules  on  high, 
And  thunders  when  He  please ; 

Who  rides  upon  the  stonny  sky, 
Ajid  manages  the  seas ; 

5  This  awful  God  is  ours, 
Our  Father  and  our  Love : 

He  shall  send  down  His  heavenly  powers 
To  carry  us  above. 

6  There  shall  we  see  His  face, 
And  never,  never  sin ; 

There,  from  the  rivers  of  His  grace, 
Drink  endless  pleasures  in. 

7  Yes,  and  before  we  rise 
To  that  immortal  state, 

The  thought  of  such  amazing  bliss 
Should  constant  joys  create. 

8  The  men  of  grace  have  found 
Glory  begun  below : 

Celestial  fruits,  on  earthly  ground. 
From  faith  and  hope  may  gtoNv. 
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9      The  hill  of  Sion  yields 
A  thousand  sacred  sweets, 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields, 
Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 

10      Then  let  our  songs  abound, 
And  every  tear  be  dry ; 
We're  marching  through  Immanuers  ground 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 

WATTS. 
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HEAVENWAED  still  our  pathway  tends, 
Here  on  earth  we  are  but  strangers ; 
Till  our  road  in  Canaan  ends, 

Safely  passed  this  wild  of  dangers. 
Pilgrims  we,  a  scattered  band. 
Seek  above  our  fatherland. 

2  Heavenward  still !  God's  volume  blest, 

Thus,  throughout  its  sacred  pages. 
Calls  me  on,  and  speaks  of  rest, 

Eest  with  Him  through  endless  ages ; 
While  my  heart  that  call  attends, 
Still  to  heaven  my  path  ascends. 

3  Heavenward  still  my  thoughts  arise. 

When  His  festal  board  invites  me ; 
Then  my  spirit  upward  flies, 

Foretaste  then  of  heaven  delights  me : 
When  on  earth  this  food  has  ceased 
Comes  the  Lamb's  own  marriage-feast. 

4  Heavenward  still,  when  life  shall  close, 

Death  to  my  true  home  shall  guide  me ; 
There,  triumphant  o'er  my  woes, 

Lasting  bliss  shall  God  provide  me ; 
Christ  Himself  the  way  has  led. 
Joyful  in  H\a  ate^pa  1  \,t^^^. 


HOPE  AND  JOY. 

5  Still  then  heavenward !  heavenward  still  I 
That  shall  be  my  watchword  ever ! 
Joys  of  heaven  my  heart  shall  fill, 
Chasing  joys  that  filled  it  never : 
Heavenward  still  my  thoughts  shall  run. 
Till  the  gate  of  heaven  is  won. 

B.  SCHMOLCK,  tram.  F.  E.  cox. 

510  8.8.6. 

HOW  great  the  Christian's  portion  is ! 
What  endless  joys,  what  worlds  of  bliss, 
The  Lord  for  them  prepares ! 
Their  boundless  treasures  who  can  know  ? 
For  all  above,  and  all  below, 
And  God  and  Christ,  are  theirs. 

2  The  hand  of  God  supplies  their  wants, 
And  supersedes  their  deep  complaints, 

With  mercies  still  renewed ; 
Though  they  are  hurried  up  and  down, 
And  through  a  sea  of  troubles  run, 

Yet  all  things  work  for  good. 

3  Jesus,  and  all  in  Him,  is  theirs  : 
They  are  adopted  sons  and  heirs 

Of  God,  through  grace  divine  : 
Jesus  has  washed  them  in  His  blood, 
And  with  His  grace  their  souls  endowed, 

They  in  His  image  shine. 

4  Why  talk  we  now  of  earthly  things, 
The  wealth  of  empires,  crowns  of  kings. 

Or  aught  below  the  skies  ? 
Can  crowns  or  sceptres  be  compared 
With  that  exceeding  great  reward 

On  which  we  fix  our  eyes  ? 


THK  CHiaSTIAN  LIFE. 

5  God  is  our  own,  the  God  of  love. 
And  endless  stores  in  heaven  above ; 

What  can  we  covet  more  ? 
Possessed  of  this,  what  can  we  want  ? 
Away,  all  carnal  discontent ! 
We  have  an  endless  store. 

W.  HAMMOND. 
611  UL 

How  vast  the  treasure  we  possess  i 
How  rich  Thy  bounty.  King  of  grace ! 
This  world  is  ours,  and  worlds  to  come : 
Earth  is  our  lodge,  and  heaven  our  home. 

2  All  things  are  ours  ;  the  gifts  of  God ; 
The  purchase  of  a  Saviour's  blood ; 

While  the  good  Spirit  shows  us  how 
To  use,  and  to  improve  them  too. 

3  If  peace  and  plenty  crown  my  days. 
They  help  me,  Lord,  to  speak  Thy  praise ; 

If  bread  of  sorrows  be  my  food, 
Those  sorrows  work  my  lasting  good. 

4  I  would  not  change  my  bless'd  estate 
For  all  the  world  calls  good  or  great ; 

And  while  my  faith  can  keep  her  hold, 
I  envy  not  the  sinner's  gold. 

5  Father,  I  wait  Thy  daily  will ; 
Thou  shalt  divide  my  portion  still : 

Grant  me  on  earth  what  seems  Thee  best, 
Till  death  and  heaven  reveal  the  rest. 

WAITS. 

512  8^ 

T  EADER  of  faithful  souls,  and  guide 
-*^     Of  all  that  travel  to  the  sky. 
Come,  and  with  us,  e'en  us,  abide. 
Who  would  on  T\\^^  alone  rely : 


HOPE  AND  JOY. 

On  Thee  alone  our  spirits  stay, 
While  held  in  life's  uneven  way. 

2  Strangers  and  pilgrims  here  below. 

This  earth,  we  know,  is  not  our  place  ; 
But  hasten  through  the  vale  of  woe, 

And,  restless  to  behold  Thy  face, 
Swift  to  our  heavenly  country  move. 
Our  everlasting  home  above. 

3  We've  no  abiding  city  here, 

But  seek  a  city  out  of  sight : 
Thither  our  steady  course  we  steer^ 

Aspiring  to  the  plains  of  light ; 
Jerusalem,  the  saint's  abode, 
Whose  founder  is  the  living  God. 

4  Through  Thee,  who  all  our  sins  hast  borne, 

Freely  and  graciously  forgiven, 
With  songs  to  Sion  we  return. 

Contending  for  our  native  heaven : 
That  palace  of  our  glorious  King, 
We  find  it  nearer  while  we  sing. 

5  Raised  by  the  breath  of  love  divine. 

We  tread  the  way  the  saints  have  trod : 
The  church  of  the  firstborn  to  join, 

We  travel  to  the  mount  of  God ; 
With  joy  upon  our  heads  arise, 
And  meet  our  Captain  in  the  skies. 

WESLEY.* 
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T  IGHT  hath  arisen,  we  walk  in  its  brightness; 

-^    Joy  hath  descended,  its  fulness  has  come. 

Peace  hath  been  spoken ;  we  hear  it,  we  take  it  ; 

Angels  are  singing,  and  shall  we  be  dumb  ? 


THE  GHBISTIAN  UFE. 

2  Happy  in  Him  who  hath  loved  ns  and  bought  ns, 

Eich  in  the  life  which  He  gives  to  His  own, 
Filled  with  the  peace  passing  all  understanding, 
Never  less  lonely  than  just  when  alone. 

3  Safe  in  His  strength,  in  His  love  ever  happy, 

What  are  the  tremblings  and  tossings  of  time? 
Firm  in  His  grasp,  to  His  arm  ever  clinging. 
Upward,  still  upward,  we  buoyantly  dimb. 

4  High  on  the  rock,  in  our  fortress  sure  sheltered. 

Wave,  wind,  and  f oeman  assail  us  in  vain ; 
Buckler  and  shield  is  He,  what  can  alarm  us  ? 
AVhat  though  the  fiery  darts  shower  like  the 
rain? 

5  Lead  on,  our  Captain,  we  follow,  we  follow ; 

Life  is  no  slumber,  our  battle  no  dream; 
Lift  up  Thy  banner,  we  rally,  we  rally ; 
Wave  high  Thy  sword,  we  press  on  in  its 
gleam. 

6  Jesus,  to  Thee  we  look,  Saviour  Almighty ; 

Jesus,  on  Thee  we  rest,  happy  and  free ; 
Jesus,  on  Thee  we  feed,  bread  of  the  hungry ; 
Jesus,  our  all,  lo  !  we  lean  upon  Thee  ! 

7  What  are  the  shadows  around  us  still  floating? 

Sunshine  is  glowing  all  brightly  above ; 
1  [eed  not  the  height  of  the  cliffs  we  are  climbing, 
From  them  we  gaze  on  the  land  that  we  love. 
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MY  God,  the  spring  of  all  my  joys, 
Tlie  life  of  my  delights. 
The  glory  of  my  brightest  days, 
And  comfort  of  my  nights. 


HOPE  AND  JOY, 

2  In  darkest  shades^  if  He  appear^ 

My  dawning  is  begun ; 
He  is  my  soul's  sweet  morning  star, 
And  He  my  rising  sun. 

3  The  opening  heavens  around  me  shine 

With  beams  of  sacred  bliss. 
When  to  my  heart  His  voice  divine 
Bears  witness  I  am  His. 

4  My  soul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay 

At  that  transporting  word ; 
Eun  up  with  joy,  the  shining  way, 
To  meet  my  dearest  Lord. 

5  Fearless  of  hell  and  ghastly  death, 

I'd  break  through  every  foe  ; 
The  wings  of  love,  and  arms  of  faith, 
Should  bear  me  conqueror  through. 

WATTS.* 
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TlIT  heart  is  resting,  O  my  God  ! 
^^  I  will  give  thanks  and  sing ; 
My  heart  is  at  the  secret  source 

Of  every  precious  thing. 
Now  the  frail  vessel  Thou  hast  made 

No  hand  but  Thine  shall  fill ; 
For  waters  of  the  earth  have  failed, 

And  I  am  thirsty  still, 

I  thirst  for  springs  of  heavenly  life, 

And  here  all  day  they  rise ; 
I  seek  the  treasure  of  Thy  love, 

And  close  at  hand  it  Ues. 
And  a  '  new  song '  is  in  my  mouth. 

To  long-loved  music  set ; 
Glory  to  Thee  for  all  the  grace 

I  have  not  tasted  yet. 


3  Gl>ry  to  Thee  for  strength  withheld. 

For  want  and  weakness  known ; 
And  fear  that  sends  me  to  Thyself 

For  what  is  most  my  own. 
I  have  a  heritage  of  joy 

That  yet  I  must  not  see ; 
The  hand  that  bled  to  make  it  mine, 

Is  keeping  it  for  me. 

4  My  heart  is  resting,  O  my  God, 

My  heart  is  in  Thy  care ; 
I  hear  the  voice  of  joy  and  health 

Eesounding  everywhere. 
•  Thou  art  my  portioni  saith  my  soul, 

Ten  thousand  voices  say ; 
And  the  music  of  their  glad  'Amen' 

Will  never  die  away. 

A.  L.  WABISG. 
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MY  soul,  triumphant  in  the  Lord, 
Shall  tell  its  joys  abroad  ; 
And  march  with  holy  vigour  on, 
Supported  by  its  God. 

2  Through  all  the  winding  maze  of  life, 

His  hand  hath  been  my  guide ; 
And  in  that  long-experienced  care, 
My  heart  shall  still  confide. 

3  llis  grace  through  all  the  desert  flows, 

An  unexhausted  stream ; 
That  grace,  on  Sion's  sacred  mount 
Shall  be  my  endless  theme. 

.).  lu\vond  the  choicest  joys  of  earth, 
Tlioso  distant  courts  I  love  ; 


HOPE  AND  JOY. 

But  0 !  I  bum  with  strong  desire 
To  view  Thy  house  above. 

5  Mingled  with  all  the  shining  band, 
My  soul  would  there  adore  ; 
A  pillar  in  Thy  temple  fixed, 
To  be  removed  no  more. 

DODDRIDGE. 

517  S.8.6, 

"KTOT,  Lord,  Thine  ancient  works  alone, 
•^     Thy  wonders  to  past  ages  shown, 

Make  our  glad  spirits  glow : 
Our  eyes  behold  Thy  works  of  might ; 
On  us  full  beam  Thy  wonders  bright ; 

The  living  God  we  know. 

2  We  joy  not  only  to  be  told. 

How  with  Thy  saints  and  seers  of  old 

Thou  madest  sweet  abode : 
We  of  Thy  presence  bright  can  tell, 
Thou  in  Thy  living  saints  dost  dwell; 

We  feel  the  living  God. 

3  Thou  settest  us  each  task  divine ; 
We  bless  that  helping  hand  of  Thine, 

This  strength  by  Thee  bestowed : 
Thou  minglest  in  the  glorious  fight. 
Thine  own  the  cause — Thine  own  the  might, 

We  serve  the  living  God. 

4  Ah !  soon  we  droop ;  ah  !  soon  we  tire ; 
Our  fainting  hearts  new  strength  require. 

Again  would  quickened  be : 
We  ask  no  priest ;  we  ask  no  shrine  ; 
To  Thee  we  come  for  life  divine. 

Thou  living  God,  to  Thee ! 


THE  CHBISnAN  UFE. 

O  more  than  satisfy  our  need ; 
Our  most  divine  desire  exceed ; 

Our  constant  Quickenei  be : 
Thon  living  Grod,  possess  ns  still ; 
Thy  wondrous  life  in  ns  fulfil. 

Our  blessed  life  in  Thee ! 

T.  H.  GILL. 
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KOW  let  our  voices  join. 
To  form  one  pleasant  song : 
Ye  pilgrims  in  Jehovah's  ways, 
With  music  pass  along. 

2  How  straight  the  path  appears  ! 
How  open  and  how  fair ! 

No  lurking  snares  t'  entrap  our  feet, 
Xo  fierce  destroyer  there. 

3  But  flowers  of  Paradise 
In  rich  profusion  spring ; 

The  Sun  of  Glory  gilds  the  path. 
And  dear  companions  sing. 

4  See  Salem's  golden  spires, 
In  beauteous  prospect  rise ; 

And  brighter  crowns  than  mortals  wear, 
Which  sparkle  through  the  skies, 

5  All  honour  to  His  name, 
Who  drew  the  shining  trace  : 

To  Him  who  leads  the  wanderers  on. 
And  cheers  them  with  His  grace. 

6  Beduce  the  nations,  Lord, 
Teach  all  their  kings  Thy  ways ; 

That  earth's  full  choir  the  notes  may  swell, 
And  heaven  resound  the  praise. 


HOPE  AND  JOY. 

619  87 

NOW,  the  sowing  and  the  weeping, 
Working  hard,  and  waiting  long  ; 
Afterward  the  golden  reaping, 
Harvest-home  and  gratefiu  song. 

2  iTow,  the  pruning,  sharp,  unsparing ; 

Scattered  blossom,  bleeding  shoot ; 
Afterward,  the  plenteous  bearing 
Of  the  Master's  pleasant  fruit. 

3  Now,  the  long  and  toilsome  duty, 

Stone  by  stone  to  carve  and  bring ; 
Afterward,  the  perfect  beauty 
Of  the  palace  of  the  King. 

4  Now,  the  tuning  and  the  tension. 

Wailing  minors,  discord  strong ; 
Afterward,  the  grand  ascension 
Of  the  Alleluia  song. 

5  Now,  the  spirit  conflict-riven. 

Wounded  heart,  unequal  strife  ; 
Afterward,  the  triimiph  given, 
And  the  victor's  crown  of  life. 

6  Now,  the  training,  strange  and  lowly. 

Unexplained  and  tedious  now ; 
Afterward,  the  service  holy. 

And  the  Master's  "  Enter  thou  !  " 

F.  K.  HAVERGAL. 

520  76 

A  HAPPY  band  of  pilgrims, 
"    If  onward  ye  will  tread, 
With  Jesus  as  your  Fellow, 
To  Jesus  as  your  Head  \ 
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r   -"  hficm^r  if  vt  labour 
As  .Tesns  cid  far  men  : 
C'  itpTHT  if  T?  Inmger 
A>  J^ms  Inmseied  ihen  1 

5  Tifce  cro^  iiiai  Jesus  carried 
H^  carried  as  voiir  due : 
Txt^  crc'^wx  xhat  Jesus  weareth 
Sb^  iresK-iih  it  far  you. 

^  rb^  ffifii  rv  irliich  ye  see  Him, 
T»  bop?  in  which  ye  yearn, 
rbr  ar-ve  liat  Through  all  troubles 
To  Hin  alone  vill  turn, 

5  The  trials  that  beset  you, 
The  sorrows  ye  endure. 
The  manifold  temptations 
Thai  death  alone  can  cure, 

C  What  are  they  but  His  jewels 
Of  right  celestial  worth  ? 
What  are  thev  but  the  ladder 
Set  up  to  heaven  on  earth  ? 

7  O  happy  band  of  pilgrims. 
Look  upward  to  the  skies, 
AMiere  such  a  light  affliction 
Shall  win  so  great  a  prize. 

JOSEPH  OP  THE  STUDIUM,  trans.  J.  M.  NEALF. 

521  65.65. 

AN  our  way  rejoicing  as  we  homeward  move, 
^     Hearken  to  our  praises,  0  Thou  G  od  of  love ! 
Is  there  grief  or  sadness  ?  Thine  it  cannot  be ! 
Is  our  sky  beclouded?    Clouds  are  not  from 
Thee ! 

with  honest-hearted  love  for  Grod  and  man, 
by  day  Thou  find  u'a  A.o\xi%^>aa.\.^<i  can^ 


.    HOPE  AND  JOY. 

Thou  who  giv'st  the  seed-time  wilt  give  large 

increase, 
Crown  the  head  with  blessings,  fill  the  heart 

with  peace. 

On  our  way  rejoicing  gladly  let  us  go  ; 
Conquered  hath  our  Leader,  vanquished  is  our 
foe! 
Christ  without,  our  safety ;  Christ  within,  our 

joy; 

Who,  if  we  be  faithful,  can  our  hope  destroy  ? 

J.  S.  B.  MONSELL. 

i2^  II. II. II. II. 

OUR  rest  is  in  heaven,  our  rest  is  not  here, 
Then  why  should  we  murmur  when  trials 
are  near  ? 
Be  hushed  our  complainings,  the  worst  that 

can  come 
But  shortens  our  journey,  and .  hastens  us 
home. 

It  is  not  for  us  to  be  seeking  our  bliss, 
And  building  our  hopes,  in  a  region  like  this  ; 
We  look  for  a  city  which  hands  have  not  piled, 
We  pant  for  a  country  by  sin  undefiled. 

The  thorn  and  the  thistle  around  us  may  grow, 
We  would  not  lie  down  upon  roses  below  ; 
We  ask  not  our  portion,  we  seek  not  our  rest, 
Till  we  find  them  at  last  in  the  land  of  the 
blest. 

Let  doubts,  then,  and  dangers   our  progress 

oppose, 
They  only  make  heaven  more  sweet  at  its  close ; 
The  road  may  be  rough,  but  it  cannot  be  long, 
And  we'll  smooth  it  with  hope,  and  c\\eev  Vi 
with  song.  H.  T.  ViT^. 

2  D 
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BEJOICE^  though  stonns  assail  thee ! 
Eejoice  when  skies  are  height  1 
Eejoice,  though  round  thy  pathway, 

Is  spread  the  gloom  of  night ! 
If  the  good  hope  be  in  thee, — 

That  all  at  last  is  well, — 
Then  let  thy  happy  spirit 
With  joyful  feelings  swell  1 

KecaU  thine  hours  of  anguish^ 

And  let  thy  soul  rejoice  ! 
Though  wave  on  wave  of  sorrow, 

Eushed  on  with  fearful  noise, 
AVas  not  the  Bow  of  Promise 

StiU  seen  amidst  the  gloom. 
Shedding  its  hallowed  lustre 

E  en  round  the  silent  tomb  ? 

Eejoice !  Eejoice  for  ever ! 

Though  earthly  friends  be  gone  : 
For  silently,  yet  swiftly, 

The  wheels  of  time  roll  on ; 
And  still  they  bear  thee  forward, 

Nearer  that  happy  shore, 
"Where  the  triumphant  song  is 

'  Rejoice  for  evermore  1 ' 

Anon. 
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QIXG,  ye  redeemed  of  the  Lord, 
^     Your  great  deliverer  sing, 
l*ilgrims  for  Sion's  city  bound, 
'  Be  joyful  in  your  King. 

See  the  fair  way  His  hand  hath  raised, 
How  holy  and  how  plain » 


HOPE  AND  JOY* 

Nor  shall  the  simplest  traveller  err, 
Nor  ask  the  track  in  vain. 

3  No  ravening  lion  shall  destroy, 
Nor  lurkmg  serpent  wound  ; 
Pleasure  and  safety,  peace  and  praise, 
Through  all  the  path  are  found. 

4.  A  hand  divine  shall  lead  you  on, 
Through  all  the  blissful  road, 
Till  to  the  sacred  mount  you  rise, 
And  see  your  smiling  God. 

5  There  garlands  of  immortal  joy 

Shall  bloom  on  every  head  ; 
While  sorrow,  sighing,  and  distress, 
like  shadows  all  are  fled. 

6  March  on  in  your  Eedeemer's  strength ; 

Pursue  His  footsteps  still ; 
And  let  the  prospect  cheer  your  eye. 
While  labouring  up  the  hill. 

DODDRIDGE. 

25  7'^' 

SOMETIMES  a  light  surprises 
The  Christian  while  he  sings : 
It  is  the  Lord  who  rises 

With  healing  in  His  wings. 
When  comforts  are  declining. 

He  grants  the  soul. again 
A  season  of  clear  shining, 
To  cheer  it,  after  rain, 

2  In  holy  contemplation, 
We  sweetly  then  pursue 
The  theme  of  God's  salvation, 
And  find  it  ever  new. 


I 
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Srt  bee  from  p-Tesent  sorrow. 

We  dieeifiill J  can  say, 
ETert  lei  the  unknown  to-morrow 

Brine  with  it  what  it 


3  It  can  bring  with  it  nothing 

Bat  He  wQl  leair  ns  through; 
Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing. 

Will  clothe  His  people  too : 
Beneath  the  ?preadii^  heaTens, 

Xo  creatnre  bnt  is  fed ; 
And  He  who  feeds  the  ravens. 

Will  give  His  children  bread. 

4  Thongh  vine  or  fig-tree  neither 

Their  wonted  fruit  should  bear. 
Though  all  the  field  should  wither, 

Xor  flocks,  nor  herds  be  there ; 
Yet  God  the  same  abiding. 

His  praise  shall  tune  mv  voice ; 
For,  while  in  Him  confiding, 

I  cannot  but  rejoice. 

COWPER. 


cx 


fPEN  thousand  thousand  are  Thy  hosts, 
-■-     O  Christ,  our  glorious  King ! 
And  round  Thy  throne  for  evermore 
Thy  praise  they  joyful  sing. 

2  To  Thee  their  glory  and  their  joy, 

Their  perfect  bliss  they  owe ; 
And  by  their  service  swift  and  sure, 
Their  ardent  love  they  show. 

3  On  Thine,  z&  once  they  did  on  Thee, 

They  co\xn\i  i^  ^o^  \ft  ^«i^\ 


HOPE  AND  JOY. 

Nor  mourn,  on  works  of  mercy  sent, 
To  leave  their  heavenly  state. 

4  Bidden  by  Thee,  they  camp  around 

The  weakest  of  Thy  saints, 
To  shield  him  when  the  foe  assails, 
To  cheer  him  when  he  faints. 

5  O  Saviour  of  this  sinful  world, 

Make  us  for  ever  Thine  ! 
And  with  Thy  radiant  angel  host 
Let  us  in  glory  shine ! 

R.  A.  BERTRAM. 

*  "WE'VE  no  abiding  city  here  : ' 
' »      This  may  distress  the  worldling's  mind; 

But  should  not  cost  the  saint  a  tear, 
Who  hopes  a  better  rest  to  find. 

2  *  We've  no  abiding  city  here : ' 

Sad  truth,  were  this  to  be  our  home ; 
But  let  this  thought  our  spirits  cheer, 
'  We  seek  a  city  yet  to  come.' 

3  '  We've  no  abiding  city  here  : ' 

Then  let  us  live  as  pilgrims  do ; 

Let  not  the  world  our  rest  appear. 

But  let  us  haste  from  all  below. 

4  *  We've  no  abiding  city  here : ' 

We  seek  a  city  out  of  sight ; 
Sioh  its  name — ^the  Lord  is  there, 
It  shines  with  everlasting  light. 

5  O  sweet  abode  of  peace  and  love, 

.  Where  pilgrims  freed  from  toil  are  blest ! 
Had  I  the  pinions  of  the  dove, 
I'd  fly  to  thee,  and  be  at  rest. 
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6  But  hush,  my  soul,  nor  dare  repine  I 
The  time  my  Grod  appoints  is  best : 
Willie  here,  to  do  His  will  be  mine ; 
And  His  to  fix  my  time  of  rest. 

T.  KELLY. 
S.M. 

WHAT  cheering  words  are  these  1 
Their  sweetness  who  can  tell  ? 
Tn  time,  and  to  eternal  days, 
*  'Tis  with  the  righteous  well.' 

In  every  state  secure. 
Kept  as  Jehovah's  eye, 
'Tis  well  with  them  while  life  endures, 
And  well  when  called  to  die. 

Well  when  they  see  His  face. 
Or  sink  amidst  the  flood ; 
Well  in  affliction's  thorny  maze. 
Or  on  the  mount  with  God. 

'Tis  well  when  joys  arise ; 
'Tis  well  when  sorrows  flow ; 
'Tis  well  when  darkness  veils  the  skies, 
And  strong  temptations  grow. 

'Tis  well  when  Jesus  calls, 
'  From  earth  and  sin,  arise. 
To  join  the  host  of  ransomed  souls, 
ilade  to  salvation  wise.' 

J,  KENT. 


:> 


S..M. 


YOTJE  harps,  ye  trembling  saints, 
-*•     Down  from  the  willows  take : 
Loud  to  ttvft  ipt^A^ei  ot  love  Divine, 
Bid  every  attmo  ^-t?^"^. 


THE  BEBT  BEGUN. 

2  Though  in  a  foreign  land, 
We  are  not  far  from  home ; 

And  nearer  to  our  house  above 
We  every  moment  come. 

3  His  grace  will  to  the  end ' 
Stronger  and  brighter  shine ; 

Nor  present  things,  nor  things  to  come, 
Shall  quench  the  spark  divine. 

4  When  we  in  darkness  walk, 
Nor  feel  the  heavenly  flame, 

Then  is  the  time  to  trust  our  God, 
And  rest  upon  His  name. 

5  Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 
Subside  at  His  control ; 

His  lovingkindness  shall  break  through 
The  midnight  of  the  soul. 

6  Blest  is  the  man,  0  God, 
That  stays  himself  on  Thee  I 

Who  waits  for  Thy  salvation,  Lord, 
Shall  Thy  salvation  see. 

A.  M.  TOPLADV. 
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A  FEW  more  years  shall  roll, 
A  few  more  seasons  come, 
And  we  shall  be  with  those  that  rest, 
Asleep  within  the  tomb : 
Then,  0  my  Lord,  prepare 
My  soul  for  that  great  day  ; 
O  wash  jne  in  Thy  precious  blood, 
And  take  my  sins  away. 
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A  few  more  suns  shall  set 
O *er  these  dark  hills  of  time. 

And  we  shall  be  where  suns  are  not, 
A  far  serener  clime : 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 
My  soul  for  that  bright  day ; 

0  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood. 
And  take  my  sins  away. 

A  few  more  storms  shall  beat 

On  this  wild  rocky  shore. 
And  we  shall  be  where  tempests  cease, 

And  surges  swell  no  more : 

Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  calm  day ; 
O  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away. 

A  few  more  struggles  here, 

A  few  more  partings  o'er, 
A  few  more  toils,  a  few  more  tears, 

And  we  shall  weep  no  more  : 

Then,  0  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  blest  day ; 
0  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away. 

Tis  but  a  little  while 

And  He  shall  come  again, 
WJio  died  that  we  might  live,  who  lives 

That  we  with  Him  may  reign  : 

Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepai*e 

My  soul  for  that  glad  day ; 
O  wasli  me  in  Thy  precious  blood. 

And  take  my  sins  away. 

II.  BOXAK. 
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BLESSING,  honour,  thanks,  and  praise. 
Pay  we,  gracious  God,  to  Thee  ; 
Thou,  in  Thine  abundant  grace, 

Givest  us  the  victory ; 
True  and  faithful  to  Thy  word. 
Thou  hast  glorified  Thy  Son, 
Jesus  Christ,  our  dying  Lord, 
Who  for  us  the  fight  hath  won. 

2  Lo !  the  prisoner  is  released. 

Lightened  of  his  fleshly  load  ; 
Where  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

He  is  gathered  in  to  God ; 
Lo !  the  pain  of  life  is  past, 

All  his  warfare  now  is  o*er, 
Death  and  hell  behind  are  cast, 

Grief  and  suffering  are  no  more. 

3  Yes,  the  Christian's  course  is  run, 

Ended  is  the  glorious  strife ; 
Fought  the  fight,  the  work  is  done, 

Death  is  swallowed  up  of  life  ! 
Borne  by  angels  on  their  wings. 

Far  from  earth  the  spirit  flies, 
Finds  his  God,  and  sits  and  sings, 

Triumphing  in  Paradise. 

4  Join  we  then,  with  one  accord. 

In  the  new,  the  joyful  song ; 
Absent  from  our  loving  Lord 

We  shall  not  continue  long  ; 
We  shall  quit  the  house  of  clay, 

We  a  better  lot  shall  share, 
We  shall  see  the  realms  of  day, 

Meet  our  happy  brother  there. 

WESLEY. 


2  We  bless  Thee  for  hia  every  step 

In  faithful  following  Thee ; 
And  for  hig  good  fight  fought  so  well, 
And  crowned  with  victory. 

3  We  thank  Thee  that  the  way-worn  alee 

The  sleep  in  Jesus  blest ; 
The  purified  and  ransomed  aoul 
Hath  entered  into  rest. 

4  We  bless  Thee  that  his  humble  love 

Hath  met  with  such  regard ; 
We  bless  Thee  for  bis  blessedness, 
And  for  hia  rich  reward. 

a.  BA,W1 
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CHRIST  wiU  gather  in  Hia  own 
To  the  place  where  He  ia  gone, 
Where  their  heart  and  treasure  lie. 
Where  our  life  is  hid  on  high. 


THB  BIST  BEGUN. 

4  Bat  the  Lord  doth  uaught  amiss, 
And  since  He  hath  ordered  this, 

We  have  naught  to  do  but  still 
Eest  in  silence  on  His  will. 

5  Many  a  heart  no  longer  here, 
Ah  !  was  all  too  inly  dear ; 

Yet,  0  Love,  'tis  Thou  dost  call. 
Thou  wilt  be  our  All  in  all. 

MORAVIAN  HYMN,  trcms.  C.  WINKWORTH. 
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CM.  double. 

COME,  let  us  join  our  friends  above 
That  have  obtained  the  prize, 
And  on  the  eagle  wings  of  love 

To  joys  celestial  rise  : 
Let  all  the  saints  terrestrial  sing, 

With  those  to  glory  gone ; 
For  all  the  servants  of  our  King, 
In  earth  and  heaven,  are  one. 

2  One  family  we  dwell  in  Him, 

One  church,  above,  beneath. 
Though  now  divided  by  the  stream. 

The  narrow  stream  of  death  : 
One  army  of  the  living  God, 

To  His  command  we  bow ; 
Part  of  His  host  have  crossed  the  flood, 

And  part  are  crossing  now. 

3  His  militant  embodied  host, 

With  wishful  looks  we  stand. 
And  long  to  see  that  happy  coast, 

And  reach  the  heavenly  land. 
Even  now  by  faith  we  join  our  hands 

With  those  that  went  before  ; 
And  greet  the  blood-besprinkled  bands 

On  the  eternal  shore.  J 
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4  Our  spirits  too  shall  quickly  join. 

Like  theirs  with  glory  crowned, 
And  shout  to  see  our  Captain's  sign, 

To  hear  His  trumpet  sound. 
O  that  we  now  might  grasp  our  guide ! 

O  that  the  word  were  given ! 
Come,  Lord  of  hosts,  the  waves  divide, 

And  land  us  all  in  heaven  ! 

WESLEY. 

POR  all  Thy  saints,  0  Lord, 
-*-.     Who  strove  in  Thee  to  live. 
Who  followed  Thee,  obeyed,  adored, 
Our  grateful  hymn  receive. 

For  all  Thy  saints,  0  Lord, 
Accept  our  thankful  cry  ; 
Who  counted  Thee  their  great  reward, 
And  strove  in  Thee  to  die. 

They  all,  in  life  and  death. 
With  Thee,  their  Lord  in  view, 
Learned  from  Thy  Holy  Spirit's  breath 
To  suffer  and  to  do. 

For  this  Thy  name  we  bless, 
And  humbly  beg  that  we 
]\ray  follow  them  in  holiness, 
And  live  and  die  in  Thee. 


R.  MANX. 
IO.IO.IO4. 
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L''(^Rallthe  saints,  who  from  their  labours  rest, 
-■"      Wlio  Thee  by  faith  before  the  world  con- 
fessed, 
Tliy  name,  0  Jesii,  be  for  ever  blessed. 

Alleluia ! 


THE  REST  BEGUN, 

2  Thou  wast  their  rock,  their  fortress,  and  their 

might; 
Thou,  Lord,  their  Captain  in  the  well-fought 

fight; 
Thou,  in  the  darkness  drear,  their  Light  of  light. 

Alleluia ! 

3  0  may  Thy  soldiers,  faithful,  true  and  bold, 
Fight  as  the  saints  who  nobly  fought  of  old, 
And  win,  with  them,  the  victor's  crown  of  gold. 

Alleluia ! 

4  0  blest  commimion,  fellowship  divine  ! 
We  feebly  struggle,  they  in  glory  shine ; 
Yet  all  are  one  in  Thee,  for  all  are  Thine. 

Alleluia ! 

5  And  when  the  strife  is  fierce,  the  warfare  long, 
Steals  on  the  ear  the  distant  triumph-song, 
And  hearts  are  brave  again,  and  arms  are  strong, 

Alleluia  I 

6  The  golden  evening  brightens  in  the  west : 
iJoon,  soon  to  faithful  warriors  cometh  rest ; 
Sweet  is  the  calm  of  Paradise  the  blest. 

Alleluia ! 

7  But  lo,  there  breaks  a  yet  more  glorious  day  : 
The  saints  triumphant  rise  in  bright  array ; 
The  King  of  Glory  passes  on  His  way. 

Alleluia ! 

8  From  earth's  wide  bounds,  from  ocean's  farthest 

coast, 
Through  gates  of  pearl  streams  in  the  countless 

host. 
Singing  to  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

Alleluia ! 

W,  W.  HOW. 
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FEIEND  after  friend  departs ; 
Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend  ? 
There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts, 

That  finds  not  here  an  end : 
Were  this  frail  world  our  only  rest, 
Living  or  dying,  none  were  blest. 

2  Beyond  the  flight  of  time, 
Beyond  this  vale  of  death, 

There  surely  is  some  blessed  clime 

Where  life  is  not  a  breath ; 
Nor  life's  affections  transient  fire, 
Whose  sparks  fiy  upward  to  expire. 

3  There  is  a  world  above, 
Where  parting  is  unknown ; 

A  whole  eternity  of  love. 

Formed  for  the  good  alone  ; 
And  faith  beholds  the  dying  here 
Translated  to  that  glorious  sphere. 

4  Thus  star  by  star  declines. 
Till  all  are  passed  away ; 

As  morning  high  and  higher  shines, 

To  pure  and  perfect  day : 
Nor  sink  those  stars  in  empty  night ; 
They  hide  themselves  in  heaven's  own  light. 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 


8s. 

OD  of  the  living,  in  whose  eyes 

Unveiled  Thy  whole  creation  lies ; 
All  souls  are  Thine ;  we  must  not  say 
That  those  are  dead  who  pass  away ; 
From  this  our  world  of  fiesh  set  free, 
We  know  them  living  unto  Thee. 


G 
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2  Released  from  earthly  toil  and  strife, 
With  Thee  is  hidden  still  their  life  ; 

Thine  are  their  thoughts,  their  works,  their 
powers, 

All  Thine,  and  yet  most  truly  ours ; 
For  well  we  know,  where'er  they  be. 
Our  dead  are  living  unto  Thee. 

3  Thy  word  is  true.  Thy  will  is  just ; 

To  Thee  we  leave  them.  Lord,  in  trust ; 

And  bless  Thee  for  the  love  which  gave 

Thy  Son  to  fill  a  human  grave, 
That  none  might  fear  that  world  to  see, 
Where  all  are  living  unto  Thee. 

4  O  Breather  into  man  of  breath, 
O  Holder  of  the  keys  of  death, 

0  Giver  of  the  life  within. 

Save  us  from  death,  the  death  of  sin ; 

That  body,  soul,  and  spirit  be 

For  ever  living  unto  Thee ! 

J.  ELLERTON. 
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EAS  what  the  voice  from  heaven  proclaims 
For  all  the  pious  dead ! 


Sweet  is  the  savour  of  their  names. 
And  soft  their  sleeping  bed. 

They  die  in  Jesus,  and  are  blessed : 

How  kind  their  slumbers  are  ! 
From  sufferings  and  from  sins  released, 

And  freed  from  every  snare. 

Far  from  this  world  of  toil  and  strife, 

They're  present  with  the  Lord  i 
The  labours  of  their  mortal  life 

End  in  a  large  reward. 

WATTS. 


i 
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540  C-M.  double. 

"E  ^fell  adeep '  in  Christ  his  Lord  : 
He  gave  to  Him  to  keep 
The  soul  His  great  love  had  redeemed, 

Then  calmly  went  to  sleep  : 
And,  as  a  tired  bird  folds  its  wing, 

Sure  of  the  morning  light, 
He  laid  him  down,  in  trusting  faith. 
And  did  not  dread  the  night. 

2  He  'fell  asleep  *  in  Jesu's  love : 
So,  on  its  mother's  breast, 

The  little  child  is  comforted 

When  there  it  goes  to  rest ; 
His  was  a  childlike  confidence. 

And  as  he  closed  his  eyes. 
The  whisper  was  within  his  soul, 

'  To-day  in  Paradise,' 

3  Now  is  the  spirit  with  the  Lord  ; 
And  soon  the  mouldering  frame 

Shall  put  on  immortality. 

And  rise  in  Jesu's  name, 
A  house  from  heaven  of  radiant  light, 

A  shrine  for  the  blest  soul, 
To  worship  in,  rejoice,  and  serve, 

While  the  great  ages  roll. 

G.  KAWSON. 
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HOW  blest  the  righteous,  when  he  dies, 
When  sinks  a  weary  soul  to  rest ! 
How  mildly  beam  the  closing  eyes ; 
How  gently  heaves  the  expiiing  breast  I 

So  fades  a  summer  cloud  away ; 

So  sinks  \X\&  ^ale  when  storms  are  o'er : 
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So  gently  shuts  the  eye  of  day ; 
So  dies  the  wave  along  the  shore. 

J  A  holy  qniet  reigns  around, 

A  calm  which  life  nor  death  destroys ; 
Nothing  disturbs  that  peace  profound. 
Which  his  unfettered  soul  enjoys. 

j.  Farewell,  conflicting  hopes  and  fears, 

Where  lights  and  shades  alternate  dwell ! 
How  bright  the  unchanging  morn  appears ! 
Farewell,  inconstant  world,  farewell ! 

;  Life's  labour  done,  as  sinks  the  clay,    • 
light  from  its  load  the  spirit  flies ; 
WhUe  heaven  and  earth  combine  to  say, 
'  How  blest  the  righteous,  when  he  dies  ! ' 

A,  L.  BARBAULD. 

42  S.M. 

IT  is  not  death  to  die. 
To  leave  this  weary  road, 
And  'midst  the  brotherhood  on  high. 
To  be  at  home  with  God. 

^       It  is  not  death  to  close 

The  eye  long  dinmied  by  tears. 
And  wake  in  glorious  repose 
To  spend  eternal  years. 

3  It  is  not  death  to  bear 

The  wrench  that  sets  us  free. 
From  dungeon-chains  to  breathe  the  air 
Of  boundless  liberty, 

4  It  is  not  death  to  fling 
Aside  this  sinful  dust. 

And  rise  on  strong,  exulting  wing, 
To  live  among  the  just. 

2  K 
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5  Jesus,  Thou  Prince  of  life, 
Thy  chosen  cannot  die ; 
Like  Thee,  they  conquer  in  the  strife, 
To  reign  with  Thee  on  high. 

FRENCH,  tram.  G.  w.  bethuke. 
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10  !  a  voice  from  heaven  hath  said, 
'  Henceforth  hlessid  are  the  dead 
Dying  in  their  risen  Lord, 
Trusting  His  redeeming  word !' 

2  *  BlessM ! '  for  their  work  is  done : 
Home  they  went  at  set  of  sun ; 

They  were  weary,  it  was  best 
To  Ue  down  and  take  their  rest. 

3  *  BlessSd  *  ones  !  they  cahnly  sleep. 
Leaving  us  to  wake  and  weep, 

Stni  to  bear  our  fleshly  pains, 
Sins  and  doubts  and  spirit-chains. 

4  *  Blessed  !  *  they  have  done  with  tears, 
Sickness,  darkness,  death,  and  fears ! 

And  the  soul's  long  conflict  past. 
Victory  is  theirs  at  last. 

5  Theirs  is  the  eternal  peace. 
Growing  with  divine  increase  ; 

Theirs  eternal  rest  above, 
Eest  in  the  Eternal  Love. 

6  Dwelling  in  the  Light  of  light 
They  possess  the  Infinite ! 

Every  mystery  unsealed. 
And  the  glory  all  revealed. 

G.  KAWSON. 
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44  87.87. 

EOED,  when  beside  the  grave  we  mourn, 
And  sorrows  round  us  gather ; 
For  hope,  for  strength,  to  Thee  we  turn, 

The  living  God,  our  Father ! 
Thy  children  blest,  in  Christ  that  die, 
What  power  from  Thee  can  sever  ? 
All  peaceful  in  Thine  arms  they  lie ; 
To  Thee  they  live  for  ever. 

2  Thy  saving  might.  Eternal  Son, 

The  grave's  dark  fears  hath  banished ; 
Through  Thy  dear  cross  Thy  victory  won, 

The  sting  from  death  hath  vanished. 
O  Jesu,  by  those  tears  of  Thine, 

For  human  sorrow  flowing, 
Uphold  us  with  Thine  arm  divine, 

Thy  comfort  still  bestowing. 

3  lift  up,  0  Lord,  each  mourner's  heart. 

Our  feeble  faith  sustaining ; 
For  Thou  our  risen  Saviour  art. 

In  heaven  for  ever  reigning. 
For  all  who  fall  asleep  in  Thee 

Our  thankful  praise  we  render ; 
In  death,  0  Lora,  our  refuge  be. 

Our  life  and  our  defender. 

T.  E.  POWELL. 

)45  664.664. 

LOWLY  and  solemn  be 
Thy  children's  cry  to  Thee, 
Father  divine ; 
A  hymn  of  suppliant  breath. 
Owning  that  life  and  death 
AUke  are  Thine* 


I 
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2  O  Father,  in  that  hour. 

When  earth  all  succouring  power 

Shall  disavow ; — 
When  spear  and  shield  and  crown 
In  faintness  are  cast  down  ; 

Sustain  us,  Thou ! 

3  By  Him  who  bowed  to  take 
The  death-cup  for  our  sake, — 

The  thorn,  the  rod ; 
From  whom  the  last  dismay 
Was  not  to  pass  away  : 

Aid  us,  0  God ! 

4  Tremblers  beside  the  grave. 
We  call  on  Thee  to  save. 

Father  divine ! 
Hear,  hear  our  suppliant  breath, 
Keep  us,  in  life  and  death, 

Thine,  only  Thine. 

F.  D.  HEMANS. 
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NOW  the  labourer's  task  is  o*er : 
Now  the  battle-day  is  past ; 
Now  upon  the  farther  shore 
Lands  the  voyager  at  last. 
Father,  in  Thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  Thy  servant  sleeping. 

There  the  tears  of  earth  are  dried ; 

There  its  hidden  things  are  clear ; 
There  the  work  of  life  is  tried 

By  a  juster  Judge  than  here. 
Father,  in  Thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  Thy  servant  sleeping. 
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3  There  the  sinful  souls,  that  turn 

To  the  cross  their  dying  eyes, 
All  the  love  of  Christ  shall  learn 

At  His  feet  in  Paradise. 
Father,  in  Thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  Thy  servant  sleeping. 

4  There  no  more  the  powers  of  hell 

Can  prevail  to  mar  their  peace ; 
Christ  the  Lord  shall  guard  them  well. 

He  who  died  for  their  release. 
Father,  in  Thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  Thy  servant  sleeping. 

5  '  Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust,' 

Calmly  now  the  words  we  say. 
Leaving  him  to  sleep  in  trust 

Till  the  Eesurrection-day. 
Father,  in  Thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  Thy  servant  sleeping. 

J,  ELLEBTON. 
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SEEVANT  of  God,  well  done  ! 
Eest  from  thy  loved  employ  ; 
The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won, 
Enter  thy  Master's  joy. 
The  voice  at  midnight  came  ; 
He  started  up  to  hear : 
A  mortal  arrow  pierced  his  frame ; 
He  fell,  but  felt  no  fear. 

At  midnight  came  the  cry, 
'  To  meet  thy  God  prepare  ! ' 
He  woke, — and  caught  his  Captain's  eye ; 
Then,  strong  in  faith  and  prayer, 
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His  spirit  with  a  bound 
Left  its  encumbering  clay : 
His  tent  at  sunrise  on  the  ground, 
A  darkened  ruin  lay. 

3      The  pains  of  death  are  past ; 

Labour  and  sorrow  cease ; 
And,  life's  long  warfare  closed  at  last, 

His  soul  is  found  in  peace. 

Soldier  of  Christ,  well  done ! 

Praise  be  thy  new  employ ; 
And  while  eternal  ages  run, 

Rest  in  thy  Saviour's  joy. 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 
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TENDER  Shepherd,  Thou  hast  stilled 
Now  Thy  little  lamb's  brief  weeping : 
Ah,  how  peaceful,  pale,  and  mild, 
In  its  narrow  bed  'tis  sleeping  ! 
And  no  sigh  of  anguish  sore 
Heaves  that  little  bosom  more. 

2       In  this  world  of  care  and  pain, 
Lord,  Thou  wouldst  no  longer  leave  it ; 

To  the  sunny  heavenly  plain 
Thou  dost  now  ^vith  joy  receive  it ; 
Clothed  in  robes  of  spotless  wliite, 
Kow  it  dwells  with  Thee  in  light. 


Ah,  Lord  Jesus,  grant  that  we 
Where  it  lives  may  soon  be  living. 

And  the  lovely  pastures  see 
Tliat  its  heavenly  food  are  giving  ; 

Then  the  gain  of  death  we  prove, 

Though  Thou  take  what  most  we  love. 

J.  W.  MEINHOLD,  traus,  C.  WINKWOKTH. 
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THE  journey  done,  the  rest  begun, 
The  day  of  death  now  ended ; 
To  life  above,  on  wings  of  love. 
The  freed  one  hath  ascended : 
What  we  do  weep,  the  Christ  doth  keep, 

He  died  that  He  might  save  it ; 
The  body  trust  we  to  the  dust, — 
The  soul  to  God  who  gave  it. 

2  Our  tears  must  fall  at  loss  of  all 

That  time  cannot  restore  us ; 
But  to  the  skies  we'll  lift  our  eyes, 

And  think  of  what's  before  us ; 
There,  safe  above,  with  Him  whose  love 

For  all  its  want  provideth, 
The  spirit  blest,  in  changeless  rest 

Of  Paradise,  abideth. 

3  Your  muffled  chime,  ye  beUs  of  time, 

Eing  out  with  chastened  gladness ; 
The  happy  soul  needs  not  your  toll, 

As  if  it  dwelt  in  sadness : 
ToU  for  the  dead  who,  living,  tread 

Earth's  sinful  ways,  hard-hearted ; 
But  a  bright  chime,  ye  bells  of  time, 

Eing  out  for  Christ's  departed. 

4  Their  warfare  o'er,  now  never  more 

Shall  sin  or  sorrow  grieve  them ; 
Against  that  day,  not  far  away. 

In  quiet  earth  we  leave  them : 
What  we  do  weep,  the  Christ  doth  keep^    ' 

He  died  that  He  might  save  it ; 
The  body  trust  we  to  tiie  dust, — 

The  soul,  to  God  who  gave  it. 

J.  S.  B,  MONSELL. 
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THOU  art  gone  to  the  grave  I  but  we  will  not 
deplore  thee, 
Though  sorrows  and  darkness  encompass  the 
tomb; 
The  Saviour  has  passed  through  its  portal  before 
thee, 
And  the  lamp  of  His  love  is  thy  guide  through 
the  gloom. 

2  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave  !  we  no  longer  behold 

thee, 
Nor  tread  the  rough  path  of  the  world  by  tliy 
side; 
But  the  wide  arms  of  mercy  are  spread  to  enfold 
thee, 
And  sinners  may  die,  for  the  Sinless  has  died. 

3  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave  I  and,  its  mansiou 

forsaking, 
Perhaps   thy  weak  spirit  in   fear   lingered 

long ; 
But  the  mild  rays  of  Paradise  beamed  on  thy 

waking, 
And  the  sound  which  thou  heard*st  was  tlie 

seraphim's  song. 

4  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave!  but  we  will  not 

deplore  thee, 
Whose  God  was  thy  Eansom,  thy  Guardian, 
and  Guide. 
He  gave  thee,  He  took   thee,   and   He  will 
restore  thee ; 
And  death  has  no  sting,  for  the  Saviour  has 
died. 

K.  HEBER. 
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THOU  hast  stood  here,  Lord  Jesus, 
Beside  the  still  cold  grave  : 
And  proved  Thy  deep  compassioD, 

And  mighty  power  to  save. 
Thy  tears  of  tender  pity, 
Thine  agonising  groan, 
Teach  how  for  us  Thou  feelest, 
Now  seated  on  Thy  throne. 

2  Thou  hast  lain  here,  Lord  Jesus, 

Thyself  the  victim  then. 
The  Lord  of  life  and  glory. 

Once  slain  for  wretched  men. 
From  sin  and  condemnation 

When  none  but  Thee  could  save, 
Thy  love  than  death  was  stronger, 

And  deeper  than  the  grave. 

3  Thou  hast  been  here.  Lord  Jesus, 

But  Thou  art  here  no  more ; 
The  terror  and  the  darkness. 

The  night  of  death,  are  o'er. 
Great  Captain  of  salvation. 

Thy  triumphs  now  we  sing: 

*  0  gram  I  where  is  thy  victory  ? 

0  death  !  where  is  thy  sting  ? ' 

4  We  wait  for  Thine  appearing : 

We  weep,  but  we  rejoice ; 
In  all  our  depths  of  sorrow 
We  still  can  hear  Thy  voice : 

*  I  am  the  resurrection  ; 

1  live  who  once  was  slain  ; 
Fear  not !  thy  friend  and  brother 

Shall  rise  with  Me,  and  reign.' 

J.  G.  DECK. 
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11/ HY  do  we  mourn  departing  friends, 
^^     Or  shake  at  death's  alarms  ? 
'Tis  but  the  voice  that  Jesus  sends, 
To  call  them  to  His  arms. 

2  Why  should  we  tremble  to  convey 

Their  bodies  to  the  tomb  ? 
There  the  dear  flesh  of  Jesus  lay. 
And  left  a  long  perfume. 

3  The  graves  of  aU  His  saints  He  blest, 

And  softened  every  bed  : 
Where  should  the  dying  members  rest, 
But  with  their  dying  Head  ? 

4  Thence  He  arose,  ascending  high, 

And  showed  our  feet  the  way  ; 
Up  to  the  Lord  we  too  shall  fly 
At  the  great  rising  day. 


WATTS* 
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11/ HY  should  we  start,  and  fear  to  die  ? 
" '      What  timorous  souls  we  mortals  are ! 
Death  is  the  gate  of  endless  joy, 
And  yet  we  dread  to  enter  there. 

2  The  pains,  the  groans,  and  dying  strife, 

Fright  our  approaching  souls  away ; 
Still  we  shrink  back  again  to  life, 
Fond  of  our  prison  and  our  clay. 

3  0 !  if  my  Lord  would  come  and  meet. 

My  soul  should  stretch  her  wings  in  haste ; 
Fly  fearless  through  death's  iron  gate, 
Nor  feel  the  terrors  as  she  passed. 


4  Jesus  can  make  a  dying  bed 

Feel  soft  as  downy  pillows  are, 
While  on  His  breast  I  lean  my  head. 
And  breathe  my  life  out  sweetly  there. 

WATTS. 
TMB  RESURRECTION. 

BLESSED  be  the  everlasting  Gkxi, 
The  Father  of  our  Lord ; 
Be  His  aboimding  mercy  praised, 
His  majesty  adored. 

2  When  from  the  dead  He  raised  His  Son, 

And  called  Him  to  the  sky. 

He  gave  our  souls  a  lively  hope 

That  they  should  never  die. 

3  What  though  our  inbred  sins  require 

Our  flesh  to  see  the  dust. 
Yet  as  the  Lord  our  Saviour  rose, 
So  all  His  followers  must. 

4  There's  an  inheritance  divine 

Reserved  against  that  day ; 
'Tis  uncorrupted,  undefiled, 
And  cannot  fade  away. 

5  We  by  the  power  of  God  are  kept 

Till  the  salvation  come ; 
We  walk,  by  faith,  as  strangers  here, 
Till  Christ  shall  call  us  home. 

WATTS. 
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TESUS,  my  Redeemer,  lives, 
^     Christ,  my  trust,  is  dead  no  more  ; 
In  the  strength  this  knowledge  gives 
Shall  not  all  mj  fears  be  o'eu, 
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Though  the  night  of  death  be  fraught 
Still  with  many  an  anxious  thought  ? 

2  Jesus,  my  Eedeemer,  lives, 

And  His  life  I  once  shall  see ; 
Bright  the  hope  this  promise  gives. 

Where  He  is,  I  too  shall  be. 
Shall  I  fear  then  ?  can  the  Head 
Eise  and  leave  the  members  dead  ? 

3  Close  to  Him  my  soul  is  bound, 

In  the  bonds  of  hope  enclasped  ; 
Faith's  strong  hand  this  hold  hath  fouDd, 

And  the  Eock  hath  firmly  grasped ; 
And  no  ban  of  death  can  part 
From  our  Lord  the  trusting  heart. 

4  I  shall  see  Him  with  these  eyes, 

Him  whom  I  shall  surely  know ; 
Not  another  shall  I  rise, 

With  His  love  this  heart  shall  glow ; 
Only  there  shall  disappear 
Weakness  in  and  round  me  here. 

5  Only  see  ye  that  your  heart 

Eise  betimes  from  earthly  lust ; 
Would  ye  there  with  Him  have  part, 

Here  obey  your  Lord  and  trust ; 
Fix  your  heart  beyond  the  skies, 
Whither  ye  yourselves  would  rise. 

LOUISA  H.  OF  BRANDENBURGH,  traUS.  C.  WINKWORTH. 
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AND  will  the  Judge  descend  ? 
And  must  the  dead  arise  ? 
And  not  a  single  soul  escape 
His  al\-d\sceim\A^^^^^^ 


JUDGMENT. 

2  How  will  my  heart  endure 
The  terrors  of  that  day, 

When  earth  and  heaven  before  His  face. 
Astonished,  shrink  away  ? 

3  But,  ere  the  trumpet  shakes 
The  mansions  of  the  dead, 

Hark  !  from  the  Gospel's  gentle  voice, 
What  welcome  tidings  spread ! 

4  Ye  sinners,  seek  His  grace, 
Whose  wrath  ye  cannot  bear ; 

Fly  to  the  shelter  of  His  cross, 
And  find  salvation  there. 

5  So  shall  that  curse  remove 
By  which  the  Saviour  bled  ! 

And  the  last  awful  day  shall  pour 
His  blessing  on  your  head. 

DODDEIDGE. 


657 


87.87.887. 

GREAT  God,  what  do  I  see  and  hear! 
The  end  of  things  created ! 
The  Judge  of  mankind  doth  appear. 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated ! 
The  trumpet  sounds ;  the  graves  restore 
The  dead  which  they  contained  before  : 
Prepare,  my  soul,  to  meet  Him ! 

2  The  dead  in  Christ  shall  first  arise 
At  the  last  trumpet's  sounding ; 

Caught  up  to  meet  Him  in  the  skies, 
With  joy  their  Lord  surrounding. 

No  gloomy  fears  their  souls  dismay, 

His  presence  sheds  eternal  day 
On  those  prepared  to  meet  Him, 
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3  But  sinners,  filled  with  guilty  fears, 

Behold  His  wrath  prevailing, 
For  they  shall  rise,  and  find  their  tears 

And  sighs  are  unayailing. 
The  day  of  greice  is  past  and  gone ; 
TrembUng  they  stand  before  the  throne, 

All  unprepared  to  meet  Him. 

4  Great  God,  what  do  I  see  and  hear  I 

The  end  of  things  created  I 
The  Judge  of  mankind  doth  appear^ 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated  ! 
Low  at  His  cross  I  view  the  day 
When  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away, 

And  thus  prepare  to  meet  Him. 

B.  RINGWALDT,  atid  W.  B.  COLLYKE. 
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10  !  He  comes  with  clouds  descending, 
Once  for  favoured  sinners  slam ; 
Thousand,  thousand  saints  attending, 
Swell  the  triumph  of  His  train ; 

Hallelujah ! 
Jesus  comes,  and  comes  to  reign. 

2  Every  eye  shall  now  behold  Him, 

Eobed  in  dreadful  majesty ; 
Those  who  set  at  naught  and  sold  Him, 
Pierced,  and  nailed  Him  to  the  tree, 

Deeply  wailing, 
Shall  the  true  Messiah  see. 

3  Every  island,  sea,  and  mountain. 

Heaven  and  earth,  shall  flee  away ; 
All  who  hate  Him,  must,  confounded, 
Hear  the  trump  proclaim  the  day : 

Come  to  judgment  I 
Come  to  judgment,  come  away ! 
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4  Now  redemption,  long  expected. 

See  in  solemn  pomp  appear ! 
All  His  saints,  by  men  rejected. 
Now  shall  meet  Him  in  the  air : 

HaUelujah ! 
See  the  day  of  God  appear. 

5  Yea,  Amen,  let  all  adore  Thee, 

High  on  Thine  eternal  throne  I 
Saviour,  take  the  power  and  glory ; 
Claim  the  kingdom  for  Thme  own : 

0  come  quickly ! 
Hallelujah  I  come,  Lord,  come  ! 

J.  CENNICK,  0.  WESLEY,  M.  MADAN. 
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0  QUICKLY  come,  dread  Judge  of  all ; 
For,  awful  though  Thine  advent  be, 
All  shadows  from  the  truth  will  fall. 
And  falsehood  die,  in  sight  of  Thee. 
0 !  quickly  come  ;  for  doubt  and  fear 
Like  clouds  dissolve  when  Thou  art  near. 

2  O I  quickly  come,  great  King  of  all ; 

Beign  all  around  us,  and  within ; 
Let  sin  no  more  our  souls  enthral. 

Let  pain  and  sorrow  die  with  sin. 
O I  quickly  come ;  for  Thou  alone 
Canst  make  Thy  scattered  people  one. 

3  O I  quickly  come,  true  Life  of  all ; 

For  death  is  mighty  all  around ; 
On  every  home  his  shadows  fall. 

On  every  heart  his  mark  is  found. 
O  !  quickly  come ;  for  grief  and  pain 
Can  nev«r  cloud  Thy  glorious  reign. 
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4  O !  quickly  come,  sure  lig^t  of  all; 

For  gloomy  night  broods  o'er  our  Tray ; 
And  weakly  souls  begin  to  fall 

With  weary  watching  for  the  day. 
O  !  quickly  come ;  for  round  Thy  throne 
No  eye  is  blinds  no  night  is  known. 

L.  TUTTIETT. 
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rPHAT  day  of  wrath,  that  dreadful  day, 

^     When  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away ; 

What  power  shall  be  the  sinner's  stay? 

How  shall  he  meet  that  dreadful  day  ? 

2  When,  shrivelling  like  a  parchid  scroll, 
The  flaming  heavens  together  roll ; 

When  louder  yet,  and  yet  more  dread, 
Swells  the  high  trump  that  wakes  the  dead; 

3  0  I  on  that  day,  that  wrathful  day,  , 
When  man  to  judgment  wakes  from  clay, 

Be  Thou  the  trembling  sinner's  stay, 
Though  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away. 

WALTER  SCOTT. 

ri^IIE  Lord  will  come  !  the  earth  shall  quake ; 
■-     The  mountains  from  their  centre  shake ; 
And,  withering  from  the  vault  of  night. 
The  stars  withdraw  their  feeble  light. 

2  The  Lord  will  come !  but  not  the  same 
As  once  in  lowly  form  He  came — 
A  silent  Lamb  to  slaughter  led, 
The  bruised,  th^  B^uffeiiug,  and  the  dead. 
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The  Lord  will  come !  a  dreadful  form, 
With  wreath  of  flame  and  robe  of  storm, 
On  cherub  wings,  and  wings  of  wind. 
Anointed  Judge  of  all  mankind. 

Can  this  be  He,  once  wont  to  stray, 
A  pilgrim  on  the  world's  highway. 

By  power  oppressed,  and  mocked  by  pride, 

The  Nazarene — the  Crucified  ? 

Go,  tyrants !  to  the  rocks  complain ! 

Go,  seek  the  mountain's  cleft  in  vain ! 
But  faith,  victorious  o'er  the  tomb, 
Shall  sing  for  joy — the  Lord  is  come ! 

HEBER. 
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rE  world  is  old  and  sinful. 
Its  passing  hour  is  near ; 
Keep  watch,  be  hushed  and  sober, 

The  Judge's  voice  to  hear ; — 
The  Judge  in  mercy  coming, 

The  Judge  enthroned  in  might ; 
All  evil  things  to  banish, 
All  good  to  crown  with  light. 

2  Eise,  Christian,  rise  to  meet  Him ! 

Let  wrong  give  way  to  right ; 
Let  tears  of  godly  sorrow 

Melt  into  songs  of  light ; — 
The  light  that  has  no  setting, 

Too  new  for  moon  or  sun ; 
So  crystal-like  and  golden, 

So  like  its  Maker,  one. 

3  And  when  the  Son  shall  render 

The  kingdom  up  once  more ; 
And  God  the  Father's  glory 
^hall  brighten  evermore  *, 
2  F 
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Then  light  as  yet  unfolded 

Shall  open  on  the  blest ; 
All  mysteries  revealing 

Of  holy,  endless  lest. 
Tram,  from  bebnasd  of  hoblaix. 
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WHEN  Jesus  came  to  earth  of  old, 
He  came  in  weakness  and  in  woe ; 
He  wore  no  form  of  angel  mouldy 
But  took  our  nature,  poor  and  low. 

2  But  when  He  cometh  back  once  more, 

There  shall  be  set  the  great  white  throne, 
And  earth  and  heaven  shall  flee  before 
The  face  of  Him  that  sits  thereon. 

3  0  Son  of  God !  in  glory  crowned, 

The  Judge  ordained  of  quick  and  dead ; 
O  Son  of  Man !  so  pitying  found 
For  all  the  tears  Thy  people  shed. 

4  Be  with  us  in  this  darkened  place, 

This  weary,  restless,  dangerous  night ; 
And  teach,  O  teach  us,  by  Thy  grace 
To  struggle  onward  into  light. 

5  And  by  the  love  that  brought  Thee  here, 

And  by  the  cross,  and  by  the  grave, 
Give  perfect  love  for  conscious  fear, 
And  in  the  day  of  judgment  save. 

6  And  lead  us  on  while  here  we  stray, 

And  make  us  love  our  heavenly  home, 
Till  from  our  hearts  we  love  to  say : 
'  Even  so,  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come  ! ' 

0.  E,  ALEXANDER. 
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lI/JbLEN  Thou,  my  righteous  judge,  shalt  come 
"*     To  fetch  Thy  ransomed  people  home, 

Shall  I  among  them  stand  ? 
Shall  such  a  worthless  worm  as  I, 
Who  sometimes  am  afraid  to  die. 
Be  found  at  Thy  right  hand  ? 

2  I  love  to  meet  among  them  now. 
Before  Thy  gracious  feet  to  bow, 

Though  vilest  of  them  all  : 
But  can  I  bear  the  piercing  thought, 
What,  if  my  name  should  be  left  out 

When  Thou  for  them  shalt  call  ? 

3  Prevent  it.  Saviour,  by  Thy  grace ; 
Be  Thou,  0  Lord,  my  hiding-place. 

In  this  the  accepted  day : 
Thy  pardoning  voice  0  let  me  hear, 
To  still  my  unbelieving  fear ; 

Nor  let  me  fall,  I  pray. 

4-  Let  me  among  Thy  saints  be  found, 
Whene'er  the  archangel's  trump  shall  sound, 

And  see  Thy  smiling  face  : 
Then  with  what  rapture  shall  I  sing, 
While  heaven's  resounding  mansions  ring 

With  shouts  of  sovereign  grace ! 

COUNTESS  OF  HUNTINGDON.      WESLEY. 


Eijc  JFuture  ffilorg. 

565  7-^-  double. 

BRIEF  life  is  here  our  portion, 
Brief  sorrow,  short-lived  care ; 
The  life  that  knows  no  ending, 
The  tearless  life,  is  there. 


THE  FUTURE  GLORY. 

O  happy  retribution  ! 

Short  toil,  eternal  rest ; 
For  mortals  and  for  sinners 

A  mansion  with  the  blest ! 

2  And  now  we  fight  the  battle. 

But  then  shall  wear  the  crown 
Of  full  and  everlasting 

And  passionless  renown. 
And  He,  whom  now  we  trust  in, 

Shall  then  be  seen  and  known ; 
And  they  that  know  and  see  Him 

Shall  have  Him  for  their  own. 

3  The  morning  shall  awaken, 

The  shadows  shall  decay, 
And  each  true-hearted  servant 

Shall  shine  as  doth  the  day. 
There  God,  our  King  and  Portion, 

In  fulness  of  His  grace, 
Shall  we  behold  for  ever, 

And  worship  face  to  face. 

4  0  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

The  home  of  God's  elect ! 
0  sweet  and  blessM  country 

That  eager  hearts  expect ! 
Jesu,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest ; 
Who  art  with  God  the  Father 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 

This  hymn  and  the  two  which  foUow  are  parts  of  one  Latin  po< 
by  Bernard  of  Morlaix  (or  Cluny),  translated  by  J.  M.  Neale. 
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FOR  thee,  0  dear,  dear  country, 
Mine  eyes  their  vigils  keep; 
For  very  \o\e,\i^\\J2iV4vYL« 


te:  FITTUKE  GLORY, 

The  mention  of  thy  glory 

Is  unction  to  the  breast, 
And  medicine  in  sickness, 

And  love,  and  life,  and  rest. 

2  0  one,  O  only  mansion ! 

0  Paradise  of  joy ! 
Where  tears  are  ever  banished. 

And  smiles  have  no  alloy ; 
The  Lamb  is  all  thy  splendour ; 

The  Crucified  thy  praise ; 
His  laud  and  benediction 

Thy  ransomed  people  raise. 

3  Thou  hast  no  shore,  fair  ocean ! 

Thou  hast  no  time,  bright  day ! 
Dear  fountain  of  refreshment 

To  pilgrims  far  away ! 
Upon  the  Rock  of  ages 

They  raise  thy  holy  tower ; 
Thine  is  the  victor's  laurel, 

And  thine  the  golden  dower. 

4  0  sWeet  and  blessM  country, 

Shall  I  e'er  see  thy  face  ? 
0  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

Shall  I  e'er  win  thy  grace  ? 
Exult,  0  dust  and  ashes, 

The  Lord  shall  be  thy  part  : 
His  only.  His  for  ever 

Thou  shalt  be,  and  thou  art ! 

}J  7.6.  double. 

TERUSALEM  the  golden ! 
^     With  milk  and  honey  blest  1 
Beneath  thy  contemplation 
Sink  heart  and  voice  oppressed. 
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I  know  not,  0  I  know  not. 
What  joys  await  ns  there. 

What  radiancy  of  glory. 
What  light  beyond  compare ! 

2  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Sion, 

All  jubilant  with  song ; 
And  bright  with  many  an  angel 

And  all  the  martyr  throng. 
The  Prince  is  ever  in  them, 

The  daylight  is  serene ; 
The  pastures  of  the  blessed 

Are  decked  in  glorious  sheen. 

3  There  is  the  throne  of  David, 

And  there,  from  care  released, 
The  shout  of  them  that  triumph, 

The  song  of  them  that  feast : 
And  they,  who  with  their  Leader 

Have  conquered  in  the  fight, 
For  ever  and  for  ever 

Are  clad  in  robes  of  white. 

4  0  fields  that  know  no  sorrow ! 

0  state  that  fears  no  strife  ! 
0  princely  bowers  !  0  land  of  flowers! 

0  realm  and  home  of  life  ! 
Jesu,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest ; 
Who  art,  with  God  the  Father 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 
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CALL  all  who  love  Thee,  Lord,  to  Thee ; 
Thou  knowest  how  they  long 
To  leave  these  broken  lays,  and  aid 
In  heaven's  wuci^^ain^  song/ 


^'^im   FUTURE  GLORY. 

Earth  is  the  place  of  severance^ 

Sin,  danger,  and  defect ; 
Call  all  who  love  Thee,  Lord,  to  Thee, 

Accomplish  Thine  elect ! 

2  Father,  the  whole  creation  groans, 

Till  in  Thine  own  abode. 
Complete  in  number  and  in  bliss, 

SMne  all  the  sons  of  God. 
Let  them  be  manifested.  Lord ! 

One  countless,  sacred  host. 
From  every  world  and  bygone  time. 

From  every  clime  and  coast. 

3  Prophets,  apostles,  martyrs,  kings, 

The  sage,  the  little  child ; 
Confessing,  through  one  wondrous  death 

They  aU  are  reconciled. 
Lord,  finish  soon  the  mystery 

Of  human  death  and  sin ; 
Let  time  be  ended,  and  the  bright 

'  Eternity  begin ! ' 

p.  J.  BAILEY  and  G.  RAWSON. 
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^ POB  ever  with  the  Lord* 
Amen,  so  let  it  be ! 
Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word ; 
'Tis  immortality ! 

Here  in  the  body  pent. 
Absent  from  Him  I  roam ; 
Yet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 
A  day's  march  nearer  home. 

My  Father's  house  on  high. 
Home  of  my  soul,  how  near, 


fBt  FUTtTRE  GLOKt* 

* 

At  times,  to  faith's  foreseeing  eye, 
Thy  golden  gates  appear ! 

4  Ah !  then  my  spirit  faints 
To  reach  the  land  I  love, 

The  bright  inheritance  of  saints, 
Jerusalem  above ! 

5  Yet  clouds  will  intervene, 
And  all  my  prospect  flies ; 

Like  Noah's  dove,  I  flit  between 
Bough  seas  and  stormy  skies. 

6  Anon  the  clouds  depart. 
The  winds  and  waters  cease ; 

While  sweetly  o'er  my  gladdened  heart 
Expands  the  bow  of  peace. 

7  Beneath  its  glowing  arch, 
Along  the  hallowed  ground, 

I  see  cherubic  armies  march, 
A  camp  of  fire  around. 

8  Then,  then,  I  feel  that  He,— 
Eemembered  or  forgot, — 

The  Lord,  is  never  far  from  me. 
Though  I  perceive  Him  not.  ■. 

Part  11.  SM 

1  '  Ji^OR  ever  with  the  Lord  ;  ' 

'  Father,  if  'tis  Thy  wiU, 

The  promise  of  that  faithful  word. 
E'en  here  to  me  fulfil. 

2  Be  Thou  at  my  right  hand. 
Then  can  I  never  fail ; 

Uphold  Thou  me,  and  I  shall  stand ; 
Fight,  and  I  xa\x^t.  -^YevaiL 


.  *flE  FUTURE  GLOHY. 

So  when  my  latest  breath 
Shall  rend  the  veil  in  twain, 
By  death  I  shall  escape  from  death, 
And  life  eternal  gain. 

Knowing  as  I  am  known, 
How  shall  I  love  that  word. 
And  oft  repeat  before  the  throne, 
*  For  ever  with  the  Lord  ! ' 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 
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GIVE  me  the  wings  of  faith  to  rise 
Within  the  veil,  and  see 
The  saints  above,  how  great  their  joys, 
How  bright  their  glories  be. 

2  Once  they  were  mourning  here  below, 

And  wet  their  couch  with  tears ; 
They  wrestled  hard,  as  we  do  now, 
With  sins,  and  doubts,  and  fears. 

3  I  ask  them,  whence  their  victory  came  ;— 

They,  with  united  breath, 
Ascribe  their  conquest  to  the  Lamb, 
Their  triumph  to  His  death. 

4  They  marked  the  footsteps  that  He  trod, 

His  zeal  inspired  their  breast ; 
And,  following  their  incarnate  God, 
Possess  the  promised  rest. 

^  S  Our  glorious  Leader  claims  our  praise, 
For  His  own  pattern  given  ; 
While  the  long  cloud  of  witnesses 
Show  the  same  path  to  heaven. 
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HARK,  hark,  my  soul!    angelic  scmgs  aie 
swellmg 
O'er  earth's  green  fields  and  ocean's  wave-beat 
shore : 
How  sweet  the  truth  those  blessed  strains  are 
telling 
Of  that  new  life  when  sin  shall  be  no  more ! 
Angels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  light, 
Singing  to  welcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night! 

2  Onward  we  go,  for  still  we  hear  them  singing, 

*  Come,  weary  souls  I  for  Jesus  bids  you  come;' 
And,  through  the  dark  its  echoes  sweetly  ringing, 

The  music  of  the  Gospel  leads  us  home. 
Angels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  light, 
Singing  to  welcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night ! 

3  Far,  far  away,  like  bells  at  evening  pealing. 

The  voice  of  Jesus   sounds   o'er  land  and 
sea. 
And  laden  souls  by  thousands  meekly  stealing, 
Kind  Shepherd !  turn  their  weary  steps  to 
Thee. 
Angels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  light. 
Singing  to  welcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night ! 

4  Best  comes  at  length :  though  life  be  long  and 

dreary. 
The  day  must  dawn,  and  darksome  night  be 

r  aith's  journey  ends  in  welcome  to  the  weary. 
And  heaven,  the  heart's  true  home,  will  come 
at  last. 
Angels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  light, 
^ingmg  to  welcome  live  i^il^ims  of  the  night ! 


THE  FUTURE  GLORY. 

5  Angels !  sing  on,  your  faithful  watches  keeping, 
Sing  us  sweet  fragments  of  the  songs  above ; 
Till  morning's  joy  shall  end  the  night  of  weeping, 
And  life's  long  shadows  break  in  cloudless 
love. 
Angels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  light, 
Singing  to  welcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night ! 

F.  W.  FABER  * 
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HABK !  the  sound  of  holy  voices, 
Chanting  at  the  crystal  sea 
*  Alleluia,  Alleluia, 

Alleluia/  Lord,  to  Thee : 
Multitude,  which  none  can  number, 

like  the  stars  in  glory  stands, 
Clothed  in  white  apparel,  holding 
Palms  of  victory  in  their  hands. 

2  Patriarch,  and  holy  prophet, 

Who  prepared  the  way  of  Christ, 
King,  apostle,  saint,  confessor. 

Martyr,  and  evangelist. 
Saintly  maiden,  godly  matron, 

Widows  who  have  watched  to  prayer, 
Joined  in  holy  concert,  singing 

To  the  Lord  of  all,  are  there. 

3  They  have  come  from  tribulation, 

And  have  washed  their  robes  in  blood. 
Washed  them  in  the  blood  of  Jesus ; 

Ti'ied  they  were,  and  firm  they  stood  ; 
Mocked,  imprisoned,  stoned,  tormented, 

Sawn  asunder,  slain  with  sword, 
They  have  conquered  death  and  Satan 

By  the  might  of  Christ  the  Lord. 


And  all  truth  and  knowledge  see 
In  the  Beatific,  Vision 
Of  the  Blessed  Trinity. 

C.  WORDSWOI 
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TTEAVEN  is  a  place  of  rest  from  am ; 
-D-     But  all  who  hope  to  enter  there. 
Must  here  that  holy  course  begin. 
Which  shall  their  souls  for  rest  prepan 

2  Clean  hearts,  O  God !  in  ua  create ; 

Right  spirits,  Lord,  in  us  renew ; 
Commence  we  now  that  h^her  state,  ' 
Now  do  Thy  will  as  angels  do. 

3  A  life  in  heaven !  0  what  is  this  ? 

The  sum  of  all  that  faith  believed : 
Fulness  of  joy  and  depths  of  bliss. 
Unseen,  unfatbomed,  unconceived. 

i    Wliilp  tlimnpc   ^nmit.ir.1,0   nrinrorlnmi  n. 
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6  Firm  in  His  footsteps  may  we  tread, 
Learn  every  lesson  of  His  love ; 
And  be  from  grace  to  glory  led, 
From  heaven  below  to  heaven  above. 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 
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JERUSALEM,  my  happy  home  ! 
Name  ever  dear  to  me  ; 
When  shall  my  labours  have  an  end, 
In  joy,  and  peace,  and  thee  ? 

2  When  shall  these  eyes  thy  heaven-built  walls 
And  pearly  gates  behold. 
Thy  bulwarks  with  salvation  strong, 


And  streets  of  shinin^r  sold  ? 


O   O' 


3  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  bloom. 

Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know : 
Blest  seats  !  through  rude  and  stormy  seas 
I  onward  press  to  you. 

4  Why  should  I  shrink  from  pain  and  woe, 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay  ? 
I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view. 
And  realms  of  endless  day. 

5  Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets  there, 

Around  my  Saviour  stand ; 
And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below 
Will  join  the  glorious  band. 

6  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home ! 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee : 
Then  shall  my  labours  have  an  end, 
When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 

Trans.  LkTi^  \wu^. 
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FEXJSALEM  on  high 
My  song  and  city  is, 
My  home  whene'er  I  die. 
The  centre  of  my  hliss  : 
O  happy  place ! 
When  shall  I  be. 
My  God,  with  Hiee, 
To  see  Thy  face  ? 

2  There  dwells  my  Lord,  my  Bang, 
Judged  here  unfit  to  live ; 
There  angels  to  Him  sing; 
And  lowly  homage  give : 
O  happy  place ! 
When  shall  I  be. 
My  God,  with  Thee, 
To  see  Thv  face  ? 


Tlio  patriLirchs  of  old 

There  from  their  travels  cease : 
The  prophets  there  behold 

Their  longed-for  Prince  of  Peace  : 
O  happv  place  I 
When  shall  I  be, 
Mv  God,  with  Thee, 
To  see  Thv  face  / 


4  The  Lamb's  apostles  there 
I  might  with  joy  behold. 
The  luirrers  I  niicht  hear 
Harping  on  harps  of  gold : 
O  happy  place ! 
When  shall  I  be, 
Mv  God.  with  Thee, 


THE  FUTUBE  GLORY. 

5  The  bleeding  martyrs,  they 

Within  these  courts  are  found, 
Clothed  in  pure  array. 
Their  scars  with  glory  crowned ; 
0  happy  place ! 
When  shall  I  be, 
My  God,  with  Thee, 
To  see  Thy  face  ? 

6  Ah  me !  ah  me !  that  I 

In  Kedar's  tents  here  stay ; 
No  place  like  that  on  high ; 
Lord,  thither  guide  my  way ; 
0  happy  place ! 
When  shall  I  be. 
My  God,  with  Thee, 
To  see  Thy  face  ? 

S.  GROSSMAN. 
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LET  me  be  with  Thee  where  Thou  art. 
My  Saviour,  my  eternal  Rest  I 
Then  only  will  this  longing  heart 
Be  fully  and  for  ever  blest. 

2  Let  me  be  with  Thee  where  Thou  art. 

Thy  unveiled  glory  to  behold ; 
Then  only  will  this  wandering  heart 
C^ase  to  be  faithless,  treacherous,  cold. 

3  Let  me  be  with  Thee  where  Thou  art, 

Where  spotless  saints  Thy  name  adore ; 
Then  only  will  this  sinful  heart 
Be  evil  and  defiled  no  more. 


TUB  FUTUBB  GLOKY. 

4  Let  me  be  with  Thee  where  Thou  art, 

Where  none  can  die, — ^where  none  remove; 
There  neither  death  nor  life  will  part 
Me  from  Thy  presence  and  Thy  love. 

C.  ELLIOTT. 
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T  OED,  if  on  earth  the  thought  of  Thee 
^    Be  life,  and  strength,  and  peace, 
How  blessed  shall  that  vision  be 
Which  never  more  can  cease ! 

2  How  blest  when  we  Thy  glory  see 

In  light  without  a  shade ; — 
The  glory  which  surrounded  Thee 
Before  the  worlds  were  made  ! 

3  Darkly  to  us,  as  through  a  glass. 

Thy  beauty  now  is  shown ; 
Then  we  shall  see  Thee  face  to  face. 
And  know  as  we  are  known. 

4  Then  cleanse,  0  Lord,  our  hearts  from  sic, 

Hallow  Thine  own  abode. 
That  naught  unclean  be  found  within 
The  temple  of  our  Gcd. 

W,  HAMMOND. 
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LOED,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care. 
Whether  I  die  or  live ; 
To  love  and  serve  Thee  is  my  share, 
And  this  Thy  grace  must  give. 

2  If  life  be  long,  I  will  be  glad. 
That  I  may  long  obey : 
If  short — yet  why  should  I  be  sad 
To  soar  to  feii<3i^^s»  ^^^  \ 


THE  FUTUKE  GLORY. 

3  Clirist  leads  me  through  no  darker  rooms 

Than  He  went  through  before ; 
He  that  into  God's  kingdom  comes 
Must  enter  by  this  door. 

4  Come,  Lord,  when  grace  hath  made  me  meet 

Thy  blessed  face  to  see ; 
For  if  Thy  work  on  earth  l3e  sweet, 
What  will  Thy  glory  be  ? 

5  Then  I  shall  end  my  sad  complaints. 

And  weary,  sinful  days  ; 
And  join  with  the  triumphant  saints 
That  sing  Jehovah's  praise. 

6  My  knowledge  of  that  life  is  small, 

The  eye  of  faith  is  dim ; 
But: 'tis  enough  that  Christ  knows  all, 
And  I  shall  be  with  Him. 

R.  BAXTER. 
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ON".  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand, 
And  cast  a  wistful  eye 
To  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land. 
Where  my  possessions  lie. 

2  0,  the  transporting,  rapturous  scene 
That  rises  to  my  sight ! 
Sweet  fields  arrayed  in  living  green, 
And  rivers  of  delight ! 

3  There  generous  fruits  that  never  fail, 

On  trees  immortal  grow ; 
There  rocks  and  hiUs,  and  brooks  and  vales, 
With  milk  and  honey  flow. 

4  All  o'er  those  wide  extended  plains, 

Shines  one  eternal  day ; 

2  G 
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There  God  the  Sun  for  ev( 
And  acattera  night  awaj 

;  No  chilling  winds,  or  poisi 

Can  reach  that  healthfu 

Sickness  and  aorpow,  pain 

Are  felt  and  feared  no  i 

)  'When  shall  I  reach  that  h 

And  be  for  ever  blest  ? 

■When  shall  I  see  my  Fat! 

And  in  His  bosom  rest 
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AKE  sweetlj  solemi 

"    Cornea  to  me  o'ei 

I'm  nearer  home  to-d 

Than  I  have  been 

2  Nearer  my  Father's  1 

Whore  lunuy  mana 

Nearer  the  great  whi 

Nearer  the  crystal 

,^  Xearer  the  bound  of 

"Where  burdens  art 

^Mtere  pilgi-ims  leave 

^Vud  vietora  gain  tl 

!■  But  when  that  bound 

A  river,  dark  as  ui; 

Will  roll  betiveen  m; 

And  the  blest  reali 

5  Jesus,  in  whom  I  tru 

Perfect  my  feeble  1 

That  I  may  csdmly  ci 


\1 
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I  may  not  now  be  far 

From  the  dark  river's  brink ; 
I  may  be  near  my  home, — 

Nearer  than  now  I  think. 

p.  CAREY  * 
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OPAEADISE !  0  Paradise  f 
Who  doth  not  crave  for  rest  ? 
Who  would  not  seek  the  happy  land 
Where  they  that  loved  are  blest; 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 

Stand  ever  in  the  light ; 
All  rapture  through  and  through 
In  God's  most  holy  sight  ? 

2  0  Paradise !  O  Paradise  ! 

The  world  is  growing  old ; 
Who  would  not  be  at  rest  and  free 
Where  love  is  never  cold ; 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 

Stand  ever  in  the  light ; 
All  rapture  through  and  through 
In  God's  most  holy  sight  ? 

3  0  Paradise  !  O  Paradise ! 

'Tis  weary  waiting  here, 
'  I  long  to  be  where  Jesus  is, 
To  feel,  to  see  Him  near ; 
.  Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 
Stand  ever  in  the  light ; 
All  rapture  through  and  through 
In  God's  most  holy  sight?* 

4  0  Paradise !  0  Paradise  ! 

I  want  to  Bin  no  more ; 
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I  want  to  be  as  pure  on  earth 
As  on  Thy  spotless  shore ; 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 

Stand  ever  in  the  light ; 
All  raptnre  through  and  through 
In  God's  most  holy  sight. 

5  Lord  Jesus,  King  of  Paradise  ! 
O  keep  me  in  Thy  love, 
And  guide  me  to  that  happy  land 
Of  perfect  rest  above ; 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 

Stand  ever  in  the  light ; 
All  rapture  through  and  through 
In  God's  most  holy  sight. 

F.  W.  FABER.* 
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OWHO  can  comprehend  the  rest, 
That  rest  which  yet  remains ; 
That  happy  kingdom  of  the  blest. 
Where  our  Eedeemer  reigns  ? 

2  Infinite  power  defends  the  place 

From  all  theassatdts  of  hell; 
Infinite,  everlasting  grace 
Supplies  the  kingdom  well. 

3  Whilst  labouring  in  the  works  of  love, 

With  trials  and  with  pains. 
Saints !  lift  your  joyful  eyes  above, 
'Tis  there  your  rest  remains. 

4  Foiintain  of  love !  Thy  grace  impart 

kTo  animate  my  breast ; 
I^t  not  an  unbelieving  heart 
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5  There,  in  Thy  blessM  house  above. 
Grant  me  a  humble  place  ; 
Where  I  may  taste  my  Saviour's  love, 
And  see  His  smiling  face. 

S.  DEACON. 
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PALMS  of  glory,  raiment  bright. 
Crowns  that  never  fade  away, 
Gird  and  deck  the  saints  in  light ; 
Priests  and  kings  and  conquerors  they. 

2  Yet  the  conquerors  bring  their  palms 

To  the  Lamb  amidst  the  throne. 
And  proclaim,  in  joyful  psalms. 
Victory  through  His  cross  alone, 

3  Kings  for  harps  their  crowns  resign, 

Crying,  as  they  strike  the  chords, 
'  Take  the  kingdom,  it  is  Thine, 
King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords  !  * 

4  Round  the  altar  priests  confess. 

If  their  robes  are  white  as  snow, 
Twas  the  Saviour's  righteousness, 
And  His  blood  that  made  them  so. 

5  Who  were  these  ?    On  earth  they  dwelt. 

Sinners  once  of  Adam's  race. 
Guilt  and  fear  and  suffering  felt. 
But  were  saved  by  sovereign  grace. 

6  They  were  mortal,  too,  like  us ; 

Ah !  when  we  like  them  must  die, 
May  our  souls,  translated  thus. 
Triumph,  reign,  and  shine  on  high ! 

J.  MONTGO^EBX. 
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SAFE  home,  safe  home  in  port ! 
Eent  cordage,  shattered  deck, 
Torn  sails,  provisions  short, 
And  only  not  a  wreck ; 
But,  0  !  the  joy  upon  the  shore. 
To  tell  our  voyage-perils  o'er ! 

2  The  prize,  the  prize  secure  ! 

The  wrestler  nearly  fell ; 
Bare  all  he  could  endure, 

And  bare  not  always  welL 
But  he  may  smile  at  troubles  gone 
Who  sets  the  victor-garland  on. 

3  No  more  the  foe  can  harm, 

No  more  of  leaguered  camp, 
And  cry  of  night-alaxm, 

And  need  of  ready  lamp. 
And  yet  how  nearly  he  had  failed ; 
How  nearly  had  the  foe  prevailed  ! 

4  The  lamb  is  in  the  fold. 

In  perfect  safety  penned ; 
The  lion  once  had  hold, 

And  thought  to  make  an  end. 
But  One  came  by  with  wounded  side, 
And  for  the  sheep  the  Shepherd  died. 

5  The  exUe  is  at  home ; 

O  nights  and  days  of  tears ! 
0  longings  not  to  roam ! 

0  sins  and  doubts  and  fears ! 
But  now  has  come  the  glorious  day 
When  God  has  wiped  all  tears  away ! 

JOSEPH  OT?  IHIL  ^T\3mUM,  tram,  J.  M.  NEALE. 
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THE  happy  fields,  the  heavenly  host, 
The  realms  of  rest  above. 
Do  make  us  gladsome,  Lord ;  but  most 
The  holy  land  we  love. 

2  0 !  bright  those  golden  gates  must  shine 

That  let  no  evil  in ! 
That  boundless  region,  how  divine, 
That  hath  no  room  for  sin ! 

3  No  room  to  weep  o*er  lustre  lent. 

O'er  grace  outpoured  in  vain ; 
No  more  in  anguish  to  repent, 
And  then  offend  again ! 

4  But  gloriously  to  spend  that  grace 

We  boundlessly  receive ; 
Nor  once  Thine  image  to  deface, 
Nor  once  Thy  Spirit  grieve. 

5  0 !  here  Thy  servants  soon  give  o'er, 

But  half  their  work  fulfil ; 
How  faint  their  zeal !  their  strife  how  sore, 
To  clitnb  the  heavenly  hill ! 

6  But  there  upon  Thine  errands  sweet. 

With  what  glad  speed  they  run ! 
What  smiling  service !  how  complete 
The  work  divinely  done  I 

7  Still,  Lord,  with  sorrow  and  with  sin 

Wars  here  Thy  pilgrim  band ; 
Yet  blest  the  warfare  that  shall  win 
Thy  heaven,  our  holy  land. 
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rTHERt;  is  a  blessM  home 
-*-     Beyond  this  land  of  woe, 
Where  trials  never  come, 

Nor  tears  of  sorrow  flow ; 
Where  faith  is  lost  in  sight. 

And  patient  hope  is  crowned. 
And  everlasting  light 

Its  glory  throws  around. 

2  There  is  a  land  of  peace. 

Good  angels  know  it  well ; 
Glad  songs  that  never  cease 

Within  its  portals  swell ; 
Around  its  glorious  throne. 

Ten  thousand  saints  adore 
Christ,  with  the  Father  one. 

And  Spirit,  evermore. 

3  Look  up,  ye  saints  of  God, 

Nor  fear  to  tread  below 
The  path  your  Saviour  trod 

Of  daily  toil  and  woe  : 
Wait  but  a  little  while 

In  uncomplaining  love, 
His  own  most  gracious  smile 

Shall  welcome  you  above. 

H.  W.  BAKKR. 
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rTHERE  is  a  heaven  of  perfect  peace, 
-^     The  eternal  throne  is  there  ; 
But  what  that  tearless  region  is — 
'  It  doth  not  yet  appear,' 

2  And  there  are  angels,  strong  and  fair. 
Who  know  not.  ^m  ^voy  fear ; 
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But  what  the  robes  of  white  they  wear — 
' It  doth  not  yet  appear' 

3  And  there  are  ransomed  spirits  too, 

Who  once  were  pilgrims  here ; 
But  how  the  Saviour's  face  they  view — 
'  It  doth  not  yet  appear! 

4  And  there  are  sweet  commingling  thoughts, 

And  blest  communion  there ; 
But  how  they  blend  their  heavenly  notes — 
*  It  doth  not  yet  appear* 

5  And  there  is  worship  in  the  sky, 

And  songs  of  loftiest  cheer ; 
But  how  they  sweep  their  harps  on  high — 
' It  doth  Twt  yet  appear' 

6  Then,  0  my  soul,  with  patience  wait ; 

The  happy  hour  is  near, 
When  thou  shalt  pass  the  pearly  gate. 
Where  it  will  all  appear ! 

ELIEL  DAVIS. 
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THERE  is  a  land  of  pure  delight. 
Where  saints  immortal  reign  ; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

2  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never- withering  flowers  ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

3  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 

Stand  dressed  in  living  green, 
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So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  yoUed  between. 

4  But  timorous  mortals  start  and  shrink 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea ; 
And  linger  shivering  on  the  brink, 
And  fear  to  launch  away. 

5  0  !  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 

Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise. 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love 
With  unbeclouded  eyes ; — 

6  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er, 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  not  death's  cold  flood 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

WATTS. 
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THEEE  is  no  night  in  heaven ; 
In  that  blest  world  above 
Work  never  can  bring  weariness, 
For  work  itself  is  love. 

2  There  is  no  grief  in  heaven ; 
For  life  is  one  glad  day  ; 

And  tears  are  of  those  former  things 
Which  all  have  passed  away. 

3  There  is  no  sin  in  heaven  ; 
Behold  that  blessM  throng — 

All  holy  is  their  spotless  robe, 
All  holy  is  their  song ! 

4  There  is  no  death  in  heaven ; 
For  tliey  w\io  g^vw  NCtv^X^  ^Vot^ 
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Have  won  their  imnxortality. 
And  they  can  die  no  more. 

5      Lord  Jesus,  be  our  Guide  ; 
0  lead  us  safely  on. 
Till  night  and  grief  and  sin  and  death 
Are  past,  and  heaven  is  won ! 

F.  M.  KNOLLIS. 
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THE  roseate  hues  of  early  dawn, 
The  brightness  of  the  day, 
The  crimson  of  the  sunset  sky. 

How  fast  they  fade  away  ! 
0  for  the  pearly  gates  of  heaven  ! 

0  for  the  golden  floor ! 
0  for  the  Sun  of  Eighteousness, 
That  setteth  nevermore ! 

2  The  highest  hopes  we  cherish  here, 

How  fast  they  tire  and  faint! 
How  many  a  spot  defiles  the  robe 

That  wraps  an  earthly  saint ! 
0  jEor  a  heart  that  never  sins  ! 

0  for  a  soul  washed  white ! 
0  for  a  voice  to  praise  our  King, 

Nor  weary,  day  or  night ! 

3  Here  faith  is  ours,  and  heavenly  hope, 

And  grace  to  lead  us  higher ; 
But  there  are  perfectness  and  peace 

Beyond  our  best  desire. 
0  by  Thy  love  and  anguish,  Lord ; 

0  by  Thy  life  laid  down ; 
0  that  we  fall  not  from  Thy  grace, 

Nor  cast  away  our  crown ! 

C.  F.  AL^XiCKlDlSL. 
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GLORIOUS  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 
Zion,  city  of  our  God ! 
He,  whose  word  cannot  be  broken. 
Formed  thee  for  His  own  abode : 
On  the  Rock  of  Ages  founded, 

What  can  shake  thy  sure  repose  t 
With  salvation's  walls  surrounded, 
Thou  mayst  smile  at  all  thy  foes, 

2  See,  the  streams  of  living  waters. 

Springing  from  eternal  love, 
Well  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 

And  all  fear  of  want  remove : 
Who  can  faint  while  such  a  river 

Ever  flows  their  thirst  to  assuage  ? 
Grace  which,  like  the  Lord  the  Giver, 

Never  fails  from  age  to  age. 

3  Blest  inhabitants  of  Zion, 

Washed  in  the  Redeemer's  blood, 
Jesus,  whom  their  souls  rely  on, 

Makes  them  kings  and  priests  to  God. 
Tis  His  love  His  people  raises 

Over  self  to  reign  as  kings ; 
And  as  priests,  His  solemn  praises 

Each  for  a  thank-offering  brings. 

4  Saviour,  if  of  Zion's  city 

I  through  grace  a  member  am. 
Let  the  world  deride  or  pity, 
I  will  glory  mT\iy  Ti2cmfe\ 
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Fading  is  the  worldling's  pleasure, 
All  his  boasted  pomp  and  show ; 

Solid  joys  and  lasting  treasure 
None  but  Zion's  children  know ! 

J.  NEWTON. 
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\rOT  to  the  terrors  of  the  Lord, 
-L'     The  tempest,  fire,  and  smoke ; 
Not  to  the  thunder  of  that  word 
Which  God  on  Sinai  spoke  ; 

2  But  we  are  come  to  Sion's  hill, 

The  city  of  our  God, 
Where  milder  words  declare  His  will, 
And  spread  His  love  abroad. 

3  Behold  the  innumerable  host 

Of  angels,  clothed  in  light ! 
Behold  the  spirits  of  the  just. 
Whose  faith  is  turned  to  sight ! 

4  Behold  the  blest  assembly  there. 

Whose  names  are  writ  in  heaven  ! 
And  God,  the  Judge  of  all,  declares 
Their  vilest  sins  forgiven, 

5  The  saints  on  earth,  and  all  the  dead, 

But  one  communion  make ; 
All  join  in  Christ,  their  living  Head, 
And  of  His  grace  partake, 

6  In  such  society  as  this 

My  weary  soul  would  rest ; 
The  man  that  dwells  where  Jesus  is. 
Must  be  for  ever  blessed. 
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THE  church  of  God  below. 
Is  like  His  church  above ; 
Safe  shielded  from  her  every  foe, 
By  heavenly  power  and  love. 

2  On  high  and  holy  ground 
Her  deep  foundations  rest ; 

And  God  within  her  courts  is  found 
An  omnipresent  guest. 

3  God  loves  her  sacred  gates. 
Her  solemn  praise  and  prayer ; 

And  he  that  humbly  on  Him  waits 
Shall  surely  find  Him  there. 

4  The  church  of  God  below 
Shall  yet  more  honoured  be ; 

The  nations  to  her  side  shall  flow, 
The  world  her  glories  see. 

5  0  blest  and  favoured  men 
That  in  her  courts  are  born  ; 

Their  life  but  sets  to  rise  again, 
In  heaven's  eternal  morn  ! 

H.  F.  LYTE. 
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rrHERE  is  a  river,  deep  and  broad, 
-*•     Its  course  no  mortal  knows ; 
It  fills  with  joy  the  church  of  God, 
And  widens  as  it  flows. 

2  Clearer- than  crystal  is  the  stream. 
And  bright  with  endless  day ; 
The  waves  with  every  blessing  teem, 
And  lite  and  \i^?i\l\\  q<qwn^-^  , 


CM 


THE  church: 

3  Where'er  they  flow,  contentions  cease, 

And  love  and  meekness  reign ; 
The  Lord  Himself  commands  the  peace, 
And  foes  conspire  in  vain. 

4  Along  the  shores,  angelic  bands 

Watch  every  moving  wave ; 
With  holy  joy  their  breast  expands, 
When  men  the  waters  crave. 

5  To  them  distress^  souls  repair. 

The  Lord  invites  them  nigh; 
They  leave  their  cares  and  sorrows  there. 
They  drink,  and  never  die. 

6  Flow  on,  sweet  stream,  more  largely  flow 

The  earth  with  glory  fill ; 
Flow  on,  till  all  the  Saviour  know. 
And  all  obey  His  will 

W.  HURN. 
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CHRIST,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow. 
Perfecting  the  saints  below. 
Hear  us,  who  Thy  nature  share. 
Who  Thy  mystic  body  are. 

2  Join  us,  in  one  Spirit  join. 
Let  us  still  receive  of  Thine ; 

Still  for  more  on  Thee  we  call. 
Thou  who  fiUest  all  in  all. 

3  Closer  knit  to  Thee,  our  Head ; 
Nourish  us,  0  Christ,  and  feed ; 

Let  us  daily  growth  receive, 
More  and  more  in  Jesus  live. 

2  H 
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4  Sweetly  may  we  all  agree, 
Tonched  with  tender  sympathy ; 

Kindly  for  each  other  care ; 
Every  member  £eel  its  share. 

5  Love,  like  death,  hath  all  destroyed, 
Rendered  our  distmctions  void ; 

Names,  and  sects,  and  parties  fall: 
Thou,  0  Christ,  art  all  in  aU! 

WESLEY. 
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GRACIOUS  Spirit,  Holy  Ghost, 
Taught  by  Thee,  we  covet  most 
Of  Thy  gifts  at  Pentecost 
Holy,  heavenly  Love. 

2  Love  is  kind,  and  suflFers  long ; 
Love  is  meek,  and  thinks  no  wrong ; 
Love  than  death  itself  more  strong ; 

Therefore,  give  us  Love. 

3  Prophecy  will  fade  away, 
Melting  in  the  light  of  day ; 
Love  will  ever  with  us  stay ; 

Therefore,  give  us  Love. 

4  Faith  will  vanish  into  sight ; 
Hope  be  emptied  in  delight ; 

Love  in  heaven  will  shine  more  bright ; 
Therefore,  give  us  Love. 

5  Faith  and  Hope  and  Love  we  see 
Joining  hand  in  hand  agree ; 
But  the  greatest  of  the  three. 

And  the  beat,  ia  t^ve. 
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6  Fiom  the  overshadowing 
Of  Thy  gold  and  silver  wing, 
Shed  on  ns  who  to  Thee  sing 
Holy,  heavenly  Love. 

0.  WOBDSWORTH. 
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"OW  sweet,  how  heavenly  is  the  sight, 
When  those  who  love  the  Lord, 
In  one  another's  peace  delight, 
And  so  fulfil  His  word ! 

2  When  each  can  feel  his  brother's  si^h. 
And  with  him  bear  a  part ; 

When  sorrow  flows  from  eye  to  eye, 
And  joy  from  heart  to  heart : 

3  When  free-  from  envy,  scorn,  and  pride. 
Our  wishes  all  above, — 

Each  can  his  brother's  failings  hide, 
And  show  a  brother's  love : 

4  When  loye,  in  one  delightful  stream, 
Thi'ough  every  bosom  flows ; 

When  union  sweet,  and  kind  esteem, 
In  every  action  glows. 

5  Love  is  the  golden  chain  that  binds    • 
The  happy  souls  above ; 

And  he*s  an  heir  of  heaven  that  finds 
His  bosom  glow  with  love. 

J.  SWAIN. 
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[QTV  sweet  to  think  that  all  who  love 
'The  Saviour's  precious  name. 
Who  lopfe  .by  faith  to  Him  above, 
And  owq  JJjP  ;g^^t]e  claim^rm 


H' 


k 


THE  CHUBCH. 

Though  severed  wide  by  land  or  sea, 
Are  members  of  one  family. 

2  Christians  who  dwell  on  snow-dad  grounJ, 

Or  on  the  burning  strand. 
And  those  whose  happy  home  is  found 

In  our  fair  peaceful  lemd, 
Are  linked  by  more  than  earthly  tie, 
And  form  one  lovely  family. 

3  *  Our  Father'  is  the  hallowed  sound 

They  breathe  from  day  to  day ; 
Trained  by  His  love,  their  steps  are  found 

In  the  same  heavenward  way ; 
Their  joys  are  one,  alike  their  fears. 
The  same  bright  hope  their  exile  cheers. 

4  Yes,  they  are  one — though  some,  we  know, 

Have  reached  the  home  of  love  ; 
But  those  who  yet  remain  below 

Are  one  with  those  above  ; 
In  that  bright  world  are  mansions  fair, 
And  all  will  soon  be  gathered  there. 

H.  WHITTEMORE. 
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TESUS,  Lord,  we  look  to  Thee, 
*'     Let  us  in  Thy  name  agree  : 

Show  Thyself  the  Prince  of  Peace ; 

Bid  all  strife  for  ever  cease. 

2  By  Thy  reconciKng  love 
Every  stumbling-block  remove  : 

Each  to  each  unite,  endear : 

Come  and  spread  Thy  banner  here ! 

3  Make  us  of  one  heart  and  mind. 
Courteous,  -pilVM,  ^'a^\L\xi<^\ 
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Lowly,  meek  in  thought  and  vrovd. 
Altogether  like  our  Lord. 

4  Let  us  for  each  other  care, 
Each  the  other's  burden  bear : 

To  Thy  church  the  pattern  give ; 
Show  how  true  believers  live. 

5  Let  U9  then  with  joy  remove 
To  Thy  family  above : 

On  the  wings  of  angels  fly : 
Show  how  true  believers  die. 

AVESLEY. 
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TESUS,  united  by  Thy  grace, 
^     And  each  to  each  endeared, 
With  confidence  we  seek  Thy  face, 
And  know  our  prayer  is  heard. 

2  To  Thee,  inseparably  joined. 

Let  all  our  spirits  cleave ; 

O  may  we  all  the  loving  mind 

That  was  in  Thee  receive ! 

3  Make  us  into  one  Spirit  drink. 

Baptized  into  one  name ; 
And  let  us  always  kindly  think. 
And  sweetly  speak  the  same. 

4  Touched  by  the  loadstone  of  Thy  love. 

Let  all  our  hearts  agree ; 
And  ever  towards  each  other  move, 
And  ever  move  towards  Thee. 
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fpHEOUGH  the  night  of  doubt  and  sorrow 
^     Onward  goes  the  pilgrim  band, 
Singing  songs  of  expectation, 
Marching  to  the  Promised  Land. 

2  Clear  before  us  through  the  darkness 

Gleams  and  bums  the  guiding  light ; 
Brother  clasps  the  hand  of  brother. 
Stepping  fearless  through  the  night. 

3  One  the  Light  of  God's  own  Presence 

O'er  His  ransomed  people  shed. 
Chasing  far  the  gloom  and' terror. 
Brightening  all  the  path  we  tread : 

4  One  the  object  of  our  journey, 

One  the  faith  which  never  tires. 
One  the  earnest  looking  forward. 
One  the  hope  our  God  inspires : 

5  One  the  gladness  of  rejoicing 

On  the  far  eternal  shore, 
Where  the  one  Almighty  Father 
Keigns  in  love  for  evermore. 

6  Soon  shall  come  the  great  awaking, 

Soon  the  rending  of  the  tomb  ; 

Then  the  scattering  of  all  shadows, 

And  the  end  of  toil  and  gloom. 

B.  S.  INGEMANN,  traus.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 
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ICTEOM  distant  places  of  our  land, 
-*-     Behold  us,  Lord,  before  Thee  stand ; 
Our  hearts  engaged. to  Thee,  we  raise 
United  pray  ex,  \m\\i^^  y^^^^. 
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2  Blest  be  the  hand  whose  guardian  power 
Has  kept  us  to  this  present  hour ; 

Blest  be  the  grace  that  bids  us  meet 
Before  lliy  throne,  in  union  sweet. 

3  Through  toils  and  trials  we  have  come, 
And  grief  has  veiled  the  lot  of  dome ; 

But  now,  exulting  in  Thy  care. 
We  meet  each  other's  joy  to  share. 

4  We  meet,  0  God,  that  through  our  land, 
The  churohes  planted  by  Thy  hand, 

From  error,  weatness,  discord,  free, 
May  bioom,  like  gardens  blest  by  Thee. 

5  We  meet  abroad  the  news  to  send 

Of  Christ  the  Lord,  the  sinner's  friend. 
Till,  to  the  earth's  remotest  bound. 
Has  pealed  the  soul-reviving  sound. 

6  Smile  on  us,  Lord,  and  in  this  place 
Display  the  glory  of  Thy  face ; 

Here  to  our  gathered  tribes  be  given, 
A  gladdening  antepast  of  heaven. 

W.  L.  ALEXANDER. 

K INDEED  in  Christ,  for  His  dear  sake 
A  hearty  welcome  here  receive ; 
May  we  together  now  partake 
The  joys  which  only  He  can  give. 

2  To  you  and  us  by  grace  'tis  given 

To  know  the  Saviour's  precious  name ; 
And  shortly  we  shall  meet  in  heaven. 
Our  hope,  our  way,  our  end  the  same. 

3  May  He,  by  whose  kind  care  we  meet. 

Send  His  good  Spirit  from  above  •, 
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Make  our  commanications  sweet, 

And  cause  our  hearts  to  burn  with  love. 

4  Forgotten  be  each  worldly  theme, 

When  Christians  meet  together  thus ; 
We  only  wish  to  speak  of  Him 

Who  lived,  and  died,  and  reigns  for  us. 

5  Well  talk  of  all  He  did  and  said 

And  suffered  for  us  here  below ; 
The  path  He  marked  for  us  to  tread, 
And  what  He's  doing  for  us  now. 

6  Thus,  as  the  moments  pass  away. 

Well  love  and  wonder  and  adore  ; 
And  hasten  on  the  glorious  day. 

When  we  shall  meet  to  part  no  more. 

J.  NEWTON. 


606 

pEESERVED  by  power  divine 
-*-      To  meet  each  other  here. 
Again  in  Jesus'  praise  we  join. 
And  in  His  sight  appear. 

2  What  troubles  have  we  seen, 
What  conflicts  have  we  passed, 

Fightings  without,  and  fears  within, 
Since  we  assembled  last ! 

3  But  out  of  all  the  Lord 
Hath  brought  us  by  His  love ; 

And  still  He  doth  His  help  afford, 
And  hides  our  life  above. 

"^       ^r^."'^^  ^^  ^ake  our  boast 

WhLh      ""^^^^"^^g  power, 
vvnich  saves  us  to  the  uttermost, 


S.M. 
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5       Let  US  take  up  the  cross, 
Till  we  the  crown  obtain ; 
And  gladly  reckon  all  things  loss, 
So  we  may  Jesus  gain. 

WESLEY* 

STILL  on  the  homeward  journey, 
Across  the  desert  plain, 
Beside  another  landmark, 

We  pilgrims  meet  again ; 
We  meet  in  cloud  and  sunshine. 

Beneath  a  changeful  sky, 
With  calm  and  storm  before  us. 
As  in  the  days  gone  by. 

2  We  meet  with  loving  greetings, 

Fond  wishes  from  the  heart ; 
As  brothers  often  parted, 

And  soon  again  to  part : 
With  tender  recollections. 

With  many  a  gentle  tear. 
We  meet ;  for  some  are  wanting ; 

All  loved  ones  are  not  here. 

3  Safe  in  the  home  of  Jesus, 

With  Him  for  ever  blest, 
How  glorious  is  their  portion, 

How  undisturbed  their  rest : 
How  gladly  will  they  greet  us. 

When,  all  our  journey  past. 
We  reach  the  better  country, 

The  Father's  house,  at  last. 

4  Thus,  round  the  silent  landmark, 

Here,  on  the  desert  plain. 
We  pilgrims  meet  together, 
With  loving  hearts  again : 
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BE  with  us  all  for  evennore, 
Far  parted  though  on  earth  v&  he 
For  0 !  to  yonder  annHt  shore 
We  have  no  other  guide  but  Thee ! 

2  Be  with  us  all,  in  strength  and  grace 

For  daily  need,  for  holy  vow : 
Let  suffering  hearts  Thy  dealinga  trace 
Touch  tenderly  the  fevered  brow. 

3  Be  with  us  all !     We  cannot  know 

What  sudden  storm  the  hours  may  \ 
In  aU  temptation,  joy  and  woe. 
To  Thee  for  aid  still  let  us  clingi 

4  And  when  we  ceaae  to  strive  and  sigh. 

Where  time's  uncertainties  are  o'er, 
'Mid  strains  of  heaven  and  glories  high 
Be  with  U3  all  for  evermore ! 

A,  B( 
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And  still  in  Jesu's  footsteps  tread, 
And  show  His  praise  below, 

3  O  may  we  ever  walk  in  Him, 

And  nothing  know  beside ; 
Nothing  desire,  nothing  esteem, 
But  Jesus  crucified, 

4  Closer  and  closer  let  us  cleave 

To  His  beloved  embrace ; 
Expect  His  fulness  to  receive 
And  grace  to  answer  grace. 

5  Partakers  of  the  Saviour's  grace, 

The  same  in  mind  and  heart, 
Nor  joy,  nor  grief,  nor  time,  nor  place, 
Nor  life,  nor  death  can  part. 

6  But  let  us  hasten  to  the  day 

Which  shall  our  flesh  restore. 
When  death  shall  all  be  done  away, 
And  bodies  part  no  more ! 

WESLEY. 
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*DLEST  is  the  tie  that  binds 
-^    Our  hearts  in  Christian  love ! 
The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne 
We  pour  our  ardent  prayers ; 

Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes, 
Our  mutual  burdens  bear ; 

And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 
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4  When  we  asunder  part. 
It  gives  us  inward  pain ; 

But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 

5  This  glorious  hope  revives 
Our  courage  by  the  way ; 

While  each  in  expectation  lives, 
And  longs  to  see  the  day. 

6  From  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain. 
And  sin  we  shall  be  free ; 

And  perfect  love  and  friendship  reign 
Through  all  eternity. 

J.  FAWCETT. 
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HAIL !  sweetest,  dearest  tie  that  binds 
Our  glowing  hearts  in  one ; 
Hail !  sacred  hope  that  tunes  our  minds 

To  harmony  divine. 
It  is  the  hope,  the  blissful  hope. 

Which  Jesus*  grace  has  given ; 
The  hope  when  days  and  years  are  past 

We  all  shall  meet  in  heaven. 
We  all  shall  meet  in  heaven  at  last, 

We  all  shall  meet  in  heaven  : 
Tlie  hope  when  days  and  years  are  past 

We  all  shall  meet  in  heaven. 

2  What  though  the  northern  wintry  blast 
Shall  howl  around  our  cot : 
A\'hat  though  beneath  an  eastern  sun 
Be  cast  our  distant  lot  ? 
Yet  still  we  share  the  blissful  hope 
Which  Jeaw^'  ^ace  has  given,  &c. 
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3  From  Burmah's  shores,  from  Afric's  strand. 

From  India's  burning  plain. 

From  Europe,  from  Columbia's  land, 

We  hope  to  meet  again. 

It  is  the  hope,  the  blissful  hope. 

Which  Jesus'  grace  has  given,  &c. 

» 

4  No  lingering  look,  no  parting  sigh, 

Our  future. meeting  knows; 
There,  friendship  beams  from  every  eye, 
And  love  immortal  grows. 

0  sacred  hope !  0  blissful  hope ! 
Which  Jesus'  grace  has  given,  &c. 

A.  SUTTON. 
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WHEN  shall  we  meet  again, 
Meet  ne'er  to  sever  ? 
When  will  peace  wreathe  her  chain 

Round  us  for  ever  ? 
Our  hearts  will  ne'er  repose. 
Safe  from  each  blast  that  blows. 
In  this  dark  vale  of  woes ; 
Never,  no  never. 

2  When  shall  love  freely  flow 

Pure  as  life's  river  ? 
When  shall  sweet  friendship  glow 

Changeless  for  ever  ? 
Where  joys  celestial  thriU, 
Where  bliss  each  heart  shall  fill. 
And  fears  of  parting  chill. 

Never,  no  never. 

3  Up  to  that  world  of  light 

Take  us,  dear  Saviour ; 
May  we  all  there  unite, 
Happy  for  ever. 
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Where  kindred  spirits  dwell, 
There  may  our  music  swell. 
And  time  our  joys  dispel, 
Never,  no  never. 

4  Soon  shall  we  meet  again, 

Meet  ne'er  to  sever ; 
Soon  shall  peace  wreathe  her  chain 

Eound  us  for  ever. 
Our  hearts  will  then  repose. 
Secure  from  earthly  woes ; 
Our  song  of  praise  shall  close. 

Never,  no  never. 

ALAEIC  WATTS. 
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ITH  the  sweet  word  of  peace 
We  bid  our  brethren  go ; 
Peace,  as  a  river  to  increerSe, 

And  ceaseless  flow. 
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2  With  the  calm  word  of  prayer 
We  earnestly  commend 

Our  brethren  to  Thy  watchful  care, 
Eternal  Friend ! 

3  With  the  dear  word  of  love 
We  give  our  brief  farewell ; 

Our  love  below,  and  Thine  above, 
With  them  shall  dwelL 

4  With  the  strong  word  of  faith 
We  stay  ourselves  on  Thee ; 

That  Thou,  0  Lord,  in  life  and  death 
Their  Help  shalt  be. 

5  Then  the  bright  word  of  hope 
Shall  on  o\a  ^^\i3a%  ^eam, 
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And  tell  of  joys  beyond  the  scope 
Of  earthbom  dream. 

6      Farewell  I  In  hope,  and  love. 
In  faith,  and  peace,  and  prayer ; 
Till  He  whose  home  is  ours  above 
Unite  us  there ! 

G.  WATQON. 
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BEETHREN",  we  have  found  the  Lord 
Faithful  to  His  loving  word ; 
You  would  joy  to  know  His  grace. 
Come  and  seek  our  Father's  face. 

2  Some  of  us  were  near  despair, 
When  we  came  to  Him  in  prayer, — 

Came  to  joyful,  sweet  relief. 
For  He  helped  our  unbelief. 

3  Some  drew  nigh  in  childhood's  hour. 
Drawn  by  love's  resistless  power; 

Ere  we  felt  a  grief  or  fear, 
Grace  and  love  were  shining  clear. 

4  Some  returned  to  God  so  late. 
Had  His  mercy  been  less  great. 

We  had  missed  the  life  of  bliss, 
As  we  lost  the  joy  of  this. 

5  But  our  witness  now  is  one — 
He  for  us  great  things  hath  done ; 

When  we  learned  on  Him  to  call. 
His  compassions  saved  us  all. 


COME  in,  tliou  blessed  of  the  Lord, 
Stranger  nor  foe  art  thou : 
We  welcome  thee  with  warm  accord. 
Our  friend,  our  brother,  now. 

2  The  hand  of  fellowship,  the  heart 

Of  love,  we  offer  thee : 
Leaving  the  world,  thou  dost  but  part 
From  lies  and  vanity. 

3  In  weal  or  woe,  in  joy  or  care. 

Thy  portion  shall  be  ours  ; 
Christians  their  mutual  burdens  bear, 
They  lend  their  mutual  powers. 

4  Come  with  us,  we  will  do  thee  good, 

As  God  to  us  hath  done ; 
Stand  but  in  Him,  as  those  have  stood 
Whose  faith  the  victory  won. 

5  And  when,  by  turns,  we  pass  away. 

As  star  by  star  grows  dim. 
May  each,  translated  into  day, 

l^p.  1n«f.  flnH  fminrJ  in  TTim 
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2  0  come  with  us,  the  desert  drear 

Shall  yield  us  heavenly  food ; 
0  come  with  us,  no  danger  fear. 
And  we  will  do  you  good. 

3  Perplexing  doubts  and  trials  too, 

May  meet  us  on  the  road ; 
The  cloud  that  hides  our  onward  view 
But  marks  a  present  God. 

4  Tlie  barren  sand  with  plenty  teems, 

While  He  directs  our  feet ; 
And  dark  auction's  bitter  streams. 
When  touched  by  Him,  grow  sweet. 

5  And  soon  shall  rise  upon  our  sight 

Fair  Canaan's  happy  shore ; 
And  we  shall  pass  with  calm  delight 
The  stream  He  passed  before, 

6  Then  come  with  us,  our  journeyings  share. 

And  share  our  heavenly  food ; 
And  He  that  hears  and  answers  prayer, 
Our  God,  will  do  you  good. 

Anon. 
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RECEPTION  OF  MEMBERS, 

L.M. 

TESTIS,  Thy  sovereign  grace  we  bless, 
^     That  crowns  Thy  Gospel  with  success. 
Subjecting  rebels  to  Thy  throne. 
And  gathering  to  Thy  fold  Thine  own. 

2  Those  who  have  now  Thy  truth  confessed. 
As  their  own  faith  and  hope  and  rest, 
We  in  Thy  name  with  joy  embrace, 
As  fellow-heirs  of  heavenly  grace. 

2  T 
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3  As  living  members,  may  tiiey  share 
The  jojs  and  griefs  which  odieis  bear; 

In  all  Thy  ways  with  vigour  move, 
And  in  lliy  service  faithful  prove. 

4  From  all  temptations  them  defend. 
And  keep  them  steadfast  to  the  end ; 

Ever  abiding  in  Thy  love. 
Until  they  join  the  chnrch  above. 

W.  H.  BATHUBST. 
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OCHEIST,  with  all  Thy  members  one, 
In  us  Thou  suflferest  still ; 
And  with  Thine  own  victorious  might 
Our  fainting  souls  dost  filL 

2  Make  these  henceforth  Thy  care,  0  Lord ! 

Who  would  Thy  servants  be ; 
And  teach  them  how  in  days  of  strife 
To  rest  secure  in  Thee. 

3  Through  sufifering  Thou  wast  perfected, 

And  they  must  follow  Thee 
Through  paths  of  darkness  and  of  toil, 
If  they  would  crowned  be. 

4  In  darkness  be  their  guiding  light ; 

In  toil  their  stay  and  strength ; 
And  let  them  not  the  warfare  fear, 
Its  soreness  or  its  length. 

5  For  conflicts  here  in  heaven  are  crowns ; 

Sweet  rest  for  toil  and  strife ; 
For  pain  and  grief  is  rapture  high ; 
For  death,  abundant  life. 

^.  k.  BURTBAM. 


RECEPTION  OF  MEMBERS, 

5X9  s.M. 

OLOED,  Thou  art  my  Lord, 
My  portion  and  delight ; 
All  other  lords  I  now  reject^ 
And  cast  them  from  my  sight.        « 

2  Thy  sovereign  right  I  own. 
Thy  glorious  power  confess ; 

Thy  law  shall  ever  rule  my  heart. 
While  I  adore  Thy  grace. 

3  Too  long  my  feet  have  strayed 
In  sin's  forbidden  way ; 

But  since  Thou  hast  my  soul  reclaimed. 
To  Thee  my  vows  I'll  pay, 

4  My  soul  to  Jesus  joined. 
By  faith  and  hope  and  love, 

Now  seeks  to  dwell  among  Thy  saints, 
And  rest  with  them  above. 

5  Accept,  0  Lord,  my  heart, 
To  Thee  myself  I  give ; 

Nor  suffer  me  from  hence  to  stray, 
Or  cause  Thy  saints  to  grieve. 

B.  BEDDOME. 
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PEOPLE  of  the  Uving  God, 
I  have  sought  the  world  around, 
Paths  of  sin  and  sorrow  trod. 

Peace  and  comfort  nowhere  found ; 
Now  to  you  my  spirit  turns. 
Turns,  a  fugitive  unblest ; 
Brethren,  where  your  altar  burns, 
O  receive  me  into  rest ! 
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2  Lonely  I  no  longer  roam. 

Like  the  cloud,  the  wind,  the  wave ; 
Where  you  dwell  shall  be  my  home, 

Where  you  die  shall  be  my  grave : 
Mine,  the  God  whom  you  adore. 

Your  Redeemer  shall  be  mine ; 
Earth  can  fill  my  heart  no  more. 

Every  idol  I  resign. 

3  Tell  me  not  of  gain  or  loss, 

Ease,  enjoyment,  pomp,  and  power ; 
Welcome  poverty  and  cross. 

Shame,  reproach,  affliction's  hour; 
'  Follow  Me  !*  I  know  the  voice, 

Jesus,  Lord,  Thy  steps  I  see  ; 
Now  I  take  Thy  yoke  by  choice, 

Light  Thy  burden  now  to  me ! 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 
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THOU  whom  my  soul  admires  above 
All  earthly  joy  and  earthly  love, 
Tell  me,  dear  Shepherd,  let  me  know, 
Where  doth  Thy  choicest  pasture  grow  ? 

2  Where  is  the  shadow  of  that  rock 
That  from  the  sun  defends  Thy  flock  ? 

Fain  would  I  feed  among  Thy  sheep, 
Among  them  rest,  among  them  sleep. 

3  Why  should  Thy  bride  appear  like  one 
That  turns  aside  to  paths  unknown  ? 

My  constant  feet  would  never  rove. 
Would  never  seek  another  love. 

4  The  footsteps  of  Thy  flock  I  see ; 
Thy  sweetest  'pas»\.\xx^^\i^"t^  ^\i«Y  be : 


PBAYER  FOR  REVIVAL. 

A  wondrous  feast  of  love  appears, 
Bought  with  Thy  agony  and  tears. 

5  His  dearest  flesh  He  makes  my  bread, 
For  wine  His  richest  blood  is  shed : 
Here  to  these  hills  my  soul  will  come. 
Till  my  Beloved  lead  me  home. 

WATTS.* 
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EEAT  Lord  of  all  Thy  churches !  hear 
Thy  ministers'  and  people's  prayer : 
Perfumed  by  Thee,  0  may  it  rise 
like  fragrant  incense  to  the  skies  ! 

2  Eevive  Thy  churches  with  Thy  grace. 
Heal  all  our  breaches,  grant  us  peace ; 

Bouse  us  from  sloth,  our  hearts  inflame 
With  ardent  zeal  for  Jesus'  name. 

3  May  young  and  old  Thy  word  receive  ; 
Dead  sinners  hear  Thy  voice  and  live ; 

The  wounded  conscience  healing  find, 
And  joy  refresh  each  drooping  mind. 

4  May  ag^d  saints,  matured  with  grace. 
Abound  in  fruits  of  holiness  ; 

And,  when  transplanted  to  the  skies, 
May  younger  in  their  stead  arise. 

Thus  we  our  suppliant  voices  raise, 
And,  weeping,  sow  the  seeds  of  praise ; 
In  humble  hope  that  Thou  wilt  hear 
Thy  ministers'  and  people's  prayer. 
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HEAE,  gracious  Sovereign  !  from  Thy  throne, 
And  send  Thy  yarious  blessings  doum; 
While  by  Thine  Israel  Thou  art  sought, 
Attend  the  prayer  Thy  word  hath  taught. 

2  Come,  sacred  Spirit !  from  above. 
And  fill  the  coldest  heart  with  love ; 

Soften  to  flesh  the  rugged  stone. 
And  let  Thy  Godlike  power  be  known. 

3  Speak  Thou,  and  from  the  haughtiest  eyes 
Shall  floods  of  pious  sorrows  rise  ; 

While  all  their  glowing  souls  are  borne 
To  seek  that  grace  which  now  they  scoru. 

4  O  let  a  holy  flock  await, 
Numerous  around  Thy  temple  gate ; 

Each  pressing  on  with  zeal  to  be 
A  living  sacrifice  to  Thee  ! 

DODDRIDGE. 
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"DEVIVE  Thy  work,  O  Lord, 
^    Thy  mighty  arm  make  bare  ; 
Speak  with  the  voice  that  wakes  the  dead, 
And  make  Thy  people  hear. 

2  Eevive  Thy  work,  0  Lord, 
Disturb  this  sleep  of  death ; 

Quicken  the  smouldering  embers  now, 
By  Thine  Almighty  breath. 

3  Eevive  Thy  work,  0  Lord, 
Create  soul-thirst  for  Thee  ; 

And  hungering  for  the  bread  of  life, 
0  may  our  spm\)%  \i^\ 


PRAYER  FOR  INCREASE  OF  EVANGELISTS. 

4  Eevive  Thy  work,  0  Lord, 
Exalt  Thy  precious  name ; 

And,  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  our  love 
For  Thee  and  Thine  inflame. 

5  Eevive  Thy  work,  0  Lord, 
And  give  refreshing  showers ; 

The  glory  shall  be  all  Thine  own, 
The  blessing.  Lord,  be  ours. 

A.  MIDLANE. 
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T  ORD  of  the  harvest,  hear 
^    Thv  needy  servants'  cry ; 
Answer  Thy  people's  earnest  prayer. 
And  all  our  wants  supply. 

2  On  Thee  we  humbly  wait ; 
Our  wants  are  in  Thy  view  ; 

The  harvest,  truly,  Lord,  is  great ; 
The  labourers  are  few. 

3  Raise  up  and  send  forth  more 
Into  Thy  church  abroad ; 

And  let  them  speak  Thy  word  with  power, 
As  workers  with  their  God. 

4  Give  the  pure  gospel  word. 
The  word  of  general  grace ; 

Thee  let  them  preach,  the  common  Lord, 
The  Saviour  of  our  race. 

5  0  let  them  spread  Thy  name ; 
Their  mission  fully  prove ; 

Thy  universal  grace  proclaim, 


Thine  all-embracing  love ! 


N^TL?A.^El. 
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LATHEE  of  mercies !  bow  Thine  ear, 

Attentive  to  our  earnest  prayer ; 
We  plead  for  those  who  plead  for  Thee ; 
Successful  pleaders  may  they  be  ! 


E 


2  Clothe,  Thou,  with  energy  divine 

Their  words,  and  let  those  words  be  Thine ; 
To  them  Thy  sacred  truth  reveal. 
Suppress  their  fear,  inflame  their  zeal. 

3  Teach  them  to  sow  the  precious  seed, 
Teach  them  Thy  chosen  flock  to  feed ; 

Teach  them  immortal  souls  to  gain, 
Nor  let  them  labour,  Lord,  in  vain. 

4  Let  thronging  multitudes  around 
Hear  from  their  lips  the  joyful  sound ; 

In  humble  strains  Thy  grace  adore, 
And  feel  Thy  new-creating  power. 

B.  BEDDOME. 
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T  ET  Zion's  watchmen  all  awake, 
^    And  take  the  alarm  they  give  ; 
Now  let  them  from  the  mouth  of  God 
Their  solemn  charge  receive. 


C3' 


2  'Tis  not  a  cause  of  small  import. 
The  pastor's  care  demands  ; 
But  what  might  fill  an  angel's  heart. 
And  filled  a  SaviouV^  Vvawds. 


OKDINATION  AND  RECOGNITION   OF  MINISTEKS. 

3  All  to  the  great  tribunal  haste, 

The  account  to  render  there ; 
And  shouldst  Thou  strictly  mark  our  faults, 
Lord,  how  should  we  appear  ? 

4  May  they,  that  Jesus  whom  they  preach, 

Their  own  Eedeemer  see  ! 
And  watch  Thou  daily  o'er  their  souls, 
That  they  may  watch  for  Thee. 

DODDRIDGE. 
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EEAPEE,  behold  1  the  fields  are  white 
With  the  great  harvest  of  the  world ! 
Soldier,  seek  thou  the  thickest  fight, 
Thy  Captain's  standard  is  unfurled. 

2  Wise  to  win  souls,  exhort,  reprove,  ■ 

And  watch  the  flock  redeemed  by  blood ; 
Warn  with  thy  tears,  preach  in  deep  love 
The  gospel  of  the  grace  of  God. 

3  Toil  on  in  the  appointed  way, 

The  precious  fruit  shall  soon  appear ; 
Work  thou  thy  work  whilst  it  is  day ; 
The  shadows  lengthen,  night  is  near. 

4  Soon  shalt  thou  hear  the  Master's  voice. 

The  welcome  cry,  *  Behold  I  cortie  ! ' 
Within  the  pearly  gates  rejoice, 

And  rest  thee  in  thy  heavenly  home. 

G.  RAWSON. 
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riIHE  Saviour,  when  to  heaven  He  rose 
■*-     In  splendid  triumph  o'er  His  foes. 

Scattered  His  gifts  on  men  below  ; 

And  wide  His  royal  bounties  fto^v. 


L.M. 
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THB  CHURCH. 

2  Hence  sprang  the  apostles'  honoured  name, 
Sacred  beyond  heroic  fame ; 
In  lowlier  forms,  to  bless  our  eyes, 
Pastors  from  hence,  and  teachers  rise. 

From  Christ  they  all  their  gifts  derive, 
And,  fed  by  Christ,  their  graces  live ; 
While,  guarded  by  His  potent  hand, 
'Midst  all  the  rage  of  hell  they  stand. 

So  shall  the  bright  succession  run. 
Through  the  last  courses  of  the  sun ; 
While  unborn  churches,  by  their  care. 
Shall  rise  and  flourish,  large  and  fair. 

DODDKIDGE. 
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^  bid  thee  welcome  in  the  name 
Of  Jesus,  our  exalted  Head : 
Come  as  a  servant ;  so  He  came. 
And  we  receive  thee  in  His  stead. 

J  Come  as  a  shepherd ;  guard  and  keep 
This  fold  from  hell  and  earth  and  sin ; 
Xoiuish  the  lambs,  and  feed  the  sheep, 
The  wounded  heal,  the  lost  bring  in. 

^;  Come  as  a  watchman  ;  take  thy  stand 
Ujx>u  thy  tower  amidst  the  sky  ; 
And,  when  the  swon.!  comes  on  the  laud. 
Ctill  us  to  figli:,  or  w;un  to  fly. 

4  Come  as  an  an^^l :  hence  to  ^niide 
A  band  of  pilgrims  on  their  way, 
That,  safelv  walkinir  at  thv  side. 
We  faint  not.  fail  not,  turn,  nor  strav. 


as  a  teacher  sent  from  God, 
Clwg^  Hu  "orWilk  couxisel  to  declare 


MEETINGS  OF  MINISTEBS. 

Lift  o'er  our  ranks  the  prophet's  rod, 
While  we  uphold  thy  hands  with  prayer. 

6  Come  as  a  messenger  of  peace, 

Filled  with  the  Spirit,  fired  with  love ; 
Live,  to  behold  our  large  increase, 
And  die,  to  meet  us  all  above. 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 


MEETINGS  OF  MINISTERS. 

pOUE  out  Thy  Spirit  from  on  high ; 

^     Lord !  Thine  assembled  servants  bless ; 

Graces  and  gifts  to  each  supply. 

And  clothe  us  all  with  righteousness. 

2  Wisdom  and  zeal  and  faith  impart. 

Firmness  with  meekness,  from  above. 
To  bear  Thy  people  on  our  heart, 

And  love  the  souls  whom  Thou  dost  love  ; — 

3  To  watch  and  pray,  and  never  faint  ; 

By  day  and  night  strict  guard  to  keep ; 
To  warn  the  sinner,  cheer  the  saint, 

Nourish  Thy  lambs,  and  feed  Thy  sheep. 

4  Then,  when  our  work  is  finished  here. 

In  humble  hope  our  charge  resign ; 
When  the  Chief  Shepherd  shall  appear, 
0  God !  may  they  and  we  be  Thine  1 

J.  MONTGOMERY.* 
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W'E  praise  Thy  grace,  0  Saviour, 
That  beareth  with  us  long. 
And  eyer  out  of  weakness 
Thy  serrantfii  maketh  strong. 


THE  CHURCH. 

2  The  bmised  reed,  O  Jesus, 

Thou  breakest  not  in  twain ; 
The  smoking  flax  thou  f  annest 
Into  a  flame  again. 

3  From  Thee,  Lord,  comes  the  courage 

Once  more  to  front  the  host. 
Thy  strength,  most  mighty  Saviour, 
In  weakness  shineth  most. 

4  0  Lord,  our  human  weakness 

With  pitying  eye  behold ; 
Uplift  the  fainting  spirit, 
And  make  the  coward  bold. 

5  Our  hearts,  so  frail  and  feeble, 

With  love  like  Thine,  Lord,  fill, 
That  scorneth  not  the  erring. 
But  hopeth  all  things  still. 

6  0  Saviour,  glorious  Victor 

O'er  all  the  hosts  of  sin. 
In  us  Thy  strength  make  perfect. 
In  us  the  victory  win. 

w.  w.  HOW. 
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E  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  using  us, 
For  Thee  to  work  and  spe^  ; 
However  trembling  is  the  hand. 
The  voice  however  weak. 
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2  We  thank  Tliec,  Lord,  that  some  true  rays 

Of  Thine  from  us  have  shone 
Into  a  world  so  dark  as  ours. 
However  faint  and  wan. 

3  For  those  to  whom,  through  us.  Thou  hast 

Some  beavenVf  %w\i^\x^^  ^Iven ; 


DEATH   OF  A  MINISTER. 

For  some,  it  may  be,  saved  from  death, 
And  some  brought  nearer  heaven. 

4  For  solace  ministered  perchance 

In  days  of  grief  and  pain  ; 
For  peace  to  troubled  weary  souls 
Not.spoken  all  in  vain. 

5  Lord,  keep  us  still  the  same,  as  in 

Eemembered  days  of  old ; 

0  keep  us  fervent  stiU  in  love, 

'Mid  many  waxing  cold : — 

6  Thy  name  to  name,  Thyself  to  own. 

With  voice  unfaltering, 
And  face  as  bold  and  unashamed, 
As  in  our  Christian  spring. 

H.  BONAU. 


DEA  TH  OF  A  MINISTER. 

TtrOW  let  our  mourning  hearts  revive, 
^     And  all  our  tears  be  dry : 
Why  should  those  eyes  be  drowned  in  grief. 
Which  view  a  Saviour  nigh  ? 

2  What  though  the  arm  of  conquering  death 

Does  God's  own  house  invade  ? 
What  though  the  prophet  and  the  priest 
Be  numbered  with  the  dead  ? 

3  Though  earthly  shepherds  dwell  in  dust. 

The  aged  and  the  young, 
The  watchful  eye  in  darkness  closed. 
And  mute  the  instructive  tongue, — 

4  The  Eternal  Shepherd  still  survives, 

New  comfort  to  impart ; 


CHBISnAN  ORDINAKGBS. 

His  eye  still  guides  ns,  and  His  voice 
Still  animates  our  heart. 

5  •  Lo,  I  am  with  you*  saith  the  Loid, 
*  My  Chnrcli  shall  safe  abide ; 
For  I  wiU  ne'er  forsake  My  own, 
Whose  souls  in  Me  confide/ 

C  Through  every  scene  of  life  and  death, 
This  promise  is  our  trust : 
And  this  shall  be  our  children's  song, 
When  we  are  turned  to  dust. 

DODDBIDGE. 


Cfiriatian   ©rlrinanceiEf^ 
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A  EOUND  Thy  grave.  Lord  Jesus, 
•^    Thine  open  grave,  we  stand, 
With  hearts  all  full  of  gladness, 

To  keep  Thy  blest  command : 
So  Thee  in  faith  we  follow. 

And  trace  Thy  path  of  love, 
Through  the  strange  solemn  waters, 

Up  to  Thy  throne  above. 

2  Lord  Jesus,  we  remember 

The  travail  of  Thy  soul, 
When  in  Thy  love's  deep  pity 

The  waves  did  o*er  Thee  roll : 
Baptized  in  death's  cold  waters, 

For  us  Thy  blood  was  shed ; 
For  us  the  Lord  of  glory 

Was  iivmib^t^QL  ViJOci\Jsi'^  ^<5»A, 


BAPTISM. 

3  But  now  Thou  art  arisen ! 

Thy  travaU  all  is  o'er, 
Once  Thou  for  sin  hast  suflfered, 

And  Thou  shalt  die  no  more ! 
Crowned  with  immortal  honour, 

Because  of  that  dark  bed. 
Give  us  to  share  Thy  triumph, 

Thou  First-born  from  the  dead  ! 

4  Into  Thy  death  baptized, 

O  let  us  with  Thee  die  ! 
And  clothe  us  with  Thy  risen  life, 

And  wholly  sanctify : 
So  freed  from  the  old  nature, 

And  ransomed  by  Thy  blood, 
May  we  pass  on  to  glory, 

Alive  with  Thee  to  God. 

J.  G.  DECK. 
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BUEIED  beneath  the  yielding  wave. 
The  dear  Eedeemer  lies ; 
Faith  views  BClm  in  the  watery  grave. 
And  thence  beholds  Him  rise. 

2  Thus  it  becomes  His  saints  to-day 

Their  ardent  zeal  to  express ; 
And,  in  the  Lord's  appointed  way, 
Fulfil  all  righteousness, 

3  With  joy  we  in  His  footsteps  tread. 

And  would  His  cause  maintain, 
like  Him  be  numbered  with  the  dead. 
And  with  Him  rise  and  reign, 

4  His  presence  oft  revives  our  hearts, 

And  drives  our  fears  away  ; 
When  He  commands,  and  strength  imparts, 
We  cheerfuUy  obey. 


CHRISTIAN  ORDINANCES. 

Now  we,  blest  Jesus,  would  to  Thee 

Our  grateful  voices  raise : 
Washed  in  the  fountain  of  Thy  blood, 

Our  lives  shall  all  be  praise. 

B.  B£DD01I£. 
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CHILDREN  of  the  King  of  grace, 
As  from  earth  to  heaven  ye  go. 
Your  Redeemer's  footsteps  trace. 
Follow  Him  in  all  ye  do. 

2  His  sweet  presence  you  will  find 

Shining  on  you  as  ye  go : 
Cast  your  fears  and  cares  behind ; 
Trust  Him,  He  will  bring  you  through 

3  You  are  buried  with  the  Lord  ; 

In  the  Lord  you  rise  again ; 
Now  you  live  upon  His  word 
Who,  to  ransom  you,  was  slain. 

4  Hear  the  voice  that  speaks  from  heaven, 

*  This  is  My  appointed  way ; ' 
You,  whose  sins  He  has  forgiven. 
Follow  Him  without  delay. 

5  Mighty  Saviour !  we  obey 

Thy  divine,  commanding  voice  ; 
Thou  hast  taught  our  feet  the  way. 
In  Thy  mandate  we  rejoice. 

6  On  Thy  promise  we  rely. 
Hear  us  from  Thy  lofty  tlirone : 

^hme  upon  us,  from  on  high, 
iiless  and  seal  us  as  Thy  own. 

J,  SWAIN. 
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FAR  Lord,  and  will  Thy  pardoning  love 
Embrace  a  soul  8o  vile  ? 
Wilt  Thou  my  load  of  guilt  remove, 
And  bless  me  with  ^y  smile  ? 

2  Hast  Thou  discharged  my  dreadful  debt, 

And  set  the  prisoner  free  ? 
Canst  Thou  each  bold  af&ont  forget, 
And  saye  a  wretch  like  me  ? 

3  And  shall  my  proud  rebellious  heart 

Yet  murmur  at  Thy  will  ? 
Shall  I  from  Thy  commands  depart, 
And  wander  from  Thee  still  ? 

4  Hast  Thou  for  me  the  cross  endured. 

And  all  the  shame  despised  ? 
And  shall  I  be  ashamed,  0  Lord, 
With  Thee  to  be  baptized  ? 

5  Didst  Thou  the  great  example  lead 

In  Jordan's  swelling  flood  ? 
And  shall  my  pride  disdain  a  deed 
Thaf  s  worthy  of  my  God  ? 

6  And  shall  I  still  rebellious  stand  ? 

Let  fear  and  shame  be  gone ! 

This  ordinance  is  Thy  command ; 

Thy  will,  my  God,  be  done ! 

J.  FELLOWS. 


139 


8.7.4. 

HAST  Thou  said,  exalted  Jesus, 
*  Take  thy  cross  and  follow  Me  ?  * 
Shall  the  word  with  terror  seize  us, 
Shall  we  from  the  burden  flee  'i 

2  K 


CHBISTUN  ORDINANCES. 

Lord,  ril  take  it ; 
And,  rejoicing,  follow  Thee. 

2  While  this  liquid  tomb  surveying, 

Emblem  of  my  Saviour's  grave. 
Shall  I  shun  its  brink,  betraying 
Feelings  worthy  of  a  slave  ? 

No,  m  enter ; 
Jesus  entered  Jordan's  wave. 

3  Sweet  the  sign  that  thus  renpnds  me, 

Saviour,  of  Thy  love  for  me  : 
Sweeter  still  the  love  that  binds  me, 
In  its  deathless  bond,  to  Thee : 

0  what  pleasure, 
Buried  with  my  Lord  to  be ! 

4  Should  it  rend  some  fond  connection. 

Should  I  suffer  shame  or  loss ; 
Yet  the  fragrant,  blest  reflection, 
I  have  been  where  Jesus  was, 

Will  revive  me 
When  I  faint  beneath  the  cross. 

5  Fellowship  with  Him  possessing, 

Let  me  die  to  all  around ; 
So  I  rise  to  enjoy  the  blessing 
Kept  for  those  in  Jesus  found. 

When  the  archangel 
Wakes  the  sleepers  under  ground. 

6  Then,  baptized  in  love  and  glory, 

Lamb  of  God,  Thy  praise  I'll  sing ; 
Loudly  with  the  immortal  story 
All  the  harps  of  heaven  shall  ring^; 

Saints  and  seraphs, 
Sound  it  loud  from  every  string  I 

J.  Ik  GILES. 


<,  i 


BAPTISM, 

140  87 

HUMBLE  souls,  who  seek  salvation, 
TImiugh  the  Lamb's. atoning  blood, 
Hear  the  voice  of  revelatioii, 

Tread  the  path  that  Jesus  trod:    . 
Ree  to  Him  your  only  Saviour, 
In  His  ndghty  name  confide ; 
In  the  whole  of  your  behaviour, 
Own  Him  as  your  only  guide. 

2  Hear  the  blest  Redeemer  call  you, 

Listen  to  His  gracious  voice ; 
Dread  no  ills  that  can  befall  you,      .;         :.i 

While  you  make  His  ways  your  chm6ei-* 
Jesus  says, '  Let  each  believer 

Be  baptized  in  My  name : ' 
He  Himself,  in  Jordan*^  river, 

Was  immersed  beneath  the  stream. 

3  Plainly  here  His  footsteps  tracing, 

Follow  Him  without  delay ; 
Gladly  His  command  embracing, 

Your  Forerunner  leads  the  way : 
View  the  rite  with  understanding ; 

Jesus^  grave  before  you  lies ! 
Be  i^erred  at  His  commanding, — 

After  His  example  rise. 

J.  FAWCETT. 
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Fall  my  Lord's  appointed  ways. 
My  journey  1*11  pursue ; 
Hinder  me  not,  ye  much-loved  saints, 
For  I  must  go  with  you, 

2  Through  floods  and  flamee^,  if  Jestis  lead, 
I'll  toUolv  where  He  goes  •; 
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*  Hinder  me  not/  shall  be  my  cry. 
Though  eaith  and  hell  oppose. 

3  Through  duties,  and  through  tiialB  too, 

111  go  at  His  conmiand ; 
Hinder  me  not,  for  I  am  bound 
To  my  Immanuel's  land. 

4  And  when  my  Saviour  calls  me  home, 

Still  this  my  cry  shall  be, 
'  Hinder  me  not;  come,  welcome  death, 
ni  gladly  go  with  thee/ 

J.  RYLASD. 
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TESUS!  and  shall  it  ever  be, 
^     A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  Thee  ? 
Ashamed  of  Thee,  whom  angels  praise, 
Whose  glories  shine  through  endless  days  I 

2  Ashamed  of  Jesus  !  sooner  far 
Let  evening  blush  to  own  a  star ; 

He  sheds  the  beams  of  light  divine 
O'er  this  benighted  soul  of  mine. 

3  Ashamed  of  Jesus  !  just  as  soon 
Let  midnight  be  ashamed  of  noon  ; 

'Tis  midnight  with  my  soul  till  He, 
Bright  Morning  Star !  bids  darkness  flee. 

4  Ashamed  of  Jesus !  that  dear  Friend 
On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaven  depend ! 

No ;  when  I  blush,— be  this  my  shame 
That  I  no  more  revere  His  name. 

5  Ashamed  of  Jesus !  yes,  I  may, 
Wlien  IVe  no  guilt  to  wash  away, 

No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave, 
No  fears  to  c^\\e\\,  ixo  ^oivx\  \.<>  ^vre. 


BAPTISM. 

6  Till  then — ^nor  is  my  boasting  vain — 
Till  then,  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain  ! 
And  0  !  may  this  my  glory  be, 
That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  me ! 

J.  GBIGG. 
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OLORD,  whilst  we  confess  the  worth 
Of  this,  the  outward  seal. 
Teach  us  the  truths  herein  set  forth. 
Deep  in  our  hearts  to  feel. 

2  Death  to  the  world  we  here  avow. 

Death  to  each  fleshly  lust ; 
Newness  of  life  our  portion  now, 
A  risen  Lord  our  trust. 

3  And  we,  0  Lord,  who  now  partake 

Of  Thine  eternal  life, 
With  every  sin,  for  Thy  dear  sake. 
Would  be  at  constant  strife. 

4  Baptized  into  the  Father's  name, 

We'd  walk  as  sons  of  God : 
Baptized  in  Thine,  with  joy  we  claim. 
The  merits  of  Thy  blood. 

5  Baptized  into  the  Holy  Ghost, 

We'd  prove  His  mighty  power ; 
And,  making  Thee  our  only  boast, 
Obey  Thee  hour  by  hour. 

M.  BOWLY.* 
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'nniS  the  great  Father  we  adore 
A     In  this  baptismal  sign : 
'Tis  He  whose  voice  on  Jordan's  shore 
Proclaimed  the  Son  divine. 


CHRBIUS  osraxAsciaL 

2  Th J  bod  J,  broken  far  mj  sake, 

iij  bread  from  hesren  shall  be; 
Thy  tfgtampiital  cup  I  take» 
And  thus  remember  Thee. 

3  Ckthsemane  can  I  finget  ? 

Or  there  Thy  conflict  see. 
Thine  agony  and  bloody  sweat, — 
And  not  remember  Thee  ? 

4  When  to  the  cross  I  tnm  mine  ejres, 

And  rest  on  Calvaiy, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  my  sacrifice ! 
I  must  remember  Thee : — 

5  Remember  Thee,  and  all  Thy  pains, 

And  all  Thy  love  to  me : 
Yea,  while  a  breath,  a  pulse  remains, 
Will  I  remember  Thee. 

6  And  when  these  failing  lips  grow  dumb, 

And  mind  and  memory  flee, 
When  Thou  shalt  in  Thy  kingdom  come ; 
Then,  Lord,  remember  me ! 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 
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T)  EEAD  of  the  world,  in  mercy  broken ; 
^    Wine  of  the  soul,  in  mercy  shed, 
J^y  whom  the  words  of  life  were  spoken, 
And  in  whose  death  our  sins  are  dead ; 

Look  on  the  heart  by  sorrow  broken. 
Look  on  the  tears  by  sinners  shed ; 

And  be  Thy  feast  to  us  the  token 
That  by  Thy  grace  our  souls  are  fed. 

R.  HEBEB. 


THia  lord's  supper. 

^49  8.8.8.4. 

■    "DY  Christ  redeemed,  in  Christ  restored, 
^    We  keep  the  memory  adored, 
And  show  the  death  of  our  dear  Lord, 

Until  He  come ! 

2  His  body  broken  in  our  stead 
Is  here,  in  this  memorial  bread. 
And  so  our  feeble  love  is  fed, 

Until  He  come ! 

3  His  fearful  drops  of  agony. 

His  life-blood  shed  for  us  we  see ; 
The  wine  shall  tell  the  mystery, 

Until  He  come ! 

4  And  thus  that  dark  betrayal-night, 
With  the  last  advent  we  unite. 
By  one  blest  chain  of  loving  rite, 

Until  He  come ! 

5  Until  the  trump  of  God  be  heard, 
Until  the  ancient  graves  be  stirred, 
And  with  the  great  commanding  word. 

The  Lord  shall  come ! 

6  0  blessid  hope !  with  this  elate 
I-iet  not  our  hearts  be  desolate. 

But,  strong  in  faith,  in  patience  wait. 

Until  He  come ! 

G.  EAWSON. 
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COME,  and  let  us  sweetly  join, 
Christ  to  praise  in  hymns  divine  ; 
Give  we  all,  with  one  accord. 
Glory  to  our  common  Lord : 
Antedate  the  joys  above. 
Celebrate  the  feast  of  love. 
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CHBUrCUK  OBDDTAVGBS. 

2  Jesus,  we  Thy  promise  claim. 
We  are  met  in  Thy  great  name. 

In  the  midst  do  'Bmrn  appear. 
Manifest  Thy  presence  here ; 

Sanctify  ns.  Lord,  and  bless ; 

Breathe  Thy  Spirit,  give  Thy  peace. 

3  Make  ns  all  in  Thee  complete ; 
Make  ns  all  for  glory  meet. 

Meet  to  stand  before  Thy  sight, 
Partners  with  the  saints  in  fight : 
Call,  0  call  ns  each  by  name. 
To  tiie  marriage  of  the  Lamb. 

"WISSLET. 
651  LE 

(COMMUNION  of  my  Saviour's  blood, 
^    In  Him  to  have  my  lot  and  part ; 
To  prove  the  virtue  of  that  flood 
Which  burst  on  Calvary  from  His  heart: 

2  To  feed  by  faith  on  Christ,  my  bread, — 

His  body  broken  on  the  tree ; 
To  live  in  Him,  my  living  Head, 
Who  died  and  rose  again  for  me ; — 

3  This  be  my  joy  and  comfort  here. 

This  pledge  of  future  glory  mine  : 
Jesus  1  in  spirit  now  appear. 
And  break  the  bread,  and  pour  the  wine. 

4  From  Thy  dear  hand  may  I  receive 

The  tokens  of  Thy  dying  love ; 
And,  while  I  feast  on  earth,  believe 
That  I  shall  feast  with  Thee  above. 

5  Ah  !  there,  though  in  the  lowest  place. 

Thee  at  Tby  \,a\>\^l  ciO\i!L^\asfct^ 


THB  LOBD'S  supper. 

And  see  Thee,  know  Thee,  face  to  face ; 
For  such  a  moment  death  were  sweet. 

6  What  then  will  their  fruition  be. 

Who  meet  in  heaven  with  blest  accord  ? 
A  moment  i     No ;  eternity  I 
They  are  'for  ever  with  the  LordJ 

J.  MONTGOMEBY. 
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EOE  ever  here  my  rest  shall  be, 
Close  to  Thy  bleeding  side ; 
.    This  all  my  hope  and  all  my  plea— 
For  me  the  Saviour  died ! 

2  My  dying  Saviour  and  my  God, 

Fountain  for  guilt  and  sin, 
Sprinkle  me  ever  with  Thy  blood, 
And  cleanse  and  keep  me  clean. 

3  Wash  me,  and  make  me  thus  Thine  avfi ; 

Wash  me,  and  mine  Thou  art ; 
Wash  me, — but  not  my  feet  alone, — 
My  hands,  my  bead,  my  heart. 

4  The  atonement  of  Thy  blood  apply, 
.    Till  faith  to  sight  improve ; 

Till  hope  in  full  fruition  die, 
And  all  my  soul  be  love. 

WESLEY. 

653  los. 

TTERE,  0  my  Lord,  I  see  Thee  face  to  face  ; 
-"•    Here  faith  can  touch  and  handle  things 

unseen ; 
Here  I  would  grasp  with  firmer  hand  Thy  grace, 
And  all  my  weariness  upon  Thee  lean. 


CHBISTIAN  ORDINANCES. 

2  Here  I  would  feed  upon  the  bread  of  God ; 

Here  drink  with  Thee  the  royal  wine  of  heaven; 
Here  would  I  lay  aside  each  earthly  load, 
Here  taste  afresh  the  calm  of  sin  forgiven. 

3  This  is  the  hour  of  banquet  and  of  song. 

This  is  the  heavenly  table  spread  for  me ; 
Here  let  me  feast,  and  feasting,  still  prolong 
The  brief,  bright  hour  of  fellowship  with  Thee. 

4  Too  soon  we  rise ;  the  symbols  disappear ; 

The  feast,  though  not  the  love,  is  past  and  gone; 
The  bread  and  wine  remove,  but  Thou  art  here, 
Nearer  than  ever,  still  my  shield  and  sun. 

5  Feast  after  feast  thus  comes  and  passes  by ; 

Yet,  passing,  points  to  the  glad  feast  above; 
Giving  sweet  foretaste  of  the  festal  joy, 
The  Lamb's  great  bridal  feast  of  bliss  and  love. 

H.  BONAR. 

654  CM 

HOW  sweet  and  sacred  is  the  place, 
With  Christ  within  the  dooi-s. 
While  everlasting  love  displays 
The  choicest  of  her  stores ! 

2  While  all  our  hearts  and  all  our  tongues 

Join  to  admire  the  feast. 
Each  of  us  cries,  in  thankful  songs, 
*  Lord,  why  was  I  a  guest  ? 

3  '  Why  was  I  made  to  hear  Thy  voice, 

And  enter  while  there's  room ; 
When  thousands  make  a  wretched  choice, 
And  rather  starve  than  come  ? ' 

4  Pity  the  nations,  0  our  God ! 

Constram  \)\vq  e^t^i\i\»^  ci.wftft*, 


THE  LORD  S  SUPPEJR. 

Send  Thy  victorious  word  abroad, 
And  bring  the  strangers  home. 

5  We  long  to  seeTChy  churches  full. 
That  all  the  chosen  race 
May,  with  one  voice  and  heart  and  son], 
Sing  Thy  redeeming  grace. 

WATTS.* 
\QQ  CM. 

IF  human  kindness  meets  return. 
And  owns  the  grateful  tie ; 
If  tender  thoughts  within  us  burn, 
To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh ; — 

2  O  shall  not  warmer  accents  tell 

The  gratitude  we  owe 
To  Him  who  died  our  fears  to  quell, 
Our  more  than  orphan's  woe  ? 

3  While  yet  His  anguished  soul  surveyed 

Those  pangs  He  would  not  flee, 
What  love  His  latest  words  displayed, 
*  Meet,  and  remember  Me ! ' 

4  Kemember  Thee !  Thy  death,  Thy  shame, 

Our  worthless  hearts  to  share ! 
0  memory,  leave  no  other  name 
But  His  recorded  there ! 

GERARD  T.  NOEL. 
\QQ  L.M. 

JESUS  is  gone  above  the  skies, 
•^     Where  our  weak  senses  reach  Him  not ; 
And  carnal  objects  court  our  eyes, 
To  thrust  our  Saviour  from  our  thought. 

2  He  knows  what  wandering  hearts  we  have, 
Apt  to  forget  His  lovely  face ; 


4  Let  sinful  sweets  be  all  forgot, 

And  earth  grow  less  in  our  esteem 

Christ  and  His  love  fill  every  thoughl 

And  faith  and  hope  be  fixed  on  Hi] 

5  While  He  is  absent  from  our  sight, 

'Tis  to  prepare  our  souls  a  place^ 

That  we  may  dwell  in  heavenly  l^ht. 

And  live  for  ever  near  His  face. 

6  Our  eyes  look  upwards  to  the  hills 

Whence  our  returning  Lord  shall  C( 
We  wait  Thy  chariot's  awful  wheels, 
To  fetch  our  longing  spirits  home. 

w 
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"TESUS,  to  Thy  table  led, 

^     Now  let  every  heart  be  fed 

With  the  true  and  living  Bread  I 

While  upon  Thy  cross  we  gaze, 
Mourning  o'er  our  sinful  ways, 


TBS  LOBD^S  SUFFER. 

5  Lead  us  by  Thy  pierced  hand^ 
Till  around  Thy  throne  we  stand. 
In  the  blight  and  better  land. 

B.  H.  BJLTNES. 

\QQ  S.M. 

TESUS,  we  thus  obey 
J     Thy  last  and  kindest  word:; 
And,  in  Thine  own  appointed  way, 
We  come  to  meet  Kiee,  Lord, 

2  Thus  we  remember  Thee ; 
And  take  this  bread  and  wine 

As  Thine  own  dying  legacy, 
And  our  redemption's  sign.  .    . 

:  h 

3  Thy  presence  makes  the  feast ; 

Now  let  our  spirits  feel 
The  glory  not  to  be  expressed, 
The  joy  unspeakable. 

4  With  high  and  heavenly  bliss 
Thou  dost  our  spirits  cheer  ; 

Thy  house  of  banqueting  is  this. 
And  Thou  hast  brought  us  here. 

5  Now  let  our  souls  be  fed 
With  manna  from  above, 

And  oyer  us  Thy  banner  spread 
Of  everlasting  love. 

0.  WESLEY. 

EAMB  of  God,  whose  dying.  love 
Now  Thy  saints  recall  to  mind, 
Hear  us,  blesi^  us,  from  above ; 
Let  us  all  Ijhy  mercy  find. 


CUiUSTJAN  Ola)INAKC£S^ 

2  Let  Thy  blood,  by  faith  applied. 

Every  sinner's  pardon  seal ; 
All  in  Thee  be  juistified,  * 
Every  soul  Thy  comfort  feeL 

3  By  Thiue  agony  of  pain, 

By  Thy  precious  blood,  we  pray ; 
Cleanse  our  hearts  from  every  stain, 
Take  our  load  of  guilt  away. 

4  Burst  our  bonds  and  set  us  free ; 

Bid  our  fear  and  sorrow  cease  ; 
0  remember  Calvary ! 

Saviour !  bid  us  go  in  peace. 

WESLEY* 
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LOED,  at  Thy  table  I  behold 
The  wonders  of  Thy  grace ; 
But  most  of  all,  admire  that  I 
Should  find  a  welcome  place. 

2  What  strange,  surprising  grace  is  this, 

That  such  a  soul  has  room ! 
My  Saviour  takes  me  by  the  hand. 
My  Jesus  bids  me  come. 

3  '  Eat,  0  my  friends,'  the  Saviour  cries, 

*  The  feast  was  made  for  you ; 
For  you  I  groaned,  and  bled,  and  died. 
And  rose  and  triumphed  too.' 

4  With  trembling  faith  and  bleeding  hearts, 

Lord,  we  accept  Thy  love : 
Kich  is  Thy  banquet  here  below, 
But  richer  far  above. 

5  Ye  saints  below,  and  hosts  of  heaven, 

Join  all  your  'giaVam^^o^eta ; 
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THE  lord's  SUPPEH. 

No  theme  is  like  redeeming  love, 
No  Saviour  is  like  ours. 

6  Had  I  ten  thousand  hearts,  dear  Lord, 
I'd  give  them  all  to  Thee  ; 
Had  I  ten  thousand  tongues,  they  all 
Should  join  in  harmony. 

J.  STENNETT. 
061  C.M. 

LORD  Jesus,  are  we  one  with  Thee  ? 
0  height,  0  depth,  of  love ! 
Thou  one  with  us  on  Calvary, 
We  one  with  Thee  above  ! 

2  Such  was  Thy  grace,  that  for  our  sake 

Thou  didst  from  heaven  come  down ; 
Thou  didst  of  flesh  and  blood  partake, 
In  aU  our  sorrows  one. 

3  Our  sins,  our  guilt,  in  love  divine, 

Confessed  and  borne  by  Thee ; 
The  gall,  the  curse,  the  wrath  were  Tliine, 
To  set  Thy  members  free. 

4  Ascended  now,  in  glory  bright. 

Still  one  with  us  Thou  art ; 
Nor  life,  nor  death,  nor  depth,  nor  height. 
Thy  saints  and  Thee  can  part. 

5  0  !  teach  us.  Lord,  to  know  and  own 

This  wondrous  mystery. 
That  Thou  with  us  art  truly  one. 
And  we  are  one  with  Thee  ! 

6  Soon,  soon  shall  come  that  glorious  day. 

When,  seated  on  Thy  throne. 
Thou  shalt  to  wondering  worlds  display 
•    That  Thou  with  us  art  one ! 

J.  G.  DECK, 
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0  HAPPY  day,  that  fixed  my  ohoioe, 
On  Thee,  my  Saviour  aiid  my  Grod ! 
Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice, 
'  And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad* 

2  O  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 

To  Him  who  merits  all  my  love ! 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  His  house. 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 

3  'Tis  done !  the  great  transaction's  done : 

I  am  my  Lord's,  and  He  is  mixxe ; 
He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 

4  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  hearty 

Fixed  on  this  blissful  centre,  rest : 
With  ashes  who  would  gi'udge  to  part, 
When  called  on  angels*  bread  to  feast  ? 

5  High  heaven,  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 

That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear ; 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow, 
And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 

DODDEIDGE. 
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A  THOU  who  didst  this  rite  reveal, 
"    Of  our  blest  faith  the  sign  and  seal, 
To  Thee  in  spirit,  Lord,  we  kneel. 
Met  to  remember  Thee. 

2  Thou,  faintly  loved  and  feebly  sought] 
Too  oft  forsaken  and  forgot ; 
With  contrite  shame,  with  sorrowing  thought, 
Lord,  we  rememlaet  Thee. 


THE  LORD'S  SUFPER; 

3  Thou  in  oiir  soffemg  flesh  hast  dwelt ; 
Giultieiss^  bur  load  of  guilt  hast  felt ; 
Shall  not  out  heaiis  within  us  melt^ 

Bayiour,  remembeiing  Thee  ? 

4  'IVas  love,  untol^  unfathomed  love, 
TVliich  brought  Thee  from  Thy  throne  above ; 
And  shall  not  love  our  bosoms  move, 

While  we  remember  Thee  ?         ^■.    -  * -^ 

i#     ■         *  *      ■ 

■     V    ■ 

5  -Ity  dying  words,  0  Lord,  we  hail,-^  , . 
Thot^  heart  end  flesh  mufit  faint  and  fail, 
Tinrbugh  Thee  the  feeblest  shall  prevail, 

Who  live  by  faith  in  Thee. 

J,  A.  ELII0:^T. 
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*  HULL  He  aome*  0  let  the  words 
•^     Linger  on  the  trembHng  chords : 
Let  the  little  whilia  between 
In  their  golden  light  be  seen ; 

Let  us  think  how  heaven  and  hoihe 
Lie' beyond  that,  *  2\7Z  J?e  come/ 

2  When  the  weary  ones  we  love 

Eliter  OH.  their  re$t  iabove. 
Seems. the  earth  so  poor  and  vast, 
AH  but  life-joy  overcast? 

^ush,  be  every  murmur  dumb :  . 
It  is  only,  *  Till  He  coTne' 

3  Clouds  and  conflicts  round  us  jpress ; 

Would  ^e  iiave  one  sorrow  less  ? 
^Ail  thd  Sharpness  of  the  cross. 

All  that  tells  the  world  is  loss, 

Death,  and  darkness,  and  the  tomb, 
Only  whisper, '  Till  He  come* 


CHRISTUK  0BDINAKCE3. 

4  See,  the  feast  of  love  is  spread, 

Drink  the  wine  and.break  the  bread : 
Sweet  memorials, — ^till  the  Lord 
Call  us  round  His  heavenly  board ; 
Some  from  earth,  from  glory  some. 
Severed  only, '  Till  He  come.* 

E,  H.  BICKEROTETH. 

TI7HAT  mysteries,  Lord,  in  Thee  combine! 
' '      Jesus,  once  mortal,  yet  Divine ! 
The  first,  the  last ;  the  end,  the  head; 
The  source  of  life  among  the  dead. 

2  0  love  beyond  the  stretch  of  thought ! 
What  matchless  wonders  hath  it  wrought  I 

My  faith,  while  she  the  grace  declai^,- 
Trembles  beneath  the  load  she  bears.  >  * 

3  Hail,  royal  Conqueror  o'er  the  grave. 
Tender  to  pity,  strong  to  save ! 

For  ever  live,  for  ever  reign, 

And  prosperous  may  Thy  throne  remain ' 

4  Thy  saints,  obedient  to  Thy  word. 
With  humble  joy  surround  Thy  board ; 

And,  long  as  time  pursues  its  race. 
Proclaim  Thy  death  and  shout  Thy  grace. 

5  In  the  full  choir,  where  angels  join 
Their  harps  of  melody  divine. 

Thy  death  inspires  a  song  of  praise 
New  through  Thy  life's  eternal  days. 

DODDRIDGE. 


THE  lord's  day. 


aSorgfjip  of  tfje  CfjurcSf* 


TBB  LORD*S  DAY, 

OOO  CM. 

AGAIN  the  Lord  of  life  and  light 
Awakes  the  kindling  ray : 
Unseals  the  eyelids  of  the  morn, 
,  And  pours  celestial  day. 

2  0  what  a  night  was  that  which  wrapt 

The  heathen  world  in  gloom ! 
O  what  a  Sun  which  broke,  this  day, 
Triumphant  from  the  tomb  ! 

3  The  powers  of  darkness  leagued  in  vain 

To  bind  His  soul  in  death ; 
He  shook  their  kingdom  when  He  fell 
With  His  expiring  breath.    .     ' 

4  And  now  His  conquering  chariot  wheels 

Ascend  the  lofty  skies ; 
While,  broken  'neath  His  powerful  cross, 
Death's  iron  sceptre  lies. 

5  This  day  be  grateful  homage  paid. 

And  loud  hosannas  sung; 
Let  gladness  dwell  in  every  heart, 
And  praise  on  every  tongue. 

6  Ten  thousand  joyful  lips  shall  join    _  " ""'' 

To  hail  this  welcome  morti,- 
Which  scatters  blessings  from  its  wings 
'On  nations  yet  unborn. 


WOBSHIP  0?  THE  OHUBCH« 
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ANOTHEE  six  days'  work  is  done. 
Another  Sabbath  Is  begun  ; 
Eetum,  my  soul,  enjoy  thy  rest. 
Improve  the  day  thy  God  has  blessed. 

Z  Come,  bless  the  Lord,  whose  love  assig^i^  ^ 
So  sweet  a  rest  to  wearied  minds ; 
Provides,  an  antepast  of  heaven. 
And  gives  this  day  the  food  of  seven, 

3  0  that  our  thoughts  and  thanks  may  rise, 
As  grateful  incense,  to  the  skie^ ; 

And  draw  from  heaven  that  sweet  repose 
Which  none,  but  him  that  feel^  it,  knows. 

4  This  heavenly  calm  within  the  breast 
Is  the  dear  pledge  of  glorious  rest. 

Which  for  the  church  of  God  remains, 
The  end  of  cares,  the  end  of  pains. 

5  With  joy,  great  God,  Thy  works  we  view, 
In  various  scenes,  both  old  and  new ; 

With  praise  we  think  on  mercies  past, 
With  hope  we  future  pleasures  taste. 

6  In  holy  duties  let  the  day. 
In  holy  pleasures  pass  away ; 

How  sweet  a  Sabbath  thtis  to  spend. 
In  hope  of  one  that  ne'er  shall  end ! 

J.  STENNETT. 
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XT  AIL  I  sacred  day  of  earthly  rest, 
•^•*-    Prom  toil  and  trouble  free ; 
HaU !  day  of  light,  that  bringest  light 
And  joy  to  TCL^. 


THE  LOED'S  day. 

2  A  holy  stillness,  breathing  calm         } 

On  all  the  world  around, 
Uplifts  my  sotd,  O  God,  to  Thee, 
Where  rest  is  found. 

3  No  sound  of  jarring  strife  ig  heard,    » 

As  weekly  labours  cease ; 
No  voice,  but  those  that  gladly  sing 
Glad  songs  of  peace. 

4  All  earthly  things  appear  to  fadq. 

As,  rising  high  and  higher,  _ 
The  yearning  voices  strive  to  join 
The  heavenly  choir. 

5  Accept,  0  God,  my  hymn  of  praise 

That  Thou  this  day  hast  given. 
Bright  foretaste  of  that  encUess  day 
Of  rest  in  heaven. 

G.  THRING. 

>69  78.7877. 

LIGHT  of  light,  enlighteii  me. 
Now  anew  the  day  is  dawning  j 
Sun  of  grace,  the  shadows  flee. 
Brighten  Thou  my  Sabbath  morning  ; 
With  Thy  joyous  sunshine  blest, 
Happy  is  my  day  of  rest ! 

2  Fount  of  all  oui?  joy  and  peace, . 

To  Thy  living  waters  lead  me;      '.  ] 
Thou  from  earth  my  soul  release,' 

And  with  grace  and  mercy  feed  pae  ; 
Bless  Thy  word  that  it  may  prove 
Eich  in  fruits  that  Thou  dost  love. 

3  Kindle  Thou  the  sacrifice 

That  upon  Hiy  lips  is  lying  *,    ■ 


WORSHIP  OF  THE  CHURCH. 

Clear  ihe  shadows  from  mine  eyes. 
That,  from  every  error  flying. 
No  strange  fire  may  in  me  glow 
Which  Thine  altar  doth  not  know. 

4  Let  me  with  my  heart  to-day, 

'  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,'  singing. 
Rapt,  awhile  from  earth  away, 
All  my  soul  to  Thee  up-springing, 
Have  a  foretaste  inly  given 
How  they  worship  Thee  in  heaven. 

5  Rest  in  me  and  I  in  Thee ; 

Build  a  Paradise  within  me ; 
O  reveal  Thyself  to  me, 

Blessed  love  who  dieiist  to  win  me ; 
Fed  from  Thine  exhaustless  urn, 
Pure  and  bright  my  lamp  shall  burn. 

6  Hence  all  care,  all  vanity, 

For  the  day  to  God  is  holy ; 
Come,  Thou  glorious  Majesty  ! 
Deign  to  fill  this  temple  lowly ; 
Naught  to-day  my  soul  shall  move. 
Simply  resting  in  Thy  love. 

B.  SCHMOLCK,  trans,  c.  winkworth. 
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ODAY  of  rest  and  gladness ! 
0  day  of  joy  and  light ! 
O  balm  of  care  and  sadness  ! 

Most  beautiful,  most  bright ; 
On  Thee  the  high  and  lowly. 

Through  ages  joined  in  tune, 
Sing*  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,' 
To  th^  great  Go^  \,to3C£v^. 


THE  lord's  day. 

2  On  Thee,  at  the  creation, 

The  light  first  had  its  birth ; 
On  Thee,  for  our  salvation, 

Christ  rose  from  depths  of  earth ; 
On  Thee,  our  Lord  victorious. 

The  Spirit  sent  from  heaven  ; 
And  thus  on  Thee  most  glorious 

A  triple  light  was  given. 

• 

3  Thou  art  a  port  protected 

From  storms  that  round  us  rise ; 
A  garden  intersected 

With  streams  of  Paradise ; 
Thou  art  a  cooling  fountain 

In  life's  dry  dreary  sand ; 
From  Thee,  like  Pisgah's  mountain, 

We  view  our  Promised  Land. 

4  To-day  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls ; 
To  holy  convocations 

The  silver  trumpet  calls. 
Where  Gospel  light  is  glowing 

With  pure  and  radiant  beams ; 
And  living  water  flowing 

With  soul-refreshing  streams. 

5  May  we,  new  graces  gaining 

From  this  our  day  of  rest, 
Attain  the  rest  remaining 

To  spirits  of  the  blest ; 
And  there  our  voice  upraising 

With  all  the  heavenly  host. 
Sing  praise  to  God  the  Father, 

The  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 
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SWEET  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 
To  praise  Thy  name,  give  thanks,  and  sing; 
To  show  Thy  love  by  merging  lights 
And  talk  of  all  Thy  truth  at  night. 

2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  saered  rest, 

No  mortal  care  shall  seize  my  breast ; 
0  may  my  heart  jn  tune  be  found, 
like  David's  harp,  of  solemn  sound ! 

3  My  heart  shall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 
And  bless  His  works,  and  bless  His  word ; 

Thy  works  of  grace,  how  bright  tiiey  shine! 
How  deep  Thy  counsels !  how  divine ! 

4  But  0 !  what  triumphs  shall  I  ^aise 

To  Thy  dear  name  through  endless  days, 
When  in  the  realms  of  joy  I  see 
Thy  face  in  f uU  felicity ! 

5  Sin,  my  worst  enemy  before. 

Shall  vex  my  eyes  and  ears  no  more ; 
My  inward  foes  shall  all  be  slain, 
Nor  Satan  break  my  peace  again. 

6  Then  shall  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know 
All  I  desired  or  wished  below ; 

And  every  power  find  sweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy  ! 

WATTS. 
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rriHE  dawn  of  God's  dear  Sabbath 
^     Breaks  o'er  the  earth  again, 
As  some  sweet  summer  morning 

After  a  night  of  pain. 
It  comes  as  cooling  showers     . 

To  some  eiic\iaTi\j^^\^xv^, 


0 


As  shade  of  clustered  palm-treesi 
'Mid  weary  waste  of  sand. 

2  O  day,  when  earthly  sorrow 

is  merged  in  heavenly  joy !    . 
And  trial  changed  to  t)lessmg 
•    Tliat  foes  may  not  destroy ; 
Whea  want  is  turned  to  fulness, 

And  weariness  to  rest, 
And  pain  to  wondrous  rapture, 

Upon  the  Saviour's  breast ! 

3  Lord,  we  would  bring  for  offering, — 

Though  marred  with  earthly,  soil,-r- 
A  week  of  earnest  labour, 

Of  steady,  faithful,  toil ; 
Fair  fruits  of  self-denial, 

Of  strong,  deep  love  to  Thee, 
Fostered  by  Thine  own  Spirit, 

In  our  humilitv, 

4  And  we  would  bring  our  burden 

Of  sinful  thought  and  deed. 
In  Thy  pure  presence  kneelinig, 

From  bondage  to  be  freed ; 
Our  heart's  most  bitter  sorrow 

For  all  Thy  work  undone ; 
So  many  talents  wasted, 

So  few  bright  laurels  won ! 

5  May  we  in  joy  and  gladness, 

Eoach  Thy  dear  home  at  last; 
men  %'g  phort  week  of  sorroV 

And  Qin  and  strife  is  past ; 
When  angei-hands  have  gathered 

The  f ah*,  ripe  fruit  for  Thee, 
O  Father,  Lorn,  Redeemer, 

Most  Holy  Trinity !  | 
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THIS  day,  at  Thy  creating  word. 
First  o'er  the  earth  the  light  was  poured  : 
O  Lord,  this  day  upon  us  shine, 
And  fill  our  souls  with  light  divine. 

2  This  day  the  Lord,  for  sinners  slain. 
In  might  victorious  rose  again : 

O  Jesus,  may  we  raised  be 
From  death  of  sin  to  life  in  Thee. 

3  This  day  the  Holy  Spirit  came 
With  fiery  tongues  of  cloven  flame : 

O  Spirit,  fill  our  hearts  this  day 
With  grace  to  hear,  and  grace  to  pray. 

4  0  day  of  light  and  life  and  grace ! 
From  earthly  toils  sweet  resting-place ! 

Thy  hallowed  hours,  best  gift  of  love, 
Give  we  again  to  God  above  ! 

5  All  praise  to  God  the  Father  be. 
All  praise,  Eternal  Son,  to  Thee, 

Whom  with  the  Spirit  we  adore 
For  ever  and  for  evermore. 

w.  W.  HOW. 
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rrniS  is  the  day  of  Light ! 
-*■     Let  there  be  light  to-day ! 
O  Dayspring,  rise  upon  our  night. 
And  chase  its  gloom  away. 

This  is  the  day  of  Kest ! 
Our  failing  strength  renew ; 
Oil  weary  brain  and  troubled  breast 
Shed  T\\ou  Tcv^  iY^^\i^Ydn^  dew. 


THE  lord's  day. 

3  This  is  the  day  of  Veace  ! 
Thy  Peace  our  spirits  fill ! 

Bid  Thou  the  blasts  of  discord  cease  ; 
This  waves  of  strife  be  stilL 

4  This  is  the  day  of  Prayer ! 

Let  earth  to  heaven  draw  near ; 
Lift  up  our  hearts  to  seek  Thee  there, 
Come  down  to  meet  us  here. 

5  This  is  the  First  of  days ! 

Send  forth  Thy  quickening  breath, 
And  wake  dead  souls  to  love  and  praise, 
0'  Vanquisher  of  Death ! 

J.  ELLEBTOir. 
^Q  L.M. 

THOU  glorious  Sun  of  Righteousness, 
On  this  day  risen  to  set  no  more, 
Shine  on  us  now  to  heal,  to  bless, 
With  brighter  beams  than  e'er  before. 

Shine  on  Thy  work  of  grace  within, 
On  each  celestial  blossom  there ; 

Destroy  each  bitter  root  of  sin. 
And  make  Thy  garden  fresh  and  fair, 

Shine  on  those  unseen  things,  displayed 

To  faith's  far  penetrating  eye ; 
And  let  their  splendour  cast  a  shade 

On  every  earthly  vanity. 

Shine  in  the  hearts  of  those  most  dear. 
Disperse  each  cloud  'twixt  them  and  Thee : 

Their  glorious  heavenward  prospects  clear; 
*  Light  in  Thy  ligM'  0  let  them  see ! 

Shine,  till  Thy  glorious  beams  shall  chase 
The  blinding  film  from  every  eye  \ 
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Till  every  earthly  dwelling-place 
Shall  hail  the  Dayspiing  from  on  higL 

6  Shine  on,  shine  on,  Eternal  Son  I ' 
Pour  richer  floods  of  life  and  light, 
Till  that  bright  Sabbath  be  began, 
That  glorious  day  whick  knows  no  nigbt ! 

d.  ELLIOTT. 
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pOME,  ye.  disconsolate,  where'er  ye  languish, 
^    Come,  at  the  throne  of  God  fervently  kneel} 
Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  t^  yoir 
anguish  ; 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  oaimot  heaL 

2  Here  dwells  the  Father!    love's  waters  are 

streaming 
Forth  from  the  throne  of  God,  plenteous  and 

pure; 
Come  to  His  temple  for  mercy  redeeming; 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  He  cannot  cure. 

3  Here  waits  the  Saviour !  all  gentle  and  loving, 

Eeady  to  meet  us,  His  grace  to  reveal ; 
On  Him  cast  the  burden,  trustfully  coming ; 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Christ  cannot  heal. 

4  Here   speaks  the    Comforter!    Light  of  the 

straying ; 
Hope  of  the  penitent ;  Advocate  sure ; 
Joy  of  the  desolate ;  tenderly  saying, 
'  Earth  has  no  sorrow  My  grace  cannot  cure ! ' 
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YE  children  of  the  !Father, 
For  whom  the  Son  did  die, 
Close,  close  around  Him  gather ; 

Te  cannot  come  too  nigh. 
Draw  near,  by  Him  invited, 

Made  bold  by  His  own  might, 
By  His  own  smile  delighted, 
With  His  own  presence  bright. 

2  Throw  every  power  and  passion 

Into  each  song,  each  prayer ; 
Bring  a  free,  full  oblation ! 

Let  all  your  strength  be  there ! 
With  utmost  rapture  greet  Him  \ 

Your  inmodt  souls  outpour  1 
Spirit  to  spirit  meet  Him ; 

Within  the  reil  adore  I 

'.  ,■ .  . . 

3  Thou  openest.  Lord !  we  enter ; 

Thou  caUest ;  lo !  we  come. 
Within  the  veil  we  venture, 

.And  find  our  Lord  at  home. 
Here,'  nigh  to  Thee,  we  tarry ;  .  ' 

Here,  clo^e  we  Wflit  on  Thee, 
And  wheli  we  go  to  glory, 

'Twill  be  Thy  face  to  see. 

T.  H.  GILL. 
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GLAD  wfts  liiy  heart  to  hear 
My  6ld  companions  sayj 
*  Come,  ih  the  house  of  God  appear^ 
For  'tis  a  holy  d^y/ 
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2  Our  willing  feet  shall  stand 
Within  the  temple  door ; 

While  young  and  old,  in  many  a  band, 
Shall  throng  the  sacred  floor. 

3  Pray  for  Jerusalem, 
The  city  of  our  God : 

The  Lord  from  heaven  be  kind  to  them 
That  love  the  dear  abode. 

4  Within  these  walls  may  peace 
And  harmony  be  found ; 

Zion,  in  all  thy  palaces, 
Prosperity  abound ! 

5  For  friends  and  brethren  dear 
Our  prayers  shall  never  cease; 

Oft  as  they  meet  for  worship  here, 
God  send  His  people  peace ! 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 
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How  lovely  are  Thy  dwellings.  Lord, 
From  noise  and  trouble  free ! 
How  beautiful  the  sweet  accord 
Of  souls  that  pray  to  Thee  ! 

2  They  pass  refreshed  the  thirsty  vale. 

The  dry  and  barren  ground, 
As  through  a  verdant,  fruitful  dale. 
Where  springs  and  showers  abound. 

3  They  journey  on  from  strength  to  strength, 

With  joy  and  gladsome  cheer ; 
Till  all  before  our  God  at  length 
Zion  do  oji^^^ix. 


THE  JOY  OF  CHRISTIAN  WORSHIP. 

4  For  God  the  Lord,  both  sun  and  shield, 
Gives  grace  and  glory  bright : 
No  good  from  them  shall  be  withheld, 
Whose  ways  are  just  and  right. 


MILTOX. 
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HOW  pleased  and  blest  was  I 
To  hear  the  people  cry — 
*  Come,  let  us  seek  our  God  to-day ! ' 
Yes,  with  a  cheerful  zeal, 
We  haste  to  Sion*s  hill, 
And  there  our  vows  and  honours  pay. 

Sion,  thrice  happy  place ! 

Adorned  with  wondrous  grace, 
And  walls  of  strength  embrace  thee  round ; 

In  thee  our  tribes  appear, 

To  pray  and  praise  and  hear 
The  sacred  Gospel's  joyful  sound. 

May  peace  attend  thy  gate. 

And  joy  within  thee  wait. 
To  bless  the  soul  of  every  guest ! 

The  man  that  seeks  thy  peace. 

And  wishes  thine  increase, 
A  thousand  blessings  on  him  rest ! 

My  tongue  repeats  her  vows, 

*  Peace  to  this  sacred  house ! ' 
For  there  my  friends  and  kindred  dwells 

And  since  my  glorious  God 

Makes  thee  His  blest  abode, 
My  soul  shall  ever  love  thee  well. 

2  U 
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OGOD  of  hosts,  the  mighty  Lord, 
How  lovely  is  the  place 
Where  Thou,  enthroned  in  glory,  shoVst 
The  brightness  of  Thy  face ! 

2  My  longing  soul  faints  with  desire 

To  view  Thy  blest  abode ; 
My  panting  heart  and  flesh  cry  out  ' 
For  Thee,  the  living  Grod. 

3  For  in  Thy  courts  one  single  day 

'Tis  better  to  attend, 
Than,  Lord,  in  any  place  besides 
A  thousand  days  to  spend. 

4  0  Lord  of  hosts,  my  King  and  God, 

How  highly  blest  are  they 
Who  in  Thy  temple  always  dwell. 

And  there  Thy  praise  display  I 

5  To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  we  adore, 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  be  evermore ! 

TATE  and  BBADY. 
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PLEASANT  are  Tliy  courts  above, 
In  the  land  of  light  and  love ; 
Pleasant  are  Thy  courts  below. 
In  this  land  of  sin  and  woe. 
O !  my  spirit  longs  and  faints 
For  the  converse  of  Thy  saints, 

For  the  brightness  of  Thy  face, 
.  Sing  of  glory,  God  of  grace. 
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2  Happy  birds  ihat  sing  and  fly 
Bound  Thine  altars^  0  Most  High ! 

Happier  souls  that  find  a  rest 

In  their  heavenly  Father's  breast : 
Like  the  wandering  dove  that  found 
No  repose  on  earth  around, 

They  can  to  their  ark  repair, 

And  enjoy  it  ever  there. 

3  Happy  souls !  their  praises  flow 
Even  in  this  vale  of  woe  : 

Waters  in  the  desert  rise, 

Manna  feeds  them  from  the  skies : 
On  they  go  from  strength  to  strength 
Till  they  reach  Thy  throne  at  length. 

At.  Thy  feet  adoring  fall 

Who  hast  led  them  safe  through  all. 

4  Lord,  be  mine  this  prize  to  win ; 
Guide  me  through  a  world  of  sin  : 

Keep  me  by  Thy  saving  grace ; 

Give  me  at  Thy  side  a  place : 
Sun  and  shield  alike  Thou  art ; 
Guide  and  guard  my  erring  heart ; 

Grace  and  glory  flow  from  Thee, 

Shower,  0  shower  them,  Lord,  on  me ! 

H.  F.  LYTE. 

183  874 

B EIGHT  Thy  presence  when  it  breaketh, 
Lord,  on  some  rapt  soul  apart ; 
Sweet  Thy  Spirit  when  it  speaketh 
Peace  unto  some  lonely  heart; 

Blest  the  raptures 
From  unaided  lips  that  start. 

2  Birfc  Hiore  bright  Thy  presence  dweUeth 
In  a  waiting,  burning  throng ; 
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Yet  more  sweet  the  rapture  swelleth 
Of  a  many-voicid  song: 

More  divinely 
Glows  each  soid  glad  sonls  among. 

3  What  a  mighty  prayer  love  bringeth, 

When  true  hearts  together  yearn ! 
What  a  fragrant  fire  upspringeth, 
When  glad  lips  together  burn ! 

Bright  their  journey. 
Heavenward  who  together  turn. 

4  Kot  alone  each  angel  waiteth ;  - 

Not  apart  each  seraph  sings ; 
Lo !  the  heavenly  host  dilatetb. 
Circling  bright  the  King  of  kings : 

List !  the  rapture 
From  ten  thousand  voices  rings. 

5  With  that  radiant  throng  supernal, 

Grant  me,  Lord,  to  shine  for  Thee ; 
With  that  harmony  eternal, 
Blend  my  song  eternally. 

Let  me  love  Thee 
Dearer  still  in  company ! 

T,  H.  GILL 
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TTIS  sweet,  0  God,  to  sing  Thy  praise 
■*•     Till  all  our  spirits  glow ; 
And  we  can  almost  seem  to  raise 

The  notes  of  heaven  below. 
Hearts  all  on  fire,  and  feelings  strong, 
And  souls  all  melting  in  our  song. 

Z  But,  0  I  if  songs  like  these  are  sweet, 
Far  s^eetet  X\io^^  xoxvit  he 


BLESSINGS  SOUGHT. 

Wliere  all  Thy  ransomed  ones  shall  meet 

From  sin  and  sorrow  free ; 
Where  nought  of  discord  can  intrude 
To  mar  that  mighty  multitude.  *. 

3  How  vast  that  heavenly  temple  is  ! 

How  ravishing  the  song  ! 
O  how  unspeakable  the  bliss 

Of  that  exulting  throng ! 
Swelling,  for  evermore,  the  strain 
Of  praise  to  Him  who  once  was  slain. 

4  Ours,  Saviour,  may  these  raptures  be. 

When  earthly  joys  are  past; 
And  having  lived  on  earth  to  Thee, 

May  we  exchange  at  last 
This  house — these  hours  of  praise  and  prayer. 
For  holier,  happier  worship  there. 

T.  R,  TAYLOR. 
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T  even,  ere  the  sun  was  set. 


The  sick,  0  Lord,  around  Thee  lay ; 
O !  in  what  divers  pains  they  met ; 
0 1  with  what  joy  they  went  away ! 

2  Once  more  'tis  eventide,  and  we 

Oppressed  with  various  ills  draw  near : 
What  if  Thy  form  we  cannot  see  ? 
We  know  and  feel  that  Thou  art  here. 

3  0  Saviour  Christ,  our  woes  dispel ; 

For  some  are  sick,  and  some  are  sad ; 
And  somehave  never  loved  Thee  well. 
And  some  have  lost  the  love  they  Vi^k-Si  \ 


Yet  from  the  world  they  break  not 
And  some  have  friends  who  give  fhen 
Yet  have  not  sou^t  a  friend  in  The 

6  0  Saviour  Christ,  Thou  too  art  Man ; 

Thou  hast  been  troubled,  tempted,  t 

Thy  kind  but  searching  glance  can  scs 

The  very  wounds  that  shame  would 

7  Thy  touch  has  still  its  ancient  power; 

No  word  from  Thee  can  fruiUess  &] 
Hear,  in  thid  solemn  evening  hour. 
And  in  Thy  mercy  heal  us  all. 

•   H.  TW 
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BEFORE  Thy  mercy-seat,  O  T^r^ 
Behold  Thy  servants  stand. 
To  ask  the  knowledge  of  Thy  word, 
The  guidance  of  Thy  hand.- 

2  Let  Thy  eternal  truths,  we  pray, 
Dwell  richly  in  each  heart ; 
That  from  the  safe  and  narrow  wav 


BLEBSINOS  SOUGHT. 

And  lei  the  thought  of  joys  above 
Our  inmost  souls  engage. 

5  Thus,  while  Thj  word  our  footsteps  guides, 
O  may  we  safely  go 
To  those  fair  realms  where  love  provides 
A  final  rest  from  woe  I 

W.  H.  BATHURST. 

Of  ^'^' 

COMMAKD  Thy  blessing  from  above, 
O  God,  on  aU  assembled  here ; 
Behold  us  with  a  Father's  love, 
•  While  we  look  up  with  filial  fear. 

2  Command  Thy  blessing,  Jesus,  Lord ; 

May  we  Thy  true  disciples  be ! 
Speak  to  each  heart  the  mighty  .word ; 
Say  to  the  weakest, '  Follow  MeJ 

3  .Command "Thy  blessing  in  this  hour. 

Spirit  of  truth,  and  fill  this  place 
With  wounding  and  with  healing  power, 
With  quickening  and  confirming  graoe, 

4  With  Thee  and  Thine  for  ever  foimd, 

Ma^  all  the  souls  who  here  unite. 
With  Karps  and  songs  Thy  throne  surround, 
.    Best  in  Thy  love,  and  reign  in  light. 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 
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IN  Thy  presence  we  appear : 
Lord,  we  love  to  Worship  here, 
When,  within  the  veil,  we  meet 
Thee  upon  Thy  mercy-seat. 

2  While  Thy  glorious  name  is  sung. 
Touch  our  lips^  unloose  oux  tongas*. 


WOBSHIP  OF  THE  CHUBCH. 

Then  our  joyful  souls  shall  bless 
Thee  the  Lord  our  Bighteousness. 

3  While  to  Thee  our  prayers  ascend. 
Let  Thine  ear  in  love  attend 

Hear  us,  for  Thy  Spirit  pleads : 
Hear,  for  Jesus  intercedes. 

4  While  Thy  word  is  heard  with  awe, 
And  we  tremble  at  Thy  law, 

Let  Thy  Gospel's  wondrous  love 
Every  doubt  and  fear  remove, 

5  While  Thy  ministers  proclaim 
Peace  and  pardon  through  Thy  name, 

In  their  voices  let  us  own 
Jesus  speaking  from  the  throne, 

6  From  Thy  house  when  we  return, 
Let  our  hearts  within  us  bum ; 

That  at  evening  we  may  say, 

'  We  have  walked  with  God  to-day. 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 
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JESUS,  assembled  in  Thy  name. 
Thy  promise  at  Thy  hand  we  claim ! 
We  do  believe ;  0  let  us  see 
Great  signs  and  wonders  wrought  by  Thee. 

2  Now  let  Thy  mighty  power  be  known ; 
Now  break  or  melt  these  hearts  of  stone. 

We  do  believe :  shall  we  not  see 

New  signs  and  wonders  wrought  by  Thee  ? 

3  Claim  now  the  souls  whom  Thou  hast  bought; 
Fetch  home  the  wanderers  Thou  hast  sought ; 

See,  Lord,  we  bring  our  sick  to  Thee : 
Let  this  the  \vo\rc  oi  TEi«te»^  \s^. 


BLESSINGS  SOUGHT, 

4  0  loving  Saviour,  mighty  Lord ! 
We  rest  on  Thine  all-faithful  word ; 
We  do  believe :  and  we  shall  see 
Yet  greater  wonders  wrought  by  Thee. 

ryle's  collection. 


690 


7s. 


T  ORD,  we  come  before  Thee  now : 
^    At  Thy  feet  we  humbly  bow, 
0  do  not  our  suit  disdain : 
Shall  we  seek  Thee,  Lord,  in  vain  ? 

2  Lord,  on  Thee  our  souls  depend : 
In  compassion  now  descend ; 

Fill  our  hearts  with  Thy  rich  grace ; 
Tune  our  lips  to  sing  Thy  praise. 

3  In  Thine  own  appointed  way, 
Now  we  seek  Thee ;  here  we  stay : 

Lord,  from  hence  we  would  not  go, 
Till  a  blessing  Thou  bestow. 

4  Send  some  message  from  Thy  word. 
That  may  joy  and  peace  afiford : 

Let  Thy  Spirit  now  impart 
Full  salvation  to  each  heart. 

5  Comfort  those  who  weep  and  mourn ; 
Let  the  time  of  joy  return ; 

Those  that  are  cast  down  lift  up : 
Make  them  strong  in  faith  and  hope. 

6  Grant  that  all  may  seek  and  find 
Thee  a  God  supremely  kind ; 

Heal  the  sick ;  the  captive  free : 
Let  us  all  rejoice  in  Thee. 
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OGOD  of  our  forefathers !  hear, 
And  make  Thy  faithful  mercies  known: 
To  Thee,  through  Jesus,  we  draw  near. 

Thy  suffering,  well-beloved  Son, 
In  whom  Thou  art  well-pleased  that  we 
Thy  smiling  face  should  ever  see, 

2  With  solemn  faith  we  offer  up. 

And  spread  before  Thy  glorious  eyes, 
That  only  ground  of  all  our  hope, 

That  precious,  bleeding  sacrifice. 
Which  brings  Thy  grace  on  sinners  down, 
And  perfects  all  our  souls  in  one. 

3  Acceptance  through  His  only  name. 

Forgiveness  in  His  blood,  we  have  ; 
But  more  abundant  life  we  claim 

Through  Him,  who  died  our  souls  to  save, 
To  sanctify  us  by  His  blood, 
And  fill  us  with  the  life  of  God. 

4  Father,  behold  Thy  dying  Son ! 

And  hear  the  blood  that  speaks  above ; 
In  us  be  all  Thy  graces  shown, 

Peace,  righteousness,  and  joy,  and  love ; 
Tliy  kingdom  come  to  every  heart, 
And  all  Thou  hast,  and  all  Thou  art ! 

WESLEY* 
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0    5P^'  *^®  *^®  and  only  light, 

A  A^^^  *^^  ^^^  *^a^  ^^^  ^  ^^S^^> 
'   ^ «  I^^  ^^^^  '^^^^^  Tl^y  sheltering  care, 
yXf  find  ttLftii  \A^?>\.  x^^^m-^XA.QvvXki^^. 
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2  Illumine  those  who  blindly  roam, 
O  call  the  wanderer  kindly  home  ; 

The  hearts  astray  that  union  crave, 
And  those  in  doubt  confirm  and  save. 

3  O  that  the  deaf  may  hear  Thy  voice. 
The  dumb  to  speak  of  Thee  rejoice ; 

The  thankless  heart  its  silence  break, 
And,  taught  by  Thee,  confession  make. 

4  Those  who  in  error  wander  wide. 

Let  Thy  bright  beams  of  mercy  guide ; 
Whom  sin  hath  bruised  and  wounded,  heal, 
To  all  the  hope  of  glory  seal, 

5  So,  they  who  sing  Thy  praise  above 
With  us  shall  join  in  bonds  of  love ; 

And  Thee  for  all  Thy  grace  adore, 
On  earth,  in  heaven,  for  evermore. 

HEERMAN,  tvans,  W.  BALL. 
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ABIDE  with  me,  fast  falls  the  eventide ;  ^ , 
The  darkness  deepens:  Lord,  with  me  abide; 
When  other  helpers  fail,  and  comforts  flee, 
Helj)  of  the  helpless,  0  abide  with  me ! 

2  Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  day ; 
Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away ; 

Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see : 
O  Thou  who  changest  not,  abide  with  me ! 

3  Not  a  brief  glance  I  beg,  a  passing  word. 

But  as  Thou  dwell'st  with  Thy  disciples.  Lord—  A 
Familiar,  condescending,  patient,  free,  1 

ComB  not  to  sqfoum,  but  abide  m\\i  tdl^X 
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4  Come  not  in  terrors,  as  the  King  of  kings. 
But  kind  and  good,  with  healing  in  Thy  wings; 

Tears  for  all  woes,  a  heart  for  every  plea ; 
Come,  Friend  of  sinners,  thus  abide  with  me ! 

5  I  need  Thy  presence  every  passing  hour, — 
What  but  Thy  grace  can  foil  the   tempter's 

power  ? 
Who  like  Thyself  my  guide  and  stay  can  be  ? 
Through  cloud  and  sunshine,  0  abide  with  me! 

6  I  fear  no  foe,  with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless : 
lib  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness. 

Where  is  death's  sting  ?    where,  grave,  thy 

victory  ? 
I  triumph  still,  if  Thou  abide  with  me. 

7  Reveal  Thyself  before  my  closing  eyes. 
Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to  the 

skies : 
Heaven's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain 

shadows  flee ; 
In  life  and  death,  0  Lord,  abide  with  me ! 

H.  F.  LYTE. 
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A  S  the  sun's  enlivening  eye 
-^    Shines  on  every  place  the  same ; 
So  the  Lord  is  always  nigh 
To  the  souls  that  love  His  name. 

2  When  they  move  at  duty's  call. 

He  is  with  them  by  the  way : 
He  is  ever  with  them  all, 
Those  who  go,  and  those  who  stay. 

3  From  His  holy  mercy-seat 
Nothing  can.  ttvevi  ^oviX^  ^Q>x&w?i\ 
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Still  in  spirit  they  may  meet, 
Still  in  sweet  communion  join. 

4  F6r  a  season  called  to  part, 

Let  us  then  ourselves  commend 
To  the  gracious  eye  and  heart 
Of  our  ever-present  Friend. 

5  Jesus !  hear  our  humble  prayer ! 

Tender  Shepherd  of  Thy  sheep  ! 
Let  Thy  mercy  and  Thy  care 
All  our  souls  in  safety  keep ! 

6  In  Thy  strength  may  we  be  strong  : 

Sweeten  every  cross  and  pain  : 
Give  us,  if  we  live,  ere  long 
Here  to  meet  in  peace  again. 

NEWTON. 
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COME,  Christian  brethren,  ere  we  part, 
Join  every  voice  and  every  heart ; 
One  solemn  hymn  to  God  we  raise. 
One  final  song  of  grateful  praise. 

Christians !  we  here  may  meet  no  more, 
But  there  is  yet  a  happier  shore ; 

And  there,  released  from  toil  and  pain. 
Brethren,  we  all  shall  meet  again. 

H.  K.  WHITE. 
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pOME,  dearest  Lord,  descend  and  dwell 
^     By  faith  and  love  in  every  breast ; 
Then  shall  we  know,  and  taste,  and  feel^ 
The  joys  that  cannot  be  expt^^Y*. 


WORSHIP  OF  THE  CHT7ECH. 

2  Come,  fill  our  hearts  with  inward  strength ; 

Make  our  enlarge  souls  possess^ 
And  learn  the  height  and  breadth  and  length 
Of  Thine  unmeasurahle  grace. 

3  Now  to  the  God,  whose  power  can  do 

More  than  our  thoughts  or  wishes  know, 
Be  everlasting  honours  done 
By  all  the  church,  through  Christ  His  Son. 

WATTS. 
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NTEE  our  hearts,  Eedeemer  blest ! 
Enter,  Thou  ever-honoured  guest; 
Not  for  one  transient  hour  alone, 
But  there  to  fix  Thy  lasting  throne. 

Own  this  mean  dwelUng  as  Thy  home, 
And  when  our  life's  last  hour  is  come, 
Let  us  but  die  as  in  Thy  sight, 
And  death  shall  vanisli  in  delight. 


698 


DODDRmCK. 

7s.  double. 


HOLY  Father  !  whom  we  praise 
With  imperfect  accents  here ; 
Ancient  of  eternal  days, 

Lord  of  heaven,  and  earth,  and  air ; 
Stooping  from  amid  the  blaze 

Of  the  flaming  seraphim ; 
Hear  and  help  us  while  we  raise 
This  our  Sabbath  evening  hymn. 

We  have  trod  Thy  temple,  Lord ; 

We  have  joined  the  public  praise ; 
We  have  heard  Thy  holy  word ; 

We  have  ao\x^\*TK^V<^«:^^\i^  ^jrace : 
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All  Thy  goodness  we  record ; 

All  our  powers  to  Thee  we  brmg7*.y  \ 
Let  Thy  faithfulness  afford 

Now  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 

3  We  have  seen  Thy  dying  love—* 

Jesus !  once  for  sinners  slain ; 
We  will  follow  Thee  above ; 

We,  like  Thee,  would  rise  and  reign. 
Let  revolving  Sabbaths  prove 

Seasons  of  delight  in  Thee  : 
Let  Thy  presence,  holy  Dove, 

Fit  us  for  eternity.  ]  (  >  V 

T,  BINNEY. 
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10ED,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing. 
Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  andpeace : 
Let  us  each.  Thy  love  possessing. 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace : 
0  refresh  us  I 
Travelling  through  this  wilderness. 

2  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration, 

For  Thy  gospel's  joyful  sound  ; 
May  the  fruits  of  Thy  salvation 

In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound  : 

May  Thy  presence  ■    # ";  '*  * 

With  us  evermore  be  found !         -'  "-    ^ 

3  So,  whene'er  the  signal's  given ' 

Us  from  earth  to  call  away ; 
Borne  on  angels'  wings  to  heaven, 

Glad  the  summons  to  obey,  • 
May  we  ready 
Bise  and  reign  in  endless  day  1    . 
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MAY  the  grace  of  Christ  our  Saviour, 
And  the  Father's  boundless  love, 
With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favour. 
Rest  upon  us  from  above. 

Thus  may  we  abide  in  union 
With  each  other  and  the  Lord ; 

And  possess,  in  sweet  communion, 
Joys  which  earth  cannot  afford. 

J.  NEWTON. 
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Now  may  He,  who  from  the  dead 
Brought  the  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 
Jesus  Christ,  our  King  and  Head, — 
All  our  souls  in  safety  keep. 

2  May  He  teach  us  to  fulfil 

What  is  pleasing  in  His  sight : 
Perfect  us  in  all  His  will. 

And  preserve  us  day  and  night. 

3  To  that  dear  Eedeemer's  praise, 

Who  the  covenant  sealed  with  blood, 
Let  our  hearts  and  voices  raise 
Loud  thanksgivings  to  our  God. 

J.  NEWTON. 
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\VR  day  of  praise  is  done : 
The  evening  shadows  fall ; 
But  pass  not  from  us  with  the  sun, 
True  Light  that  lightenest  all ! 

2       Around  the  throne  on  high. 
Where  night  can  never  be, 
.  The  white-robed  harpers  of  the  sky 

IL  Bring  ceaafe\^^^  \y^mu^  \ici  TVx^q, 


CLOSE  OF  SERVICE. 

3  Too  faint  our  anthems  here ; 
Too  soon  of  praise  we  tire ; 

But,  0  the  strains,  how  full  and  clear, 
Of  that  eternal  choir ! 

4  Yet,  Lord,  to  Thy  dear  will. 
If  Thou  attune  the  heart, 

We  in  Thine  angels'  music  still 
May  bear  our  lower  part. 

5  'Tis  Thine  each  soul  to  calm, 
Each  wayward  thought  reclaim. 

And  make  our  daily  life  a  psalm 
Of  glory  to  Thy  name. 

6  A  little  while,  and  then 
Shall  come  the  glorious  end ; 

And  songs  of  angels  and  of  men 
In  perfect  praise  shall  blend. 

J.  ELLERTON. 
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PAET  in  peace — Christ's  life  was  peace ; 
Let  us  live  our  life  in  Him : 
Part  in  peace — Christ*s  death  was  peace : 

Let  us  die  our  death  in  Him. 
Part  in  peace — Christ  promise  gave 

Of  a  life  beyond  the  grave. 
Where  all  mortal  partings  cease ; 
Holy  brethren,  part  in  peace ! 

S.  F.  ADAMS. 

04  ics. 

SAVIOUR,  again  to  Thy  dear  name  we  raise 
With  one  accord  our  parting  hymn  of  praise: 
We  stand  to  bless  Thee  ere  our  worship  cease ; 
Then^  lowly  kneeling,  wait  Thy  n^otA  ol  ^^^<ci%. 

2  N 


WORSHIP  OF  THE  CHURCH. 

2  Grant  us  Thy  peace  upon  our  homeward  way; 
With  Thee  began,  with  Thee  shall  end,  the  day ; 

Guard  Thou  the  lips  from  sin,  the  hearts  from 

shame, 
That  in  this  house  have  called  upon  Thy  name. 

3  Grant  us  Thy  peace,  Lord,  through  the  coming 

night. 
Turn  Thou  for  us  its  darkness  into  light ; 
From  harm  and  danger  keep  Thy  children 

free, 
For  dark  and  light  are  both  alike  to  Thee. 

4  Grant  us  Thy  peace  throughout  our  earthly  life, 
Our  balm  in  sorrow,  and  our  stay  in  strife ; 

Then,  when  Thy  voice  shaU  bid  our  conflict 

cease, 
Call  us,  O  Lord,  to  Thine  etemial  peace. 

J.  ELLERTOK. 
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SWEET  Saviour,  bless  us  ere  we  go ; 
Thy  word  into  our  minds  instil ; 
And  make  our  lukewarm  hearts  to  glow 
With  lowly  love  and  fervent  will. 

2  The  day  is  done ;  its  hours  have  run, 

And  Thou  hast  taken  count  of  all. 
The  scanty  triumphs  grace  hath  won, 
The  broken  vow,  the  frequent  fall. 

3  Grant  us,  dear  Lord,  from  evil  ways 

True  absolution  and  release ; 
And  bless  us,  more  than  in  past  days, 
With  purity  and  inward  peace. 

4  Do  more  than  pardon ;  give  us  joy. 

Sweet  fear,  and  ^o\i^x\^^i^st^js  -^ 
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And  loving  hearts  without  alloy. 
That  only  long  to  be  like  Thee. 

5  Labour  is  sweet,  foi?  Thou  ha,st.  toiled ; 

And  care  is  light,  for  Thou  hast  cared : 
Let  not  our  works  with  self.be  soiled, 
Nor  in  unsimple  ways  ensnared. 

6  For  all  we  love,  the  poor,  the  sad, 

The  sinful, — ^unto  Thee  we  call; 
0  let  Thy  mercy  make  us  glad ; 
Thou  art  our  Jesus  and  oui  All. 

Chorus. 

Through  life's  long  day  and  death's  dark  night, 
0  gentle  Jesiis !  be  our  Light, 

F.  W.  FABER. 
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THE  day  Thou  gavest,  Lord,  is  ended, 
The  darkness  falls  at  Thy  behest  j 
To  Thee  our  morning  hymns  ascended, 
Thy  praise  shall  hallow  now  our  rest. 

2  We  thank  Thee  that  Thy  church  unsleeping, 

While  earth  rolls  onward  into  light, 
Through  all  the  world  her  watch  is  keeping, 
And  rests  not  now  by  day  or  night. 

3  As  o'er  each  continent  and  island 

The  dawn  leads  on  another  day, 
The  voice  of  prayer  is  never  silent, 
Nor  dies  the  strain  of  praise  away. 

4  The  sun,  that  bids  us  rest,  is  waking 

Our  brethren  'neath  the  western  sky, 
And  hour  by  hour  fresh  lips  are  making 
Thy  wondroxm  doings  heaid  ou\a.^. 


PRATKR  M£KTIN(3d. 

5  So  be  it.  Lord ;  Thy  throne  shall  nevef , 
like  earth's  proud  empires,  pass  away; 
But  stand,  and  rule,  and  grow  for  ever, 
Till  all  Thy  creatures  own  Thy  sway. 

J.  ELLEKTOK. 
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rrHE  Lord  be  with  us  as  we  bend 
-*■     His  blessing  to  receive ; 
His  gift  of  peace  upon  us  send. 
Before  His  courts  we  leave. 

2  The  Lord  be  with  us  as  we  walk 

Along  our  homeward  road ; 
In  silent  thought,  or  friendly  talk. 
Our  hearts  be  still  with  God. 

3  The  Lord  be  with  us  till  the  night 

Shall  close  the  day  of  rest ; 
Be  He  of  every  heart  the  Light, 
Of  every  home  the  Guest. 

4  And  when  our  nightly  prayers  we  say, 

His  watch  He  still  shall  keep, 
Cro\vn  with  His  grace  His  own  blest  day, 
And  guard  His  people*s  sleep. 

J.  ELLERTOX. 
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ND  dost  Thou  say,  'Ask  what  thou  wilt?' 
Lord,  I  would  seize  the  golden  hour ; 
I  pray  to  be  released  from  guilt. 

And  freed  from  sin  and  Satan's  power. 

More  of  Thy  presence,  Lord,  impart, 
Move  oi  Tloiiu^  voi^jg^Y'bX*  \s!L<^\i<i^x  % 


PKAYBtt  MliairriNGS. 

Erect  Thy  throne  within  my  heart, 
And  reign  without  a  rivd  there. 

3  Give  me  to  read  my  pardon  sealed, 

And  fix)m  Thy  joy  to  draw  my  strength, 
To  have  Thy  boundless  love  revealed. 
In  all  its  height  and  breadth  and  length. 

4  Grant  these  requests,  I  ask  no  more, 

But  to  Thy  care  the  rest  resign ; 
Living  or  djring,  rich  or  poor. 
All  shall  be  well  if  Thou  art  mine. 

J.  NEWTON. 
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"DEHOLD  the  throne  of  grace, 
^    The  promise  calls  me  near : 
There  Jesus  shows  a  smiling  face, 
And  waits  to  answer  prayer. 

2  My  soul,  ask  what  thou  wilt, 
Thou  canst  not  be  too  bold ; 

Since  His  own  blood  for  thee  He  spilt, 
What  else  qm  He  withhold  ? 

3  Beyond  ihine  utmost  wants, 
His  love  and  power  can  bless  : 

To  those  who  seek  His  face  He  grants 
More  than  they  can  express. 

4  Thine  image.  Lord,  bestow. 
Thy  presence  and  Thy  love : 

I  ask  to  serve  Thee  here  below, 
And  reign  with  Thee  above. 

5  Teach  me  to  live  by  faith. 
Conform  my  will  to  Thine  ; 

Let  me  victorious  be  in  death. 
And  then  in  glory  shine. 


PBATSE  UEEXae&B 
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(10ME,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare; 
^    Jesns  loves  to  answer  praye^ 
He  Himself  lias  bid  tliee  ^ay ; 
Therefore  YnJl  not  say  thee  nay. 

2  Thou  art  coming  to  a  King : 
Large  petitions  with  thee  bring; 

For  His  grace  and  power  are  such, 
None  can  ever  ask  too  much. 

3  With  my  burden  I  begin : 
Lord,  remove  this  load  of  sin : 

Let  Thy  blood  for  sinners  spilt, 
Set  my  conscience  free  from  gnilt. 

4  Lord !  I  come  to  Thee  for  rest : 
Take  possession  of  my  breast : 

There  Thy  blood-bought  right  maintain, 
And  witnout  a  rival  reign. 

5  While  I  am  a  pilgrim  here, 
Let  Thy  love  my  spirit  cheer ; 

As  my  Guide,  my  Guard,  m; 
Lead  me  to  my  journey's  en 


uide,  my  Guard,  my  Friend, 
to  my  journey's  end. 


6  Show  mo  what  I  have  to  do, 
Every  hour  my  strength  renew ; 
Let  me  live  a  life  of  faith : 
Let  mo  die  Thy  people's  death. 

J.  NEWTON. 
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INTERNAL  GOD,  wo  look  to  Thee ; 
^^  To  Thee  for  help  we  fly : 
Thino  eye  alone  our  wants  can  see ; 
Thy  band  a\oxve  ^my^^^^  * 


PRAYBB  MEETINGS. 

2  Lord,  let  Thy  fear  within  us  dwell ; 

Thy  love  our  footsteps  guide : 
That  love  will  all  vain  love  expel  ; 
That  fear,  all  fear  beside. 

3  Not  what  we  wish>  but  what  we  want, 

0 1  let  Thy  grace  supply : 
The  good,  unasked,  in  mercy  grant; 
The  ill,  though  asked,  deny. 

Anon, 
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FATHEE,  again  in  Jesus'  name  we  meet, 
And  bow  in  penitence  beneath  Thy  feet ; 
Again  to  Thee  our  feeble  voices  raise, 
To  sue  for  mercy  and  to  sing  Thy  praise. 

0  we  would  bless  Thee  for  Thy  ceaseless  care. 
And  all  Thy  work  from  day  to  day  declare ! 

Is  not  our  life  with  hourly  mercies  crowned  ? 

Does  not  Thine  arm  encircle  us  around  ? 

Alas  !  unworthy  of  Thy  boundless  love. 
Too  oft  with  careless  feet  from  Thee  we  rove ; 
But  now,  encouraged  by  Thy  voice,  we  come, 
Eetuming  sinners,  to  a  Father's  home. 

0  by  that  Name  in  which  all  fulness  dwells, 
0  by  that  love  which  every  love  excels, 
O  by  that  blood  so  freely  shed  for  sin, 
Open  blest  Mercy's  gate,  and  take  us  in ! 

H.  YTHITTEMGRE. 
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FEOM  every  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  -v^oes, 
There  is  a  cahn,  a  sure  retreat ; 
'Tis  found  beneath  the  metcy-^^ciX). 
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2  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads : 

A  place  than  all  beside  more  sweet;— 
It  is  the  blood-stained  mercy-seat. 

3  There  is  a  spot  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend; 

Though  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat. 

4  Ah !  whither  could  we  flee  for  aid, 
When  tempted,  desolate,  dismayed  ? 

Or  how  the  hosts  of  hell  defeat. 
Had  suffering  saints  no  mercy-seat  ? 

5  There,  there,  on  eagle- wing  we  soar, 
And  time  and  sense  seem  all  no  more. 

And  heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to  greet, 
And  gloiy  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 

H.  STOWELL. 

714 

TESUS  is  gone  up  on  high  ; 
^     But  His  promise  still  is  here, — 
'  I  will  all  your  wants  supply, 
/ will  send  the  Comforter' 

2  Let  us  now  His  promise  plead  ; 

Let  us  to  His  throne  draw  nigh  ; 
Jesusf  knows  His  people's  need, 
Jesus  hears  His  people's  cry. 

3  Send  us,  Lord,  the  Comforter, 

Pledge  and  witness  of  Thy  love ; 
Dwelling  with  Thy  people  here. 
Leading  l\i^Ta  \iO  \o^^  ^X^qvq. 
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4  Till  we  reach  the  promised  rest, 
Till  Thy  face  unveiled  we  see, 
Of  this  blessed  hope  possest, 
Teach  us,  Lord,  to  live  to  Thee ! 

T.  KELLY. 
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JESUS,  we  look  to  Thee, 
Thy  promised  presence  claim  ; 
Thou  in  the  midst  of  us  shalt  he, 
Assembled  in  Thy  name. 

2  Thy  name  salvation  is, 
Which  here  we  come  to  prove ; 

Thy  name  is  life  and  health  and  peace 
And  everlasting  love. 

3  We  meet,  the  grace  to  take 
Which  Thou  hast  freely  given : 

We  meet  on  earth  for  Thy  dear  sake, 
That  we  may  meet  in  heaven. 

4  Present  we  know  Thou  art, 
But  0  !  Thyself  reveal  1 

Now,  Lord,  let  every  waiting  heart 
Thy  mighty  comfort  feel ! 

5  0  may  Thy  quickening  voice 
The  death  of  sin  remove, 

And  bid  our  inmost  souls  rejoice 
In  hope  of  perfect  love ! 

WESLEY. 
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JESUS  !  where'er  Thy  people  meet, 
There  they  behold  Thy  mercy-seat ; 
Where'er  they  seek  Thee,  Thou  art  found, 
And  every  place  is  hallowed  giouud.. 


PBA.Y1R  MEKTUrGS. 

2  For  Thou,  within  no  walls  confined^ 
Inhabitest  the  humble  mind ; 

Such  ever  bring  Thee  where  they  come, 
And  going,  take  Thee  to  their  home. 

3  Great  Shepherd  of  Thy  chosen  few, 
Thy  former  mercies  here  renew ; 

Here  to  our  waiting  hearts  proclaim 
The  sweetness  of  Thy  saving  name. 

4  Here  may  we  prove  the  power  of  prayer, 
To  strengthen  faith,  and  sweeten  care ; 

To  teach  our  faint  desires  to  rise, 
And  bring  all  heaven  before  our  eyes. 

5  Lord,  we  are  few,  but  Thou  art  near, 
Nor  short  Thine  arm,  nor  deaf  Thine  ear ; 

0  rend  the  heavens,  come  quickly  down, 
And  make  a  thousand  hearts  Thine  own ! 

COWPEE. 
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10ED,  teach  us  how  to  pray  aright, 
With  reverence  and  with  fear ; 
Though  dust  and  ashes  in  Thy  sight, 
We  may,  we  must,  draw  near. 

2  God  of  all  grace  !  we  come  to  Thee 

With  broken,  contrite  hearts ; 
Give,  what  Thine  eyes  delight  to  see, 
Truth  in  the  inward  parts. 

3  Give  deep  humility ; — the  sense 

Of  godly  sorrow  give  : — 
A  strong,  desiring  confidence, 
To  hear  Thy  voice  and  live. 

4  Faith  in  the  only  sacrifice 

That  can  ioT  «vii  ^J^^jl^  \ 
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To  cast  oTir  Hopes,  to  fix  our  eyes, 
On  Christ,  on  Christ  alone  ;-*• 

5  Patience  to  watch,  and  wait,  aod  weep, 

Though  mercy  long  delay  ;-^ 
Courage,  our  fainting  souls  to  keep, 
And  trust  Thee,  though  Thou  slay, 

6  Give  these — ^and  then  Thy  will  be  done, 

Thus  strengthened  with  all  might, 
We,  by  Thy  Spirit,  through  Thy  Son, 
Shall  pray,  and  pray  anght. 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 

18  7B 

LOED !  there  is  a  throne  of  grace ; 
There  we  now  would  seek  Thy  face ; 
Thou  wilt  hear  the  humblest  prayer 
Of  the  soul  that  seeks  Thee  there. 

2  Though  our  language  simple  be. 
Words  are  nothing,  Lord,  with  Thee ; 

To  the  broken,  contrite  heart. 
Thou  wilt  joy  and  peace  impart. 

3  Saviour,  for  us  intercede, 
While  the  promises  we  plead  • 

And,  while  we  the  blessing  gain, 
Thine  the  glory  shall  remain. 

J.  COBBIN. 
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NOW  with  joint  consent  we  sing, 
Glory  to  our  God  and  King; 
All  our  hearts  and  voices  raise. 
To  proclaim  the  Saviour's  praise. 

2  While  in  Him  we  live  and  move. 
He  defends  us  by  His  love : 
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Wandering  througli  tbis  desert  land 
He  upholds  us  with  His  hand. 

3  He,  in  every  time  and  place, 
Mauifests  His  guardian  grace ; 

Every  day,  and  every  hour. 
Shields  us  by  His  constant  power. 

4  While  we  see  each  other's  face. 
Gladly  we  unite  to  bless 

Him  that  leads  us,  by  His  love, 
To  His  blissful  throne  above. 

5  May  we  walk  with  God  below, 
In  His  likeness  daily  grow. 

Till  our  joyful  spirits  rise, 
To  behold  Him  in  the  skies. 

W.  HAMMO^ND. 
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A  FOUNT  of  grace  that  runneth  o'er, 
^    So  full,  so  vast,  so  free  ! 
Are  none  too  worthless,  none  too  poor, 
To  come  and  take  of  Thee  ? 

2  We  come,  0  Lord,  with  empty  hand, 

Yet  turn  us  not  away ; 
For  grace  hath  nothing  to  demand, 
And  suppliants  nought  to  pay. 

3  'Tis  ours  to  ask  and  to  receive ; 

To  take  and  not  to  buy ; 
Tis  Thine,  in  sovereign  grace  to  give. 
Yea,  give  abundantly ! 

4  And  thus,  in  simple  faith  we  dare 

Our  empty  urn  to  bring ; 
O  nerve  the  feeble  hand  of  prayer, 
To  dip  it  in  the  spring ! 

Anon. 
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A  GOD,  for  ever  near, 
^    We  humbly  will  rejoice, 
For  well  we  know  that  Thou  art  here, 
And  listening  to  our  voice. 

2  Up  to  Thy  mercy-seat 
*Tis  good  for  us  to  go ; 

For  there  Thou  dost  Thy  people  meet, 
Eich  blessiugs  to  bestow. 

3  And  now,  no  longer  veiled. 
The  mercy-seat  is  free ; 

The  great  High  Priest  for  man  prevailed 
To  clear  our  way  to  Thee. 

4  0  God,  for  ever  near, 
We  listen  for  Thy  voice ; 

Our  waiting  souls  would  find  Thee  here. 
And  in  Thy  word  rejoice. 

A.  BROWN. 

722  LM 

0  WEET  is  the  solemn  voice  that  calls 
^    The  Christian  to  the  house  of  prayer ; 

1  love  to  stand  within  its  walls, 

For  Thou,  0  Lord,  ait  present  there. 

2  I  love  to  tread  the  hallowed  courts. 

Where  two  or  three  for  worship  meet ; 
For  thither  Christ  Himself  resorts, 
And  makes  the  little  band  complete. 

3  Tis  sweet  to  raise  the  common  song. 

To  join  in  holy  praise  and  love ; 
And  imitate  the  blessed  throng 

That  mingle  hearts  and  soivga  a\>o\e. 


FBAYER  MEETIN08. 

4  Within  these  walls  may  peace  abound, 
May  all  our  hearts  in  one  agree ; 
Where  brethren  meet,  where  Christ  is  found, 
May  peace  and  concord  ever  be. 

H.  P.  LYTE. 


723 


CM. 


THERE  is  an  eye  that  never  sleeps 
Beneath  the  wing  of  night ; 
There  is  an  ear  that  never  shuts^ 
When  sink  the  beams  of  light 

2  There  is  an  arm  that  never  tires, 

When  human  strength  gives  way; 
There  is  a  love  that  never  fails, 
When  earthly  loves  decay. 

3  That  eye  is  fixed  on  seraph  throngs ; 

That  arm  upholds  the  sky; 
That  ear  is  filled  with  angel  songs ; 
That  love  is  throned  on  high. 

4  But  there's  a  power  which  man  can  wield, 

When  mortal  aid  is  vain, 
That  eye,  that  arm,  that  love  to  reach. 
That  listening  ear  to  gain. 

5  That  power  is  prayer,  which  soars  on  high 

Through  Jesus  to  the  throne. 
And  moves  the  hand  which  moves  the  worU, 


To  bring  salvation  down. 
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HEEE  is  no  sorrow.  Lord,  too  light 
To  bring  in  prayer  to  Thee ; 
There  is  no  anxious  care  too  slight 
To  wake  T\i7  ^^m"^^^-^* 


piwlYbb  meetings. 

2  Thou  who  hast  trod  the  thorny  road 

Wilt  share  each  small  distress ; 
The  loYB  which  bore  the  greater  load 
Will  not  refuse  the  less. 

3  There  is  no  secret  sigh  we  breathe 

But  meets  Thine  ear  divine ; 
And  every  cross  grows  light  beneath 
The  shadow,  Lord,  of  Thine. 

4  life's  ills  without,  sin's  strife  within, 

The  heart  would  overflow. 
But  for  that  love  which  died  for  sin, 
That  love  which  wept  with  woe. 

J.  CREWDSON. 

"HEN  cold  our  hearts,  and  far  from  Thee 
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Our  wandering  spirits  stray, 
And  thoughts  and  lips  move  heavily ; 
Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray  ! 

2  Too  vile  to  venture  near  Thy  throne. 

Too  poor  to  turn  away ; 
Our  only  voice  Thy  Spirit's  groan ; 
Lord,  teadi  us  how  to  pray ! 

3  We  know  not  how  to  seek  Thy  face. 

Unless  Thou  lead  the  way  ; 
We  have  no  words,  unless  Thy  grace. 
Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray. 

4  Here  every  thought  and  fond  desire 

We  on  Thy  altar  lay ; 
And  when  our  souls  have  caught  Thy  fire. 
Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray ! 

J.  8.  B.  T&O^^'^lIli. 
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TI7TIERE  two  or  three,  with  sweet  accord, 
^^      Obedient  to  their  Sovereign  Lord, 
Meet  to  recount  His  acts  of  grace, 
And  offer  solemn  prayer  and  praise  :— 

2  *  There/  says  the  Saviour,  *  will  I  be, 
Amid  this  little  company  ; 

To  them  unveil  My  smiling  face, 
And  shed  My  glories  round  the  place.' 

3  We  meet  at  Thy  command,  dear  Lord, 
Relying  on  Thy  faithful  word ; 

Now  send  Thy  Spirit  from  above, 
And  fill  our  hearts  with  heavenly  love. 

4  Then  shall  we  praise  the  God  of  grace, 
Who  brought  our  footsteps  to  this  place ; 

For  prayer  and  praise,  with  sins  forgiven, 
Bring  down  to  earth  the  bliss  of  heaven. 

S.  ST£N^'ETT. 

LM. 
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HAT  various  hindrances  we  meet 
In  coming  to  a  mercy-seat ! 
Yet  who  that  knows  the  worth  of  prayer, 
But  wishes  to  be  often  there  ? 

2  Player  makes  the  darkened  cloud  withdraw; 
Pi-ayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw ; 

Gives  exercise  to  faith  and  love, 
Brings  every  blessing  from  above. 

3  Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight ; 
Prayer  makes  the  Christian's  armour  bright : 

And  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 
The  weakeal  ^a.m\,  xx-^^xiXa^  Vs\fte.s, 


EABLY  MORNING  PRAYER  MEETING. 

4  While  Moses  stood  with  arms  sprdad  wide. 
Success  was  found  on  Israel's  side ; 

But  when  through  weariness  they  failed, 
That  moment  Amalek  prevailed. 

5  Have  you  no  words  ?  ah !  think  again, 
Words  flow  apiace  when  you  complain, 

And  fill  your  fellow-creature's  ear 
With  the  sad  tale  of  all  your  care. 

6  Were  half  the  breath  thus  vainly  spent, 
To  heaven  in  supplication  sent, 

Your  cheerful  song  would  oftener  be, 
'  Hear  what  the  Lord  has  done  for  me ! ' 

COWPEfi. 
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SWEETLY  the  holy  hymn  ^ 
Breaks  on  the  morning  air ; 
Before  the  world  with  smoke  is  dim 
We  meet  to  offer  prayer. 

While  flowers  are  wet  with  dews, 
Dew  of  our  souls  descend ; 
Ere  yet  the  sun  the  day  renews, 
0  Lord,  Thy  Spu-it  send ! 

Upon  the  battle-field, 
Before  the  fight  begins, 
We  seek,  0  Lord,  Thy  sheltering  shield, 
To  guard  us  from  our  sins. 

Ere  yet  our  vessel  sails 
Upon  the  stream  of  day. 
We  plead,  0  Lord,  for  heavenly  gale^ 
To  speed  us  on  our  way, 

z  0 
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5  On  the  lone  mountain  side, 
Before  the  morning's  light, 

The  Man  of  Sorrows  wept  and  cried. 
And  rose  refreshed  with  might. 

6  0  hear  us,  then,  for  we 
Are  very  weak  and  frail ; 

We  make  the  Saviour's  name  our  plea, 
And  surely  must  prevail 

0.  H.  SPURGEON. 
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AGAIN",  as  evemng's  shadow  falls, 
We  gather  in  these  hallowed  walls ; 
And  vesper  hymn  and  vesper  prayer 
Eise  mingling  on  the  holy  air. 

2  May  struggling  hearts  that  seek  release 
Here  find  the  rest  of  God's  own  peace ; 

And,  strengthened  here  by  hymn  and  prayer, 
Lay  down  the  burden  and  the  care ! 

3  0  God,  our  light !  to  Thee  we  bow ; 
Within  all  shadows  standest  Thou : 

Give  deeper  calm  than  night  can  bring ; 
Give  sweeter  songs  than  lips  can  sing. 

4  Life's  tumult  we  must  meet  again; 
We  cannot  at  the  shrine  remain ; 

But  in  the  spirit's  secret  cell 

May  hymn  and  prayer  for  ever  dwell. 

S.  LONGFELLOW. 
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"DEHOLD  us,  Lord,  a  little  space 
-^    From  daily  tasks  set  free. 
And  met  within  this  peaceful  place 
To  rest  a"V7\a\^  ^Uh  Thee, 


MONDAY  EVENING. 

2  Around  us  rolls  the  ceaseless  tide 

Of  business,  toil,  and  care ; 
And  scarcely  can  we  turn  aside 
For  one  brief  hour  of  prayer. 

3  Yet  these  are  not  the  only  walls  . 

Wherein  Thou  mayst  be  sought ; 
On  homeliest  work  Thy  blessing  falls, 
In  truth  and  patience  wrought. 

4  Thine  is  the  loom,  the  forge,  the  mart, 

The  wealth  of  land  and  sea ; 

The  worlds  of  science  and  of  art, 

Kevealed  and  ruled  by  Thee. 

5  Then  let  us  prove  our  heavenly  birth 

In  all  we  do  and  know ; 
And  claim  the  kingdom  of  the  earth 
For  Thee^  and  not  Thy  foe. 

6  Work  shall  be  prayer,  if  all  be  wrought 

As  Thou  wouldst  have  it  done ; 
And  prayer,  by  Thee  inspired  and  taught, 
Itself  with  work  be  one. 

J.  ELLERTON. 
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ESTEEDAY,  with  worship  blest. 

Passed  our  day  of  hallowed  rest; 
Lord,  to-day  we  meet  once  more   . 
Grace  and  mercy  to  implore. 

« 

2  Not  one  day  alone  shall  be 

Given,  0  God  of  love,  to  Thee  ;    .    .  . 
Work  and  rest  alike  are  Thine ;  •  . 
Brighten  aU  with  love  dmue.    '  ^ 


PBAYEB  AIEETINGS. 

3  Through  the  passing  of  the  week, 
Father,  we  Thy  presence  seek  : 

Midst  this  world's  deceitful  maze 
Keep  us,  Lord,  in  all  our  ways. 

4  0  what  snares  our  path  beset ! 
0  what  cares  our  spirits  fret ! 

Let  no  earthly  thing,  we  pray, 
Draw  our  souls  from  Thee  away. 

5  Thou  hast  set  our  daily  task ; 

Grace  and  strength  from  Thee  we  ask : 
Thou  our  joys  and  griefs  dost  send ; 
To  Thy  will  our  spirits  bend. 

6  Still  in  duty's  lowly  round 

Be  our  patient  footsteps  found : 
With  Thy  counsel  guide  us  here, 
Till  in  glory  we  appear. 

w.  w.  HOW. 
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*S^.l  TURD  A  Y  EVENING, 

8.7. 

SOUL,  thy  week  of  toil  is  ended, 
And  a  voice,  whilst  woiid-cares  fly, 
With  the  closing  hours  is  blended, 
'  Eest  is  coming,  rest  is  nigh.* 

2  Nearing  Sabbath,  how  I  bless  thee ! 

Let  thy  calmness  fill  my  breast ; 
Let  me  even  now  possess  thee ; 
And  anticipate  thy  rest. 

3  Is  my  journey  full  of  sadness. 

Through  a  desert  wild  and  drear  ? 
r>e  to  me  a  well  of  gladness ; 
k  Bid  m^  c^ml^  ioT^<i\,  my  fear. 


SATURDAY  EVENING. 

4  Clouds  on  clouds  my  way  may  darken ; 

But  thy  rainbow  gleams  above, 
And  the  storms  and  wild  winds  hearken 
To  thy  still  small  voice  of  love. 

5  So  when  life's  long  week  is  over, 

Blessed  it  will  be  to  die ; 
Angels  whispering  as  they  hover, 
*  Eest  is  coming,  rest  is  nigh.' 

6  Then  the  heavenly  rest  to  enter, 

In  Thy  mercy.  Lord,  be  mine : 
Rest  of  God !  the  sun  and  centre 
Of  the  bliss  that  is  divine. 

G.  RAWSON. 
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S.M. 


THE  hours  of  evening  close ; 
The  lengthened  shadows,  drawn 
0*er  scenes  of  earth,  invite  repose, 
And  wait  the  Sabbath  dawn. 

2  So  let  its  calm  prevail 
0*er  forms  of  outward  care ; 

Nor  thought  for  '  many  things  *  assail 
The  still  retreat  of  prayer. 

3  Our  guardian  Shepherd  near, 
His  watchful  eye  will  keep ; 

And,  safe  from  violence  or  fear. 
Will  fold  His  flock  to  sleep. 

4  So  m^y  a  holier  light 

Than  earth's,  our  spirits  rouse, 
And  call  us,  strengthened  by  Hig  might. 
To  pay  the  Lord  our  vows. 


CHBISIIAS  mSSHISS. 

Ttiey  ^fttig  the  tnunpet  in  tlie  hall. 
And  stodj  war  no  more. 

6  Come,  then,  O  come  from  ereiy  land 
To  worship  at  His  shrine ; 
And,  walking  in  the  light  of  God, 
With  holy  beauty  slune. 
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If.  BRUCE. 

CM. 


BE  merciful  to  us,  O  God ! 
Upon  Thy  people  shine ; 
And  spread  Thy  saving  truth  abroad. 
Till  all  that  live  are  Thine. 

2  Give  light  and  comfort  to  Tliine  own ; 

And  let  that  light  extend 
Till  Thy  prevailing  name  is  known 
To  earth's  remotest  end. 

3  Let  all  the  people  praise  Thee,  Lord ! 

Let  all  their  homage  bring : 

From  sea  to  sea  be  Thou  adored, 

Redeemer,  Judge,  and  King ! 

4  Let  all  the  people  praise  Thee,  Lord ! 

Then  earth  lier  fruits  shall  give : 
Thy  blessing  shall  on  all  be  poured. 
And  all  to  Thee  shall  live. 

H.  F.  LYTE. 
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S.M. 

(JOME,  kingdom  of  our  God, 
«,     ,     ^lest  reign  of  light  and  love, 
^"Qa  peace  and  hope  and  joy  abroad, 

AUd  :v?i8dom  from  above. 


CHRISTIAN  MISSIONS. 

2  Over  our  spirits  first 
Extend  Thy  healing  reign ; 

Then  raise  and  quench  the  sacred  thirst 
That  never  pains  again. 

3  Come,  kingdom  of  our  God, 

And  make  the  broad  earth  Thine ; 
Stretch  o*er  her  lands  and  isles  the  rod 
That  flowers  with  grace  divine. 

4  Soon  may  all  tribes  be  blest 
With  fruit  from  Life's  glad  tree ; 

And  in  its  shade,  like  brothers,  rest 
Sons  of  one  family. 

5  Come,  kingdom  of  our  God, 
And  raise  Thy  glorious  throne 

In  worlds  by  the  undying  trod. 
Where  God  shaTl  bless  His  own. 

J.  JOHNS. 

'39 

COME,  Lord,  and  tarry  not : 
Bring  the  long-looked-for  day  ! 
O !  why  these  years  of  waiting  here, 
These  ages  of  delay  ? 

2  Come,  for  Thy  saints  still  wait ; 
Daily  ascends  their  sigh : 

The  Spirit  and  the  Bride  say, '  Come ; ' 
Dost  Thou  not  hear  the  cry  ? 

3  Come,  for  creation  groans, 
Impatient  of  Thy  stay ; 

Worn  out  with  these  long  years  of  ill. 
These  ages  of  delay. 

4  Come,  for  the  corn  is  ripe, 
Put  in  Thy  sickle  now, 


S.M. 


CHBISTUN  MISSIONS. 

Eeap  the  great  harvest  of  the  earth ; 
Sower  and  reaper  Thou. 

Come,  and  make  all  things  new, 
Bmld  up  this  ruined  eaxth ; 
Eestore  our  faded  Paradise^ 
Creation's  second  birth. 

Come,  and  begin  Thy  reign 
Of  everlasting  peace ; 
Come,  take  the  kingdom  to  Thjrself, 
Great  King  of  Righteousness* 

H.  BONAR. 
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pOME,  Lord,  to  earth  again; 

^     Come  quickly,  come  and  reign : 

Lord  Jesu,  come ! 
Enthrone  the  struggling  right, 
Make  clear  the  clouded  light, 
In  victory  close  the  fight : 

Lord,  quickly  come ! 

2  The  love  of  some  grows  cold ; 
Thy  foes  are  waxing  bold : 

Lord  Jesu,  come ! 
They  mock  our  hope  delayed, 
Our  little  progress  made. 
Thy  precepts  disobeyed : 

Lord,  quickly  come ! 

3  Bid  war  and  faction  cease. 
Bring  in  the  reign  of  peace : 

Lord  Jesu,  come  ! 
Set  every  captive  free ; 
Let  all  men  brothers  be  ; 
Heal  earth's  long  malady; 

LotiSl,  c^vaokl^  come ! 


CHRISTIAN  MISSIONS. 

4  Asseru  Thy  right  divine ; 
O'er  all  the  nations  shine  : 

Lord  Jesu,  come ! 
Then  earth  like  heaven  shall  sing, 
With  hallelujahs  ring, 
And  hail  her  rightful  King : 

Lord,  quickly  come ! 

NEWMAN  HALL. 
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7s. 

FAE  and  near,  almighty  word, 
Spread  the  name  of  Christ  the  Lord ; 
Far  and  near  extend  thy  light, 
Make  the  earth  with  gladness  bright. 

2  Word  by  God  the  Father  sent. 
Lord  of  all,  omnipotent ! 

Word  for  sinners'  need  supplied 
As  their  comfort  and  their  guide. 

3  Word  of  our  Eedeemer's  grace. 
Who  to  save  our  sinful  race. 

Of  our  guilt  to  pay  the  price. 
Gave  Himself  a  sacrifice ! 

4  Word  of  God  the  Spirit's  might. 

Who  our  heavenward  course  doth  light ; 
Prompteth  good,  and  by  His  breath 
What  He  prompts  accomplisheth. 

5  Word  of  life,  both  pure  and  strong ! 
Word  for  which  the  heathen  long ! 

Spread  abroad  till  out  of  night 
All  the  world  awake  to  light. 

6  Up !  for,  lo,  earth's  surface  o'er 
Waving  fields  with  ripening  store ! 
Countless  sheaves  are  spread  around, 
Few,  O  few,  the  reapers  found  I 


CHRISTTUN  MISSIONS. 

7  Lord  of  Harvest,  great  and  kind, 
Itouse  to  action  heart  and  mind ; 
Let  the  gathering  nations  all 
See  Thy  light,  and  hear  Thy  call ! 

GERMAN,  trans,  F.  E.  cox. 
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FROM  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise  : 
Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  simg 
Through  every  land,  by  every  tongue. 

Eternal  are  Thy  mercies,  Lord ; 

Eternal  truth  attends  Thy  word  : 
Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 

WATTS. 
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TjlROM  Greenland's  icy  n:ouutains, 
-*-      From  India's  coral  strand, 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand, 
From  many  an  ancient  river. 

From  many  a  palmy  plain. 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle  ; 

Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile ; 
In  vain,  with  lavish  kindness. 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown  ; 
The  heathen,  in  his  blindness, 
k  Bows  v\ow\i  \;0  >NQQd  and  stone. 


CHRISTIAN  MISSIONS. 

5  Can  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high. 
Can  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation  !  0  salvation  ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim. 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 

4  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  His  story ; 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Till  o*er  our  ransomed  nature. 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign  ! 

R.  HEBEK. 

j4  7-^-  double. 

HAIL  to  the  Lord's  Anointed ! 
Great  David's  greater  Son .' 
Hail,  in  the  time  appointed. 
His  reign  on  earth  begun ! 
He  comes  to  break  oppression. 

To  set  the  captive  free ; 
To  take  away  transgression. 
And  rule  in  equity. 

2  He  shall  come  down  like  showers 

Upon  the  fruitful  earth ; 
And  joy  and  hope,  like  flowers, 

Spring  in  His  path  to  birth. 
Before  Him,  on  the  mountains, 

Shall  peace,  the  herald,  go ; 
And  righteousness,  in  fountain?, 

Prom  hill  to  valley  flow. 


CHBisnAX  yaasioss. 

3  Arabia's  desert-Tanger 

To  Him  shall  bow  the  knee ; 
The  Ethiopian  stranger 

His  glory  come  to  see ; 
With  offerings  of  devotion. 

Ships  from  the  isles  shall  meet. 
To  pour  the  wealth  of  ocean 

In  tribute  at  His  feet. 

4  Kings  shall  fall  down  before  Him, 

And  gold  and  incense  bring ; 
All  nations  shall  adore  Him, 

His  praise  all  people  sing : 
For  He  shall  have  dominion 

O'er  river,  sea,  and  shore^ 
Far  as  the  eagle's  pinion 

Or  dove's  light  wing  can  soar. 

5  For  Him  shall  prayer  unceasing 

And  daily  vows  ascend  ; 
His  kingdom  still  increasing, — 

A  kingdom  without  end. 
The  mountain-dew  shall  nourish 

A  seed  in  weakness  sown, 
Whose  fruit  shall  spread  and  flom-isli. 

And  shake  like  Lebanon. 

6  O'er  every  foe  victorious, 

He  on  His  throne  shall  rest : 
From  age  to  age  more  glorious, 

All  blessing  and  all  blest. 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove  : 
His  name  shall  stand  for  ever ; — 

His  great,  best  name  of  Love. 

J.  MONTGOMERY, 


CHKISTUN  MISSIONS. 
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HARK !  the  song  of  jubilee. 
Loud  as  mighty  thunder's  roar ; 
Or  the  fulness  of  the  sea. 

When  it  breaks  upon  the  shore ; — 
Hallelujah !  for  the  Lord 

God  Omnipotent  shall  reign ; 
Hallelujah  !  let  the  word 
Echo  round  the  earth  and  main. 

2  Hallelujah !  hark,  the  sound, 

From  the  centre  to  the  skies. 
Wakes  above,  beneath,  around, 

All  creation's  harmonies. 
See  Jehovah's  banner  furled ; 

Sheathed  His  sword  :  He  speaks — 'tis  done  ! 
And  the  kingdoms  of  this  world 

Are  the  kingdoms  of  His  Son. 

3  He  shall  reign  from  pole  to  pole, 

With  illimitable  sway ; 
He  shall  reign,  when,  like  a  scroll. 

Yonder  heavens  have  passed  away. 
Then  the  end — ^beneath  His  rod 

Man's  last  enemy  shall  fall ; 
Hallelujah !  Christ  in  God, 

God  in  Christ,  is  All  in  all. 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 
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66.66.88. 

HILLS  of  the  north,  rejoice ; 
Eiver  and  mountain  spring ; 
Hark  to  the  advent  voice. 
Valley  and  lowland  sing : 
Though  absent  long,  your  Lord  is  nigh  ; 
He  judgment  brings  and  victory. 


CHiUSTIAN  MIBSIONS. 

2  Isles  of  the  southern  seas. 

Deep  in  your  coral  caves. 
Pent  be  each  warring  breeze. 

Lulled  be  your  restless  waves : 
He  comes  to  reign  with  boundless  sway. 
And  makes  your  wastes  His  great  highwa; 

3  Lands  of  the  east,  awake  I 

Soon  shall  your  sons  be  free ; 
The  sleep  of  ages  break. 

And  rise  to  liberty : 
On  your  far  hills,  long  cold  and  gray. 
Has  dawned  the  everlasting  day. 

4  Shores  of  the  utmost  west  I 

Ye  that  have  waited  loDg, 
TJnvisited,  unblest. 

Break  forth  in  swelling  song ; 
High  raise  the  note  that  Jesus  died, 
Yet  lives  and  reigns,,  the  Crucified. 

F.  OAKELEY. 
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JESUS  shall  reign  wliere'cr  the  sun 
Does  his  successive  journeys  run  ; 
His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

2  For  Him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made, 
And  praises  throng  to  crown  His  head ; 

His  name,  like  sweet  perfume,  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 

3  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  song ; 

And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  His  name. 


OHRISTUN  MISSIONS. 

4  Blefesings  abound  where'er  He  reigns, 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  lose  his  chains ; 

The  weary  find  eternal  rest 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blessed. 

5  Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar  honours  to  our  King ; 

Angels  descend  with  songs  again, 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  '  Amen !' 

WATTS. 
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LIFT  up  your  heads,  rejoice, 
Eedemption  draweth  nigh ; 
Now  breathes  a  softer  air, 

Now  shines  a  milder  sky ; 
The  early  trees  put  forth 

Their  new  and  tender  leaf ; 
Hushed  is  the  moaning  wind 
That  told  of  winter's  grief. 

2  Lift  up  your  heads,  rejoice, 

Eedemption  draweth  nigh ; 
Now  mount  the  laden  clouds, 

Now  flames  the  darkening  sky, 
The  early  scattered  drops 

Descend  with  heavy  fall, 
And  to  the  waiting  earth 

The  hidden  thunders  call. 

3  Lift  up  your  heads,  rejoice, 

Eedemption  draweth  nigh ; 
0,  note  the  varying  signs 

Of  earth,  and  air,  and  sky : 
The  God  of  glory  comes 

In  gentleness  and  might. 
To  comfort  and  alarm. 

To  succour  and  to  smite, 

2  P 
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GHBISTIAN   MISSIONS. 

4  He  comes,  the  wide  world's  King ; 

He  comes,  the  true  heart's  XViend ; 
New  gladness  to  begin, 

And  ancient  wrong  to  end ; 
He  comes,  to  fill  with  light 

The  weary  waiting  eye : 
Lift  up  your  heads,  rejoice, 

Bedemption  draweth  nigh. 

T.  T.  LYNCH. 
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1IG-HT  of  the  lonely  pilgrim's  heart, 
Star  of  the  coming  day. 
Arise,  and  with  Thy  morning  beams 
Chkae  all  our  griefe  away. 

2  Come,  blessfed  Lord,  bid  every  shore 

And  answering  island  sing 
The  praises  of  Thy  royal  name, 

And  own  Thee  as  their  King ; 

3  Bid  the  whole  earth,  responsive  now 

To  the  bright  world  above, 
Break  forth  in  rapturous  strains  of  joy, 
In  memory  of  Thy  love. 

4  Jesus,  Thy  fair  creation  groans. 

The  air,  the  earth,  the  sea. 
In  unison  with  all  our  hearts. 
And  calls  aloud  for  Thee. 

5  Thine  was  the  cross,  with  all  its  fruit 

Of  grace  and  peace  divine  ; 
Be  Thine  the  crown  of  glory  now. 
The  palm  of  victory  Thine. 

E.  DENNY. 


OHBISTIAN  MISaiONa 

^00  8.7.  double. 

10ED,  her  Vatct  Thy  church  is  keeping  : 
When  shall  earth  Thy  rule  ohey  ?' 
When  shall  end  the  night  o(  weeping? 
Whea  shall  break  the  promised  day  ? 
Se5  the  whitening  harvest  languish, 
Waiting  still  the  labourers'  toil ; 
Was  it  vain— Thy  Son's  deep  anguist  ? 
Shall  the  strong  retain  the  spoil  ? 

2  Tidings,  sent  to  every  creati^, 

Millions  yet  have  never  heard : 
Can  they  hear  without  a  preacher? 

Lord  Almighty,  give  the  word ; 
Give  the  word  ! — in  every  nation 

Let  the  gospel- trumpet  sonnd. 
Witnessing  a  world's  salvation. 

To  the  earth's  remotest  bound.        ..■■.,  : 

3  Then  the  end !  Thy  church  complete<^  '  "' 

All  Thy  chosen  gathered  in. 
With  their  King  in  glory  seated, 

Satan  bound,  and  banished  sin ; 
Gone  for  ever  parting,  weeping. 

Hunger,  sorrow,  death,  and  pain : — 
Lo !  her  watch  Thy  church  is  keeping ; 

Come,  Lord  Jesus,  come  to  reign  I 

H.  DOWNTON. 
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LORD,  we  do  not  ask  to  know 
Secrets  hid  from  man  below; 
Times  and  seasons  are  concealed,  . 
Service,  succour,  are  revealad, 

2  Thou  bast  taught  us  what  to  do, 
Needfol- strength  hast  promised  too ; 


>     4 


CHRISTIAN  MlSSIOltd. 

Now  to  US  Thy  word  fulfil. 
Help  us  to  obey  Thy  will. 

3  On  Thy  Spirit  we  rely ; 
Send  us  power  from  on  high. 

Faith  that  feels  no  lack  of  sight^ 
Love  that  makes  all  labour  light. 

4  Faithful  witnesses  for  Thee, 
Christ  in  us  may  all  men  see ; 

Witnessing  with  every  breath 
*  Christ  is  Lord — ^in  life,  in  death/ 

5  Hallelujah !  '  Christ  is  Lord  ! ' 
Earth  and  heaven  repeat  the  word  ! 

Witnesses  let  all  things  be — 
Christ  is  Lord  eternally ! 

NEWMAN  HALL 
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7.6.  douUe. 

A  BROTHERS,  lift  your  voices, 
^     Triumphant  songs  to  raise ; 
Till  heaven  on  high  rejoices, 

And  earth  is  filled  with  praise. 
Ten  thousand  hearts  are  bounding 

With  holy  hopes  and  free ; 
The  Gospel  trump  is  sounding. 

The  trump  of  Jubilee. 

O  Christian  brothers,  glorious 

Shall  be  the  conflict's  close : 
The  Cross  hath  been  victorious, 

And  shall  be  o'er  its  foes. 
Faith  is  our  battle-token : 

Our  Leader  all  controls ; 
Our  trophies,  fetters  broken ; 

Our  captives,  ransomed  souls* 


CHMSTIAK  MISSIONS. 

3  *  Not  unto  lis ' — Lord  Jesus, 

To  Thee  all  praise  be  due : 
Whose  blood-bought  mercy  frees  us. 

Has  freed  our  brethren  too. 
*  Not  unto  us  ' — in  glory 

The  angels  catch  the  strain, 
And  cast  their  crowns  before  Thee 

Exultingly  again. 

• 

4  Captain  of  our  salvation, 

,Tby  presence  we  adore ; 
Praise,  glory,  adoration. 

Be  Thine  for  evermore  ! 
Still  on  in  conflict  pressing. 

On  Thee  Thy  people  caU, 
Thee  King  of  kings  confessing. 

Thee  crowning  Lord  of  all. 


E.  H.  BICKERSTETH. 

8.74. 
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0*ER  the  gloomy  hills  of  darkness 
See  the  bright,  the  morning  star, 
Publishing  to  all  the  nations 
Light  and  glory  from  afar  ; 

BlessM  herald. 
Usher  in  eternal  day. 

2  Let  the  Indian,  let  the  Negro, 

Let  the  rude  barbarian  see 

That  divine  and  signal  conquest, 

Once  obtained  on  Calvary ; 

Let  the  Gospel 
Loud  resound  from  pole  to  pole. 

3  Kingdoms  wide,  that  sit  in  darkness, 

Grant  them,  Lord,  the  glorious  light ; 
And,  from  eastern  coast  to  western. 
May  the  morning  chase  the  iv\^\il  \ 


QHBISTIAN  MISSIONS. 

And  redemption, 
Freely  purchased,  'win  the  day, 

4  May  the  glorious  day  approacMng 

Now  begin  its  cheerful  dawn  I 
Now  the  sun  the  mountains  touching, 
Gilding  now  the  spacious  la,wn, 

Happy  nations ! 
Eise  and  celebrate  the  day. 

5  riy  abroad,  thou  mighty  Gospel, 

'  Win  and  conquer,  never  cease ; 
May  thy  lasting  wide  dominions 
Multiply  and  still  increase ; 

Sway  Thy  sceptre, 
Saviour,  all  the  world  around ! 

W.  WILLIAMS  * 
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OLOED  our  God,  arise  ! 
The  cause  of  truth  maintain  ; 
And,  wide  o*er  all  the  peopled  world, 
Extend  its  blessM  reign. 

Thou  Prince  of  life,  arise  ! 
Nor  let  Thy  glory  cease ; 
Far  spread  the  conquests  of  Thy  grace, 
And  bless  the  earth  with  peace. 

Thou  Holy  Ghost,  arise  ! 
Expand  Thy  quickening  wing ; 
And  o'er  a  dark  and  ruined  world. 
Let  light  and  order  spring. 

All  on  the  earth,  arise ! 
To  God  the  Saviour  sing ; 
From  shore  to  shore,  from  earth  to  heaven, 
Let  echoing  anthems  ring. 

R»  WARDLAW. 


<5hkistiAn  missions. 
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OSPIEIT  of  the  Uvipg  God,  : 

In. all  Thy  plenitude  of  grace,- 
Where'er  the  foot  of  jnan  hath  trod,, ; 
Descend  on  our  apostate  race. 

2  Give  tongues  of  fire  and  hearts  of  lovte. 

To  preach  the  reconciling  word} 
Give  power  and  unction  from  ^bove, 
Whene'er  the  joyful  sound  is  he^rd. 

3  Be  darkness,  at  Thy  coming,  light ; ' ' 

Confusion,  order- in  Thy  path :    • 
Souls  without  strength  inspire  with  might ; 
Kd  mercy  triumph  over  wrath,  r 

4  O  Spirit  of  the  Lord,  prepare 

All  the  round  earth  her  God  to  ineet : 
Breathe  Thou  abroad,  like  morning  fi^r,  ^ 
TiU  hearts  of  stone  begin  to  beatj. 

5  Baptize  the  nations ;  far  and  nigh    ' ' 

The  triumphs  of  the  cross  record-: 
The  name  of  Jesus  glorify, 

Till  every  kindred  call  Him  Lord. 

6  God  from  eternity  hath  willed 

All  flesh  shall  His  salvation  see ; 
So  be  the  Father's  love  fulfilled, 
The  Saviour's  sufferings  crowned,  ^^ 
Thee! 
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OUE  God !  our  God !  Thou  shinest  here, 
Thine  own  this  latter  day ; 
To  us  Thy  radiant  steps  appear ; 
We  watch  Thy  glorious  way. 


CHRISTIAN  MISSIONS. 

2  Not  only  olden  ages  felt 

The  presence  of  the  Lord ; 
Not  only  with  the  fathers  dwelt 
Thy  Spirit  and  Thy  word  : — 

3  Doth  not  the  Spirit  still  descend 

And  bring  the  heavenly  fire  ? 
Doth  He  not  still  Thy  church  extend, 
And  waiting  souls  inspire  ? 

4  Come,  Holy  Ghost !  in  us  arise ; 

Be  this  Thy  mighty  hour ; 
And  mg-ke  Thy  willing  people  wise 
To  Jcnow  Thy  day  of  power. 

5  Pour  down  Thy  fire  in  us  to  glow. 

Thy  might  in  us  to  dwell ; 
Again  Thy  works  of  wonder  show. 
Thy  blessed  secrets  tell. 

6  Bear  us  aloft,  more  glad,  more  strong. 

On  Thy  celestial  wing, 
And  grant  us  grace  to  look  and  long 
Por  our  returning  King. 

7  He  draweth  near.  He  standeth  by. 

He  fills  our  eyes,  our  ears  ; 
Come,  King  of  grace.  Thy  people  cry, 
And  bring  the  glorious  years ! 

T.  H.  GILL. 
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rpHOU,  whose  almighty  word 
■^     Chaos  and  darkness  heard, 

And  took  their  flight, 
Hear  us,  we  humbly  pray, 
And  where  the  Gospel-day 
Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray. 

Let  there  be  light ! 


CHRISTIAN  MISSIONS. 

2  Thou,  who  didst  come  to  bring, 
On  Thy  redeeming  wing, 

Healing  and  sight ; 
;    Health  to  the  sick  in  mind, 
Sight  to  the  inly  blind, 
.  0  now  to  all  mankind 
Let  there  be  light ! 

3  Spirit  of  truth  and  love. 
Life-giving,  holy  Dove, 

Speed  forth  Thy  flight ! 
Move  on  the  waters'  face, 
Bearing  the  lamp  of  grace. 
And  in  earth's  darkest  place 

Let  there  be  light ! 

4  Blessfed  and  Holy  Three, 
Glorious  Trinity, 

Wisdom,  Love,  Might ! 
Boundless  as  ocean's  tide, 
Eolling  in  fullest  pride, 
Through  the  world,  far  and  wide, 


Let  there  be  light ! 


J.  MAKRIOTT. 
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rPHY  name.  Almighty  Lord ! 
-*-     Shall  sound  through  distant  lands  : 
Great  is  Thy  grace,  and  sure  Thy  word. 
Thy  truth  for  ever  stands. 

Far  be  Thine  honour  spread. 
And  long  Thy  praise  endure, 
Till  morning  light  and  evening  shade 
Shall  be  exchanged  no  more. 


GHBISTIAK  Missions. 
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HEN"  shall  the  last  bright  song  arise 
From  aU  the  millions  of  the  skies ; 
The  song  of  triumph  which  records 
That  all  the  earth  is  now  the  Lord's  ? 

2  When  thrones  and  powers  and  kings  shall  be 
Obedient,  mighty  God !  to  Thee : 

And  over  land,  and  stream,  and  main. 
Shall  wave  the  sceptre  of  Thy  reign, 

3  0  that  the  anthem  now  might  swell. 
And  host  to  host  the  triumph  tell, — 

That  not  one  rebel  heart  remains. 
But  over  all  the  Saviour  reigns ! 

MRS.  VOKE. 

FAREWELL  MISSIONARY  SERVICES. 
760  ;.6.  double. 

.0,  bear  the  joyful  tidings, 
Which  first  on  Judah's  plain 
Awoke  the  wondering  shepherds 

To  praise  Messiah's  name. 
Exalt  the  King  of  glory. 

Who  left  His  throne  on  high, 
And  came  on  earth  a  ransom, 
For  guilty  man  to  die. 

Go,  sound  the  Gospel  trumpet. 

Beyond  the  rolling  sea, 
From  chains  of  sin  and  darkness, 
To  set  the  captive  free. 

2  Go,  in  your  Master's  vineyard, 
And  labour,  \\eaxt  and  hand. 
The  Word.otWift  ^^o^ttl^ 
Proclaim  to  evex^  \^Ti^, — 
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FAREWELL  MIBSIONARY  SERVICES. 

The  sweet  and  precious  promise, 

:To  all  who  will  believe,  ■  ' 

Free  grace  and  full  salvation, 
.     .  For  all  who  will  receiva  ^ 

Go,  5ound,  &c. 

3  Go,  tell  the  broken  spirit, 

ihab  vainly  sighs  for  rest, 
There  is  a  home  in  glory, 

A  home  for  ever  blest. 
Go,  bring  the  lost  to  Jesus, 

His  tender  love  to  share, 
Go  forth  to  every  nation, 

For  precious  souls  are  there. 

Go,  sound,  &c. 

r 

4  Haste  on  your  work  of  mercy, 

The  heavenly  call  obey, 
Go  in  the  strength  of  Jesus, 
The  true  and  living  way; 
Go,  like  the  old  disciples,  (1  \ 

And  tread  the  path  they  trod. 
Your  duty  lies  before  you, 
'  Go — leave  the  rest  to  God. 

Go,  sound,  &c. 

F.  J.  CROSBY  * 
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GO,  messenger  of  peace  and  love, 
To  nations  plunged  in  shades  of  night : 
Like  angels  sent  from  fields  above, 
Be  thine  to  shed  celestial  light. 

On  barren  rock  and  desert  isle, 
Go,  bid  the  Eose  of  Sharon  bloom, 

Till  arid  wastes  around  tliee  smiXft, 
Bicb  as  the  dews  from  motmiv^H*  ^(VccJ^. 


.  Then  «***  I^est  ^^*^.  ^T  spoil.       . 

^Vhere  the  -^^;,lf  for  ever  ^^eep- 
And  the  oppre.  ^^ 

^       roxir  the  h^:ing  w=  despair ; 

Chase  a-»y^^^^,i  be  f  oxgiven- 
Bid  hhu  hope  to        ^^^^^^^ 

4  Where  the  g^deu  ^         ^t. 


MISSIONS  TO  THE  JEWS. 

Wide  the  wondrous  cross  display, 
Spread  the  gospel's  richest  feast. 

Sound  aloud  Jehovah's  call ; 

Visit  every  soil  and  sea ; 
Preach  the  cross  of  Christ  to  all, 

Christ  whose  love  is  full  and  fi^ee. 

J.  MABSDEN. 


mSSIONJS  TO  THE  J£W3. 
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LOED,  Thine  ancient  people  see. 
Captive  still,  in  darkness  bound  ; 
Let  Thy  gospel  set  them  free. 
Let  them  hear  its  joyful  sound, 

2  Still  the  veil  is  on  their  heart, 

Bend  it,  Lord,  at  length  in  twain ; 
Bid  their  unbelief  depart. 
Bring  them  to  Thy  fold  again. 

3  Let  Thy  love  their  blindness  heal, 

God  of  Israel,  hear  our  prayer ; 
Let  Thy  grace  their  pardon  seal. 
Still  Thy  covenant  let  them  share. 

4  Harp  of  Judah,  long  unstrung, 

Sound  at  length  the  Saviour's  praise ; 
Jew  and  Gentile,  old  and  young. 
Loud  the  glad  hosanna  raise. 

Hymns  for  Church  and  Home, 

'64  I'M. 

A  WHY  should  Israel's  sons,  once  blessed, 
^     Still  roam  the  scorning  world  around ; 
Disowned  of  Hes^ven,  by  man  oppressed, 
Outcasts'f rom  Zion*s  hallowed  ground  \ 


CHBISTDLK  MISSI02]r& 

2  0  God  of  Israel,  view  their  race ; 

Back  to  Thy  fold  the  wanderers.  biiiig» 
Teach  them  to  seek  Thy  slighted  grace. 
To  hail  in  Christ  then:  promised  King; 

3  The  veil  of  darkness  rend  in  twain 

Which  hides  their  Shiloh's  glorious  light ; 
The  severed  olive-branch  again 
To  its  own  parent  stock  nnite. 

4  Haste,  glorious  day,  expected  long,  .         ., 

When  Jew  and  Greek  one  prayer  aha^  V^v^ 
With  eager  feet  one  temple  throng. 
One  God  with  grateful  r^tptur^  praiee. . ' 

.  J,  JOYCE. 
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WAKE,  harp  of  Zion,  wake  again, 
Upon  thine  ancient  hill. 
On  Jordan's  long  deserted  plain. 
By  Kedron's  lowly  rilL 

2  The  hymn  shall  yet  in  Zion  swell. 

That  sounds  Messiah's  praise. 
And  Thy  loved  name,  Immanuel, 
As  once  in  ancient  days. 

3  For  Israel  yet  shall  own  her  King ; 

For  her  salvation  waits  ; 

And  hill  and  dale  shall  sweetly  sing,. 

With  praise  in  all  her  gates. 

•    r*-  • 

4  0  hasten,  Lord,  these  promised  days. 

When  Israel  shall  rejoice  ; 
And  Jew  and  Gentile  join  in  praise. 
With  one  united  voice ! 


%a.mm  of  iWemorial  Stones* 
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C HEIST  is  our  cornqpp-stone/    ^      >  ■    t 
On  Him  alone  we  build; 
{With  His  true  saints  alone 
'     '  The  courts  of  heaven  are  filled; 
•  'On  His  great  love 
Our  hopes  we  place, 
Of  present  grace 
And  joys  above. 

2  O !  then  with  hymns  of  praise 

These  hallowed  courts  shall  ring;  . 
Oti  voices  We  will  raise  " 

The  Three  in  One  to  sing; 
And  thus  proclaim 
In  joyful  song,    ' 
.    j    .       Both  loud  and  long,  ,  j  j 

.That  glorious  N"ame.  ; 

3  Ilet?e,  gratious  God,  do  Thou  1 

For  evermore  draw  nigh ; 
Acejept  e^ch  faithful  vow, 

And  mark  each  suppliant  sigh ; 
In  copious  shower 
Ott  all  who  pray,  i  li 

:•'  Eacji  holy  day,  .    ..1. 

Thy  blessings  pour. 

^4  Herel  may  we  gain  from  heaven  ,     ^ ' 
The  grace  which  we  implore  ; ' 
And  may  that  grace,  once  given, 

Be  with  us  evermore ;  .  , 

Until  that  day,  '       . 

When  all  the  blest 
;     To  endless  rest  '   ^    :.^.    ' 

.    Are  ,called  away. 

XATm  HYMN,  trans.  J.  CttAlTDLte. 
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(^RlirT  19  tbe  FatnidsticK&  oc  i&e  boose  ve 
raise; 
Be  i til  vall>  aalvsuirio,  aod  iis  gacsewmj?  pcaK ! 
Maj  ha  thresLc^  loirlj  to  tik&  Lord  be  dear; 
Mar  the  Lear3  be  bolj  tbsc  snaTI  woEship 
'  i^ere: 

2  On  the  Kock  of  Ages,  resting  btood  and  deep, 
Wiien  life's  tempest  rages,  Iiere  lee  passion 

sleep; 
Here  may  prayers  and  praises  never  cease  to 

rise, 
Till  through  Christ  they  raise  ns  nearer  to 

the  skies. 

3  Here  tlie  vow  be  sealed  by  Thy  Spirit,  Lord; 
Jlere  the  sick  b^e  heaUd,  and  the  lost  restored; 

Here    the    broken-hearted  Thy  forgiveness 

prove ; 
Here  the  friends  long  parted  be  restored  to 

love. 

4  H(5re  may  every  token  of  Thy  presence  be, 
ifere  may  chains  be  broken,  prisoners  here  set 

free; 
Hero    may    light    illumine    every    soul   of 

Thine, 
Lifting  up  the  human  into  the  divine. 

^  HiM'i*  may  God  the  Father,  Christ  the  Saviour- 
Son, 
With  th(i  Holy  Spirit,  be  adored  as  One; 
THl  i\\(\  Nv\\o\vi  eveation  at  Thy  footstool  fall, 
Aiu\  in  i\io\v\\)\ouo\\\\Ti\^<6\Kt5L<^i^l! 
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LAYING  OF  MEMORIAL  STONES. 

10ED  of  hosts,  to  Thee  we  raise 
Here  a  house  of  prayer  and  praise : 
Thou  Thy  people's  hearts  prepare, 
Here  to  meet  for  praise  and  prayer. 

2  Let  Thy  children  here  be  fed 

With  Thy  word,  the  heavenly  bread : 
Here,  with  richest  mercy  blest. 
May  the  weary  soul  find  rest. 

3  Here  to  Thee  a  temple  stand, 
While  the  sea  shall  gird  the  land ; 

Here  reveal  Thy  mercy  sure, 
While  the  sun  and  moon  endure. 

4  Hallelujah ! — earth  and  sky 
To  the  joyful  sound  reply : 

Hallelujah ! — hence  ascend 

Prayer  and  praise  till  time  shall  end. 

J.  MONTGOMEUY. 
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OT  for  the  things  of  fleeting  time, 
Not  for  the  knowledge  earth  can  give, 


We  raise  this  building,  but  for  truths 
That  through  eternity  shall  live. 

2  Its  stones  may  crumble  into  dust, 

Its  place  by  stranger-feet  be  trod ; 
But  the  high  themes  within  it  taught 
Shall  be  immortal  like  their  God, 

3  God  of  all  grace  and  boundless  love, 

Here  bless  the  word  Thyself  hast  g^veu  \ 
Let  thousands  here  commence  t^^i^  wvjct^^ 
That  leads  to  Jesus,  peace,  an^LVe^N^xs.. 

2  n 


LAYIKG  OF  BIEMOKIAL   STONES. 

4  Here  condescend  to  dwell,  and  make 
This  temple  Thy  peculiar  shrine, 
And  then,  while  endless  ages  last. 
Be  all  the  praise  and  glory  Thine. 

Anon, 

770  I'M. 

THIS  stone  to  Thee,  in  faith,  we  lay ; 
We  build  a  temple.  Lord,  to  Thee : 
Thine  eye  be  open,  night  and  day. 
To  all  who  here  shall  bow  the  knee. 

2  Here,  when  Thy  people  seek  Thy  face. 

And  dying  sinners  Jray  to  live ; 
Hear  Thou,  in  heaven,  Thy  dwelUng-pIace, 
And,  when  Thou  hearest,  0  forgive ! 

3  Here,  when  Thy  messengers  proclaim 

The  blessed  gospel  of  Thy  Bon, 
Still,  by  the  power  of  His  great  name, 
Be  mighty  signs  and  wonders  done. 

4  '  Hosanna ! '  to  their  heavenly  King, — 

When  children's  voices  raise  that  song  ; 
*  Hosanna ! '  let  their  angels  sing. 

And  heaven  with  earth  the  strain  prolong. 

5  But  will,  indeed,  Jehovah  deign 

Here  to  abide  no  transient  guest  ? 
Here  will  the  world's  Eedeemer  reign  ? 
And  here  the  Holy  Spirit  rest  ? 

6  O  may  Thy  glory  ne'er  depart ! 

Yet  choose  not,  Lord  !  this  house  alone ; 
Thy  kingdom  eom^  to  every  heart, 
In  every  \)oaoTa.  feK.'YXx^  >i)wt^^^. 
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JFor  t&e  ©jjentttfl  of  a  ^lace  of 

CM. 

AEISE,  0  King  of  grace,  arise, 
And  enter  to  Thy  rest ! 
Lo,  Thy  church  waits,  with  longing  eyes, 
Thus  to  be  owned  and  blest. 

2  Enter  with  all  Thy  glorious  train, 

Thy  Spirit  and  Thy  word  ; 
All  that  the  ark  did  once  contain 
Could  no  such  grace  afford. 

3  Here,  mighty  God  !  accept  our  vows, 

Here  let  Thy  praise  be  spread ; 

Bless  the  provisions  of  Thy  house, 

And  fill  Thy  poor  with  bread. 

4  Here  let  the  Son  of  David  reign ; 

liCt  God's  Anointed  shine ; 
Justice  and  truth  His  court  maintain,    • 
With  love  and  power  divine. 

5  Here  let  Him  hold  a  lasting  throne, 

And,  as  His  kingdom  grows. 
Fresh  honour  shall  adorn  His  crown, 
And  shame  confound  His  foes. 

WATTS. 
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C HEIST  is  made  the  sure  Foundation, 
Christ  the  Head,  and  Corner-stone, 
Chosen  of  the  Lord,  and  precious, 
Binding  all  the  Church  in  one, 
Holjr  Sion's  help  for  ever. 
And  her  confidence  alone. 
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OPENING  OF  A  PLACE  OF  WORSHIP. 

2  All  that  dedicated  city, 

Dearly  loved  of  God  on  high. 
In  exultant  jubilation 

Pours  perpetual  melody, 
Holy,  Holy,  Holy,  singing, 

In  glad  hymns  eternally. 

3  To  this  temple,  where  we  call  Thee, 

Come,  0  Lord  of  hosts,  to-day  ; 
With  Thy  wonted  loving-kindness 

Hear  Thy  servants,  as  they  pray  ; 
And  Thy  fullest  benediction 

Shed  within  its  walls  alwav. 

4  Here  vouchsafe  to  all  Thy  servants 

What  they  ask  of  Thee  to  ^ain, 
What  they  gain  from  Thee  for  ever 

With  the  blessfed  to  retain. 
And  hereafter  in  Thy  glory 

Evermore  with  Thee  to  reign. 

LA.TIN  HYMN,  trails.  J.  M.  NEALE. 
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COME,  King  of  glory,  come, 
And  witli  Thy  favour  crown 
This  temple  as  Thy  dome, 
This  people  as  Thy  own  : 
Beneath  this  roof,  0  deign  to  show 
How  God  can  dwell  with  men  below. 

2       Here  may  Thine  ears  attend 
Our  interceding  cries. 
And  grateful  praise  ascend 
All  fragrant  to  the  skies : 
Here  may  Thy  word  melodious  sound, 
And  spi^^d  celestial  joys  around  ! 

1^  3       Here  ma^  ^^  ^HX^^iTDJC-vN^  ^Ok^^-^^ 


OPENING  OF  A  PLACE  OP  WORSHIP. 

And  converts  join  the  song 
Of  seraphim  above : 
And  willing  crowds  surround  Thy  board, 
With  sacred  joy  and  sweet  accord. 

Here  may  our  unborn  sons 

And  daughters  sound  Thy  praise  ; 
And  shine,  like  polished  stones, 
Through  long  succeeding  days ; 
Here,  Lord,  display  Thy  saving  power, 
While  temples  stand  and  men  adore. 

B.  FRANCIS. 


74 


CM. 

DEAE  Slaepherd  of  Thy  people,  here 
Thy  presence  now  display ; 
As  Thou  hast  given  a  place  for  prayer, 
So  give  us  hearts  to  pray. 

2  Show  us  some  token  of 'Thy  love, 

Our  faith  and  hope  to  raise ; 
And  pour  Thy  blessings  from  above. 
That  we  may  render  praise. 

3  Within  these  walls  let  holy  peace, 

And  love,  and  concord,  dwell ; 
Here  give  the  troubled  conscience  ease, 
.The  wounded  spirit  heal. 

4  May  we  in  faith  receive  Thy  word. 

In  faith  present  our  prayers ; 
And  in  the  presence  of  our  Lord 
Unbosom  all  our  cares. 

5  And  may  the  gospel's  joyful  sound. 

Enforced  by  mighty  grace. 

Awaken  many  sinners  round 

To  come  atid  fiJl  the  place. 

J.  'NTS.wro^* 


OPENING  OF  A  PLACE  OF  WORSHIP. 
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OTHOU  whose  hand  has  brought  us 
Unto  this  joyful  day. 
Accept  our  glad  thanksgivings, 

And  listen  as  we  pray : 
And  may  our  preparation 

For  t4  da/s  service  be 
With  one  accord  to  offer 
Ourselves,  0  Lord,  to  Thee. 

2  For  this  new  house  we  praise  Thee, — 

Eeared  by  Thine  own  command, — 
For  every  generous  bosom. 

And  every  willing  hand ; 
And  now  within  Thy  temple 

Thy  glory  let  us  see, 
For  all  its  strength  and  beauty 

Are  nothing  without  Thee ! 

3  And  oft  as  here  we  gather, 

And  hearts  in  worship  blend. 
May  truth  reveal  its  power. 

And  fervent  prayer  ascend ; 
Here  may  the  busy  toiler 

Eise  to  the  things  above  ; 
The  young — the  old — be  strengthened, 

And  all  men  learn  Thy  love. 

4  And  as  the  years  roll  over. 

And  strong  affections  twine. 
And  tender  memories  gather 

About  this  sacred  shrine. 
May  this,  its  chief  distinction, — 

Its  gloiy  eN^x  be, 
That  muit&uSL^^  ^^Jm^l*-^ 

Have  iouuA.  'Osvevc  Nq^^  V^'^Nl^^'^. 


OiPBNINO  OF  A  PLACE  QF  WORSHIP. 

5  Lord  God !  our  fathers'  helper, — » 

Our  joy  and  hope  and  stay, 
Grant  now  a  graciou?  earnest 

Of  many  a  coming  day : 
Our  yearning  hearts  Thou  knowest, 

We  wait  before  Thy  throne, 
O  come,  and  by  Thy  presence 

Make  this  new  house  Thine  own  1    , .. 

F.  W.  GOAD$Y., 
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GEEAT  God,  avow  this  house  Thine  own ; 
Here  let  Thy  power  and  love  be  known — 
Thy  ark  of  mercy  rest: 
Of  old  Thou  didst  in  Zion  dwell, 
0  let  each  mount  of  Zion  still 
Be  with  Thy  presence  blest ! 

2  Oft  as  in  solemn,  fervent  prayer, 
And  holy  adoration  here, 

Thy  saints  together  join : 
Hear  Thou  on  Thy  eternal  throne, 
And  send  the  varied  blessings  down, 

In  streams  of  love  divine. 

3  Here  may  the  mourner  find  relief ; 
A  balm  for  all  his  inward  grief, 

When  doubts  and  fear  annoy : 
Beauty  for  ashes  here  bestow ; 
Garments  of  praise  for  heavy  woe ; 

And  peace  and  holy  joy, 

4  Here  may  the  plants  of  righteousness, 
Deep  rooted  in  the  Saviour's  grace, 

In  due  succession  rise ; 
Bearing  the  fruits  of  faith  divine, 
And  with  increasing  beauty  shme, 

XUl  ripened  for  the  skies. 


OI^ENING  OF  A  PLACE  OF  WOBSHm 

5  Then  in  Thy  nobler  courts  above. 
High  seated  on  the  mount  of  love. 

Where  blissful  numbers  roll. 
Praises  in  loftier  strains  shall  flow ; 
While  pleasures,  such  as  angels  know. 
Shall  swell  each  raptured  soul. 

J.  TYERS 
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GREAT  God !  while  earth  and  sea  and  sky. 
With  all  their  boundless  realm  are  Thin 
No  temple  our  weak  hands  can  rear 
Befits  Thy  majesty  divine ! 

2  Yet  0  !  accept  this  humble  house — 

Our  gift  of  love,  though  poor  it  be, — 
And  now  on  us  Thy  Spirit  breathe, 
Till  every  soul  is  full  of  Thee  ! 

3  Begin  we  now  with  holy  joy 

The  glad,  sweet  round  of  prayer  and  praise 
Through  Jesus  hear  our  eveiy  plea, 

Through  Him  accept  the  songs  we  raise. 

4  Here  may  Thy  pure,  sweet  gospel  sound — 

The  balm  of  heaven  for  earthly  woe — 
Till  souls  in  sin  and  sorrow  lost, 
The  bliss  of  full  forgiveness  know. 

5  And  when,  world-tired.  Thy  people  come 

And  lift  their  tear-dimmed  eyes  to  Thee, 
O  pierced  Heart !  come  Thou  to  heal ; 
And  be  what  none  beside  can  be. 

6  Thus,  Lord,  who  didst  in  fire  and  cloud 

Thine  Israel's  guard  and  blessing  prove. 
Make  this  an  Elim's  joyful  rest. 
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OPENING  OF  A  PLACE  OF  WORSHIP. 

CM. 


LIGHT  up  this  house  with  glory.  Lord ; 
Enter,  and  claim  Thine  own  ; 
Receive  the  homage  of  our  souls. 
Erect  Thy  temple-throne. 

2  We  rear  no  altar — Thou  hast  died  ; 

We  deck  no  priestly  shrine ; 
What  need  have  we  of  creature-aid  ? 
The  power  to  save  is  Thine. 

3  We  ask  no  bright  shekinah-cloud 

To  glorify  the  place ; 
Give,  Lord,  the  substance  of  that  sign — 
A  plenitude  of  grace. 

4  No  rushing,  mighty  wind  we  ask ; 

No  tongues  of  flame  desire ; 
Grant  us  the  Spirit's  quickening  light, 
His  purifying  fire. 

5  Light  up  this  house  with  glory.  Lord — 

The  glory  of  that  love 
Which  forms  and  saves  a  church  below, 
And  makes  a  heaven  above. 

J.  HARRIS. 
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A  THOU,  who  didst  the  temple  fill 
"    With  Thy  resplendent  awful  train, 
The  glory  of  Thine  Israel  still. 

Appear  in  those  bright  robes  again. 

2  In  us,  and  round  about  us,  shine, 
Here  cause  us  to  behold  Thy  face : 
O  make  this  tabernacle  TVvme ', 
O  sanctify  this  lowly  place. 


L.M. 


BENEVOLENT  INSTITUTIQNS. 

3  Now  send  the  promised  unction  down,. 

And  all  our  waiting  hearts  inspire  : 
Lord  Jesus,  make  Thy  goings  known. 
Thy  ministers  a  flame  of  fire, 

4  Work  with  them,  and  confirm  Thy  word 

To  aU  who  worship  in  this  place : 
0  pour  upon  us,  holy  Lord, 
Unceasing  showers  of  saving  grace. 

Gong.  Supplement. 
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A  THOU,  whose  own  vast  temple  stands 
"    Built  over  earth  and  sea, 
Accept  the  walls  that  human  hands 
Have  raised  to  worship  Thee. 

May  erring  minds,  that  worship  here. 

Be  taught  the  better  way : 
And  they  who  mourn,  and  they  who  fear. 

Be  strengthened  as  they  pray. 

May  faith  grow  firm,  and  love  grow  warm, 

And  pure  devotion  rise ; 
While,  round  these  hallowed  walls,  the  storm 

Of  earth-born  passion  dies. 

W.  C.  BRYANT. 
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A  JESUS  I  who,  to  favoured  friend 
^    Thy  mourning  mother  didst  commend. 
Mindful,  aniiA.a\i  cJ  et^V^^^xxivsi'^^QQ^ 
Of  her  who  »too(i  ^\i^  ^e>^V\i^wN— 


BENEVOLENT   INSTITUTIONS. 

2  Let  not  our  sorrows  selfish  prove, 
Closing  our  hearts  to  claims  of  love ; 

But  may  we  sweetest  solace  know 
In  soothing  other  mourners'  woe. 

3  Amidst  the  sacrifice  sublime 
For  every  age  and  every  clime, 

This,  of  Thy  priesthood's  work  was  part, 
To  soothe  one  lonely  woman's  heart. 

4  So  when  for  church  or  truth  we  feel. 
Or  world-wide  enterprise,  most  zeal — 

Let  us  be  sure  we  best  please  Thee 
By  tender,  true  humanity. 

NEWMAN  HALL. 
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FOUNTAIN  of  good,  to  own  Thy  love 
Our  thankful  hearts  incline ; 
What  can  we  render,  Lord,  to  Thee, 
When  qJI  the  worlds  are  Thine  ? 

2  Help  us,  0  Lord,  Thy  yoke  to  wear, 

Delight  to  do  Thy  will, 
Each  other's  burdens  gladly  bear. 
And  love's  sweet  law  fulfil. 

3  To  Thee  our  all  devoted  be, 

In  whom  we  move  and  live ; 
Freely  we  have  received  of  Thee — 
As  freely  may  we  give. 

4  Teach  us,  0  Lord,  with  reverent  love 

Thee  in  Thy  poor  to  see. 
And  while  we  minister  to  tTn^m, 
To  do  it  as  to  Thee. 


BENEVOLENT   INSTITUTIONS. 

5  Only  do  Thou  our  alms  accept, 
Aiid  with  Thy  blessing  speed ; 
Bless  us  in  giving, — greatly  bless 
Out  gifts  to  them  that  need. 

DODDRIDGE  and  E.  OSLER. 
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GLADSOME  we  hail  this  day's  return ; 
In  God's  great  name  again  we  meet ; 
Our  hearts  once  more  within  us  burn. 
And  ouv  communion  shall  be  sweet. 

2  We  bless  Thee,  Lord,  for  all  the  good 

Thy  liberal  hand  hfi^a  freely  given ; 
For  grace  by  which  our  feet  have  stood 
In  ways  that  lead  the  soul  to  heaven. 

3  For  all  the  mercies  of  the  past 

We  join  in  songs  of  filial  praise ; 
Aix)uud  us  now  Thy  favour  cast, 

Thou  Guide  and  Guardian  of  our  days. 

4  Twas  by  Thy  Spirit's  kindling  flame 

Th)''  servants  felt  their  bosoms  glow, 
And  in  Thy  all-sustaining  name. 
They  still  with  hallowed  ardour  go. 

5  ^fore  strength  we  crave,  more  love,  more  zeal, 

That  we  may  follow  Christ,  and  live 
To  labour  for  our  brethren's  weal, 
And  unto  Thee  the  glory  give  ! 

DAWSON  BURNS. 
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T  OED  of  glory,  who  hast  bought  us 
^    With  Thy  life-blood  as  the  price. 
Never  grudging  for  the  lost  ones 
That  tvemendow^  ^^crxflce. 


BENEVOLENT   INSTITUTIONS, 

And  with  that  liast  freely  given 
Blessings,  countless  as  the  sand, 

To  the  unthankful  and  the  evil 
With  Thine  own  unsparing  hand ; 

2  Grant  us  hearts,  dear  Lord,  to  yield  Tliee 

Gladly,  freely  of  Thine  own ; 
With  the  sunshine  of  Thy  goodness 

Melt  our  thankless  hearts  of  stone ; 
Till  our  cold  and  selfish  natures, 

Warmed  by  Thee,  at  length  believe, 
That  more  happy  and  '  more  blessM 

'Tis  to  give  than  to  receive' 

3  Wondrous  honour  hast  Thou  given 

To  our  humblest  charity 
In  Thine  own  mysterious  sentence, 

'  Ye  have  done  it  unto  Me' 
Can  it  be,  0  gracious  Master, 

Thou  dost  deign  for  alms  to  sue. 
Saying  by  Thy  poor  and  needy, 

*  Give  as  I  have  given  to  you  ?  * 

4  Lord  of  glory,  who  hast  bought  us 

With  Thy  life-blood  as  the  price, 
Never  grudging  for  the  lost  ones 

That  tremeildous  sacrifice. 
Give  us  faith,  to  trust  Thee  boldly ; 

Hope,  to  stay  our  souls  on  Thee ; 
But  0,  b^st  of  all  Thy  graces. 

Give  us  heavenly  charity. 

E.  S.  ALDERSON, 
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LORD  of  heaven  and  earth  and  sea. 
To  Thee  all  praise  and  glory  be ; 
How  shall  we  show  our  love  to  Thee, 
"VVho  givest  all  ? 


BENEVOLENT  INSTITUTIONS. 

2  The  golden  sunshine,  vernal  air. 

Sweet  flowers  and  fruit.  Thy  love  declare : 
When  harvests  ripen,  Thou  art  there, 
Who  givest  alL 

3  For  peaceful  homes,  and  healthful  days. 
For  all  the  blessings  earth  displays, 
We  owe  Thee  thankfulness  and  praise, 

Who  givest  all. 

4  Thou  didst  not  spare  Thine  only  Son, 
But  gav'st  Him  for  a  world  undone. 
And  freely  with  that  Blessed  One 

Thou  givest  all. 

5  Thou  giv'st  the  Holy  Spirit's  dower. 
Spirit  of  life,  and  love,  and  power. 
And  dost  His  sevenfold  graces  shower 

Upon  us  all. 

6  For  souls  redeemed,  for  sins  forgiven, 
For  means  of  grace  and  hopes  of  heaven, 
Father,  what  can  to  Thee  be  given. 

Who  givest  all  ? 

7  We  lose  what  on  ourselves  we  spend, 
We  have  as  treasure  without  end 
Whatever,  Lord,  to  Thee  we  lend. 

Who  givest  all. 

S  Whatever,  Lord,  we  lend  to  Thee, 
Repaid  a  thousandfold  will  be  ; 
Then  gladly  will  we  give  to  Thee, 
Wlio  givest  all ; 

9  To  Thee,  from  whom  we  all  derive 
Our  life,  our  gifts,  our  power  to  givie :    •. 
0  may  we  ever  with  Thee  live. 


Who  givest  all ! 


C»  TVOIIDSWORTU. 
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OTHOU  through  sufifering  perfect  made, 
On  whom  the  bitter  cross  was  laid ; 
In  hours  of  sickness,  grief,  and  pain, 
No  sufferer  turns  to  Thee  in  vain* 

2  The  halt,  the  maimed,  the  sick,  the  blind, 
Sought  not  in  vain  Thy  tendance  kind  ;^ 

Now  in  Thy  poor  ThyseK  we  see. 
And  minister  through  them  to  Thee. 

3  0  loving  Saviour,  Thou  canst  cure 
The  pains  and  woes  Thou  didst  endure : 

For  all  who  need,  Physician  great, 
Thy  healing  balm  we  supplicate. 

4  But,  0 !  far  more,  let  each  keen  pain 
And  hour  of  woe  be  heavenly  gain,    .  ^ 

Each  stroke  of  Thy  chastisihg  rod    ? ', 
Bring  back  the  wanderer  nearer  Qoi} 


0 !  heal  the  bruisM  heart  within : 
0  !  save  our  souls  aU  sick  with  sin : 
Give  life  and  health  in  bounteous  store. 
That  we  may  praise  Thee  evermore. 

W.  W.  HOW. 
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THINE  arm,  0  Lord,  in  days  of  old  ' 
"  Was  strong  to  heal  and  save  j 
It  triumphed  o'er  disease  and  death, 

0*er  darkness  and  the  grave. 
To  Tll6e  they  went,  the  blind,  the  dutdb. 

The  palsied  and  the  lame,  ' ' 

The  leper  with  his  tainted  life,         •  / 

The  sick  with  fererfed  feame.     * 


BENEVOLENT  INSTITUTIONS, 

2  And  lo  !  Thy  touch  brought  life  and  health 

Gave  speech  and  strengtli  and  sight ; 
And  youth  renewed  and  frenzy  calmed 

Owned  Thee,  the  Lord  of  light ; 
And  now,  0  Lord,  be  near  to  bless. 

Almighty  as  of  yore, 
In  crowded  street,  by  restless  couch. 

As  by  Gennesareth's  shore. 

3  Be  Thou  our  great  Deliverer  still, 

Thou  Lord  of  life  and  death ; 
Eestore  and  quicken,  soothe  and  bless, 

With  Thine  Almighty  breath ; 
To  hands  that  work,  and  eyes  that  see, 

Give  wisdom*s  heavenly  lore, 
That  whole  and  sick,  and  weak  and  strong, 

May  praise  Thee  evermore. 

E.  H.  PLUMPTRE. 
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rriHOU  to  whom  the  sick  and  dying 
-■-     Ever  came,  nor  came  in  vain. 
Still  with  healing  words  replying 
To  the  wearied  cry  of  pain ; 
Hear  us,  Jesu,  as  we  meet 
Suppliants  at  Thy  mercy -seat. 

2  Still  the  weary,  sick,  and  dying 

Need  a  brother's,  sister's  care, 
On  Thy  higher  help  relying 

May  we  now  their  burden  share. 
Bringing  all  our  offerings  meet, 
Suppliants  at  Thy  mercy-seat. 

3  May  each  child  of  Thine  be  willing, 

Willing  both  in  hand  and  heart. 
All  the  law  of  love  fulfilling. 
Ever  comloil  \.o  vcK^«,xtj, 


BENEVOLENT  INSTITUTIONS. 

Ever  bringing  offerings  meet, 
Suppliant  at  Thy  mercy-seat. 

4  Then  shall  sickness,  sin,  and  sadness. 
To  Thy  healing  power  yield. 
Till  the  sick  and  sad,  in  gladness, 
Eescued,  ransomed,  cleansed,  healed, 
One  in  Thee  together  meet. 
Pardoned  at  Thy  Judgment-seat. 

G.  THRING. 
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THY  life  was  given  for  me. 
Thy  blood,  0  Lord,  was  shed, 
That  I  might  ransomed  be. 

And  quickened  from  the  dead ; 
Thy  life  was  given  for  me  ; 
What  have  I  given  for  Thee  ? 

2  Long  years  were  spent  for  me 

In  weariness  and  woe, 
That  througli  eternity 

Thy  glory  I  might  know ; 
I^ng  years  were  spent  for  me  ; 
Have  I  spent  one  for  Thee  ? 

3  Thy  Father's  home  of  light, 

Thy  rainbow- circled  throne, 
Were  left  for  earthly  night. 

For  wanderings  sad  and  lone  ; 
Yea,  all  was  left  for  me  ; 
Have  I  left  aught  for  Thee  ? 

4  Thou,  Lord,  hast  borne  for  me 

More  than  my  tongue  can  tell 
Of  bitterest  agony. 

To  rescue  me  from  hell ; 
Thou  sufferedst  all  for  me  ; 
Wliat  have  I  borne  for  Thee? 

2Tl 
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5  And  Thou  hast  brought  to  me 

Down  from  Thy  home  above 
Salvation  full  and  free, 

Thy  pardon  and  Thy  love  ; 
Great  gifts  Thou  hroughtest  me ; 
What  have  I  brought  to  Thee  ? 

6  O  let  my  life  be  given. 

My  years  for  Thee  be  spent ; 
World-fetters  all  be  riven. 

And  joy  with  suffering  blent ; 
Thou  gaVst  Thyself  for  me, — 
I  give  myself  to  Thee  1 

F.  K.  HAVERGAL.*' 
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E  give  Thee  but  Thine  own. 
Whatever  the  gift  may  be : 


All  that  we  have  is  Thine  alone, 
A  trust,  0  Lord,  from  Thee. 

2  May  we  Thy  bounties  thus 
As  stewards  true  receive ; 

And  gladly,  as  Thou  blessest  us, 
To  Thee  our  first-fruits  give. 

3  0  !  hearts  are  bruised  and  dead ; 
And  homes  are  bare  and  cold ; 

And  lambs  for  whom  the  Shepherd  bled 
Are  straying  from  the  fold  ! 

4  To  comfort  and  to  bless. 
To  find  a  balm  for  woe, 

To  tend  the  lone  and  fatherless, 
Is  angels'  work  below. 

5  The  captive  to  release. 
To  Goxi  the  lost  to  bring, 


BENEVOLS;^:?  INSTITUTIONS. 

To  teach  the  way  of  life  and  peace, — 
It  is  a  Christ-like  thing. 

6      Ahi  we  believe  Thy  word,       .  .  r  \\^ 
Though  dim  our  faith  may  be,-*B* '  -  6 
Whate'er.  for  Thine  w^  do,  0  Lordi  . 
We  do  it  tmto  Thee.  ^ 

:  w.  w./HOw. 
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WHEN",  like  a  stranger  on  our  sphere, 
ThQ  lowly  Jesus  wandered  here^ 
Whdrfe^elr  Hq  went,  affictxon  fled,. 
And  sickness  reared  her  fainting  head. 

2  The  ejh  that  rolled  in  darksome  night' 
Beheld  flis  face— for  God  is  light ; 

The  opening  ear,  the  loosened  tongue. 
His  pi'ecepts  heard,  His  praises  sting. 

3  With  bounding  steps,  the  halt  atid  lame  ^' 
To  hail  their  great  Deliverer,  came': 

O'er  the  cold  grave  He  bowed  His  head, 
He  spake  the  word,  and  raised  the  dead. 

4  Demoniac  madness,  dark  and  wild, 
In  His  inspiring  presence  smiled ; 

The  storm  of  horror  ceased  to  roll. 
And  ?J0«^Qn,  lighteaied  through  the  soul. 

5  Through  paths  of  loving-kindness  led 
Where  Jesus  triumphed,  we  would  tj^^ad^;^! 

,,  J        And  where  He  gives  the  power,  dispeiisA 
The  gifts  of  true  benevolence.  .   .  /  » 

J.  MDNTGOMERY. 


TDiES  AND  SEASONS. 
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OUR  souls  shall  magnify  the  Lord, 
In  Him  our  spirits  shall  rejoice  ; 
Assembled  here  with  one  accord. 

We  praise  Him  with  one  heart  and  voice. 

2  God  of  our  life  !  to  Thee  we  bow ; 

Thou  art  our  refuge  in  distress  ; 
The  husband  of  the  widow  Thou ! 
The  Father  of  the  fatherless ! 

3  May  we  the  Christian  law  fulfil. 

And  bear  each  other's  burdens  here ; 
And  thus  unite  to  do  Thy  will 
In  perfect  love  and  holy  fear. 

4  Grant  that  our  union,  here  begun, 

May  ever  firm  and  lasting  be ; 
Around  Thy  throne  may  we  be  one, 
One  with  each  other,  one  with  Thee. 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 
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A  WAKE,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun 
-^     Thy  daily  stage  of  duty  run  ; 
Shake  off  dull  sloth,  aud  joyful  rise. 
To  pay  thy  morning  sacrifice. 


MOBNUIG. 

2  Thy  precious  time  misspent,  redeem, 
Each  present  day  thy  last  esteem ; 

Improve  thy  talent  with  due  care. 
For  the  great  day  thyself  prepare. 

3  Wake,  and  lift  up  thyself,  my  heart. 
And  with  the  angels  bear  thy  part ; 

Who  all  night  long  unwearied  sing 
High  praise  to  the  Eternal  King. 

4  AU  praise  to  Thee,  who  safe  hast  kept, 
And  hast  refreshed  me  whilst  I  slept ; 

Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  shall  wake, 
I  may  of  endless  light  partake. 

5  Lord,  I  my  vows  to  Thee  renew. 
Disperse  my  sins  as  morning  dew. 

Guard  my  first  springs  of  thought  and  will, 
And  with  Thyself  my  spirit  fill. 

6  Direct,  control,  suggest,  this  day, 
All  I  design,  or  do,  or  say ; 

That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might. 
In  Thy  sole  glory  may  unite, 

7  Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings  flow, 
Praise  Him  all  creatures  here  below ; 

Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host. 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 

T.  KEN. 
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FORTH  in  Thy  name,  0  Lord,  we  go 
Our  daily  labour  to  pursue  ; 
Thee,  only  Thee,  resolved  to  know, 
In  all  we  think,  or  speak,  or  do. 


TIMES  Km)  SEASONS. 

2  The  task  Thy  msdom  hath  assigned 

O  let  us  cheerfully  fulfil ; 
In  aU  our  works  Thy  presence  find. 
And  prove  Thy  good  and  perfect  wilL 

3  Thee  may  we  set  at  our  right  hand, 

Whose  eyes  our  inmost  substance  see, 
And  labour  on  at  Thy  command, 
And  offer  all  our  works  to  Thee. 

4  Give  us  to  bear  Thy  easy  yoke. 

And  every  moment  watch  and  pray ; 
And  still  to  things  eternal  look. 
And  hasten  to  Thy  glorious  day  ; 

5  For  Thee  delightfully  employ 

Whate'er  Thy  bounteous  grace  hath  given, 
And  run  our  course  with  even  joy, 
And  closely  walk  with  Thee  to  heaven. 

WESLEY.* 
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JESUS,  Sun  of  Eighteousness, 
Brightest  beam  of  love  Divine, 
With  the  early  morning  rays 
Do  Thou  on  our  darkness  shine. 

2  As  on  drooping  herb  and  flower 

Falls  the  soft  refreshing  dew, 
Let  Thy  Spirit's  grace  and  power 
All  our  weary  souls  renew. 

3  Like  the  sun's  reviving  ray, 

May  Thy  love,  with  tender  glow, 
All  our  coldness  melt  away. 
Warm  and  cheer  us  forth  to  go. 

4  0  our  only  hope  and  guide, 

Never  leave  \\a  xicst  te^^ke  \ 


MOKNING. 

Keep  us  ever  at  Thy  side,  ■  \   . 

Till  the  eternal  morning  break. 

5  Lead  us  all  our  days  and  years 

In  Thy  straight  and  narrow  way,* 
Lead  us  through  the  vale  of  tears 
To  the  land  of  perfect  day. 

ROSENMOTH* 


V96 


7s, 


LORD  of  power.  Lord  of  might ! 
God  and  Father  of  us  all ; 
Lord  of  day,  and  Lord  of  night, 

Listen  to  our  solemn  call ; 
Listen,  whilst  to  Thee  we  raise 
Songs  of  prayer  and  songs  of  ptaise. 

2  Light  and  love  and  life  are  Thine^ 

Great  Creator  of  all  good ; 
Fill  our  souls  with  light  divine ; 

Give  us,  with  our  daily  food. 
Blessings  from  Thy  heavenly  store. 
Blessings  rich  for  evermore. 

3  Graft  within  our  heart  of  hearts 

Love  undying  for  Thy  name ; 
Bid  us,  ere  the  day  departs. 

Spread  afar  our  Maker's  fame : 
Young  and  old  together  bless, 
Clothe  our  souls  with  righteousness. 

4  Full  of  years,  and  full  of  peace. 

May  our  life  on  earth  be  blest ; 
When  our  trials  here  shall  cease, 

And  at  last  we  sink  to  rest, 
Fountain  of  Eternal  Love  ! 
Call  us  to  our  home  above. 
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TIMELY  happy,  timely  wise  ! 

Hearts  that  with  rising  mom  arise ; 
Eyes  that  the  beam  celestial  view. 
Which  evermore  makes  all  things  new. 

2  New  every  morning  is  the  love 
Our  wakening  and  uprising  prove  ; 

Through  sleep  and  darkness  safely  brought. 
Restored  to  life  and  power  and  thought. 

3  New  mercies,  each  returning  day, 
Hover  around  us  while  we  pray ; 

New  perils  past,  new  sins  forgiven. 

New  thoughts  of  God,  new  hopes  of  heaven. 

4  If  on  our  daily  course  our  mind 
Be  set  to  hallow  all  we  find. 

New  treasures  still,  of  countless  price, 
God  will  provide  for  sacrifice. 

5  Old  friends,  old  scenes,  will  lovelier  be, 
As  more  of  heaven  in  each  we  see ; 

Some  softening  gleam  of  love  and  prayer 
Shall  dawn  on  every  cross  and  care. 

6  The  trivial  round,  the  common  task. 
Will  furnish  all.  we  ought  to  ask, 

Eoom  to  deny  ourselves,  a  road 
To  bring  us  daily  nearer  God. 

7  Only,  0  Lord,  in  Thy  dear  love, 
Fit  us  for  perfect  rest  above ; 

And  help  us,  this  and  every  day, 
To  live  more  nearly  as  we  pray. 

J.  KEBLE. 


MORNING. 
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npHE  star  of  morn  has  risen : 
•*•     0  Lord,  to  Thee  we  pray ; 
0  uncreated  Light  of  light, 
Guide  Thou  our  way. 

2  Sinless  be  tongue  and  hand, 
And  innocent  the  mind ; 

Let  simple  truth  be  on  our  lips, 
Our  hearts  be  kind. 

3  Let  not  the  flesh  prevail, 
But  all  be  ruled  by  good ; 

The  gift  of  temperance  bestow 
In  drink  and  food. 

4  As  the  swift  day  rolls  on, 
Still,  Lord,  our  Guardian  be ; 

And  keep  the  portals  of  our  hearts 
From  evil  free. 

5  Grant  that  our  daily  toil 
May  to  Thy  glory  tend ; 

And  as  our  hours  begin  with  Thee, 
So  may  they  end. 

G.  PHILLIMORE. 
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WHEN  streaming  from  the  eastern  skies, 
The  morning  light  salutes  mine  eyes, 
0  Sun  of  Righteousness  divine, 
On  me  with  beams  of  mercy  shine ! 
0  chase  the  clouds  of  guilt  away, 
And  turn  my  darkness  into  day. 


8s. 
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Vnd  when  to  Heaven's  all-glorious  King 
My  evening  sacrifice  I  bring, 


TIMES  AND   SEASONS. 

And  mourning  o'er  my  guilt  and  shajnjp^ 
Ask  mercy  in  my  Saviour's  name ; 

Then,  Jesus,  cleanse  me  with  lliy  blood, 
And  be  my  Advocate  with  God. 

3  When  each  day's  scenes  and  labours  close, 
And  wearied  nature  seeks  repose, 

With  pardoning  mercy,  richly  blest. 
Guard  me,  my  Saviour,  while  I  rest ; 
And,  as  each  morning  sun  shall  rise, 
0  lead  me  onward  to  the  skies ! 

4  And  at  my  life's  last  setting  sun, 
My  conflicts  o'er,  my  labours  done, 

*     Jesus,  Thy  heavenly  radiance  shed 
To  cheer  and  bless  my  dying  bed ; 

And  from  death's  gloom  my  spirit  raise. 
To  see  Thy  face  and  sing  Thy  praise. 

Anon, 

r^^^  EVENING, 
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FATHEE,  in  high  heaven  dwelling, 
May  our  evening  song  be  telling 
Of  Thy  mercy  large  and  free : 
Through  the  day  Thy  love  hath  fed  us, 
Through  the  day  Thy  care  hath  led  us, 
With  divinest  charity. 

2  This  day's  sins,  0  pardon,  Saviour  ! 
Evil  thoughts,  perverse  behaviour. 

Envy,  pride,  and  vanity ; 
From  all  evil  us  deliver ; 
Save  us  now,  and  save  us  ever, 

O  Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary ! 

3  While  the  night-dews  are  distilling, 
Holy  Ghost,  each  heart  be  filling 

From  TYmife  o^\i\Q&cifc^  \ 
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Softly  let  oifr  eyes  be 'closing, 
Loving  sotds  on  Thee  reposing, 
Ever-blessed  Trinity ! 

a  RAWSON. 

664,6664. 

FATHER  of  love  and  power, 
Guard  Thou  our  evening  hour, 
Shield  with  Thy  might. 
For  all  Thy  care  this  day 
Our  grateful  thanks  we  pay, 
And  to  onr  Father  pray, 
Bless  us  to-night ! 

2  Jesus  Immanuel ! 

Come  in  Thy  love  to  dwell 

In  hearts  contrite ; 
For  many  sins  we  grieve, 
But  we  Thy  grace  receive, 
And  in  Thy  word  believe ; 

Bless  us  to-night! 

3  Spirit  of  Holiness^ 
Gentle,  transforming  Grace, 

Indwelling  Light ! 
Soothe  Thou  each  weary  breast,  ;•   r  j' 
Now  let  Thy  peace  possessed 
Oalm  us  to  perfect  rest ;  .  ; 

Bless  us  to-night ! 

G.  RAWSON. 
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LORY  to  Thee,  my  God,  this  night, 
For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light; 
E6ep  me,  0  keep  me,  King  of  kings, 
Beneath  Thine  own  Almighty  mn^. 


TIMES  AND   SBA.SONS. 

2  Forgive  me,  Lord,  for  Thy  dear  Son, 
The  ill  that  I  this  day  have  done. 

That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  Thee, 
I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

3  Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed ; 

Teach  me  to  die,  that  so  I  may 
Rise  glorious  at  the  awful  day. 

4  0  may  my  soul  on  Thee  repose. 

And  may  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  close, 
Sleep  that  shall  me  more  vigorous  make 
To  serve  my  God  when  I  awake. 

5  When  in  the  night  I  sleepless  lie. 

My  soul  with  heavenly  thoughts  supply  ; 
Let  no  ill  dreams  disturb  my  rest, 
No  powers  of  darkness  me  molest. 

6  Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings  flow, 
Praise  Him  all  creatures  here  below. 

Praise  Him  above,  angelic  host, 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Glxost. 

T.  KEN. 
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TTOW  calmly  the  evening  once  more  is  dc- 
-■•-■-        scending, 

As  kind  as  a  promise,  as  still  as  a  prayer ; 
0  wing  of  the  Lord,  in  Thy  shelter  befriending, 

May  we  and  our  households  continue  to  share! 

2  The  sky,  like  the  kingdom  of  heaven,  is  open: 
O  enter,  my  soul,  at  the  glorious  gates ; 
Tlie  silence  and  smile  of  His  love  are  the  token, 
WJio  now  toi  a\\  Q.om"^\^  mvitiugly  waits. 


EVENING. 

3  We  come  to  be  soothed  with  His  merciful  heal- 

ing; 
The  dews  of  the  night  cure  the  wounds  of  the 

day; 
We  come,  our  life's  worth  and  its  brevity  feeling, 
With  thanks  for  the  past,  for  the  future  we 

pray. 

4  Lord,  save  us  from  folly ;  be  with  us  in  soitow; 

Sustain  us  in  work  till   the  time  of   our 
rest; 
When  earth's  day  is  over,  may  heaven's  to-mor- 
row 
Dawn  on  us,  of  homes  long  expected  possest. 

T.  T.  LYNCH. 
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Now  from  the  altar  of  our  hearts 
Let  incense-flames  arise; 
Assist  us,  Lord,  to  offer  up 
Our  evening  sacrifice. 

2  Awake,  our  love  ;  awake,  our  joy ; 

Awake,  our  heart  and  tongue  ; 
Sleep  not  when  mercies  loudly  call 
Break  forth  into  a  song. 

3  Minutes  and  mercies  multiplied 

Have  made  up  all  this  day ; 
Minutes  came  quick,  but  mercies  were 
More  fleet  and  free  than  they. 

4  New  time,  new  favours,  and  new  joys, 

Do  a  new  song  require ; 
Till  we  shall  praise  Thee  as  we  would, 
Accept  our  hearts'  desire. 
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5  Lord  of  our  time,  whose  hand  hath  set 
New  time  upon  our  score ; 
Thee  may  we  praise  for  all  our  time. 
When  time  shall  be  no  more ! 

J,  KASOK. 
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Now  the  day  is  over, 
Night  is  drawing  nigh, 
Shadows  of  the  evening 
Steal  across  the  sky, 

2  Jesu,  give  the  weary 

Calm  and  sweet  repose ; 
With  Thy  tenderest  blessing 
May  our  eyelids  close. 

3  Grant  to  little  children 

Visions  bright  of  Thee  •    /' 
Guard  the  sailors  tossing 
On  the  deep  blue  sea. 

4  Comfort  every  sufferer 

Watching  late  in  pain  ; 

Those  who  plan  some  evil 

From  their  sin  restrain. 

5  When  the  morning  wakens. 

Then  may  I  arise 
Pure  and  fresli  and  sinless 
In  Thy  holy  eyes. 

6  Glory  to  the  Father ! 

Glory  to  the  Son ! 
As  to  Thee,  blest  Spirit, 
Whilst  all  ages  run  ! 

S.  BAJOKG-GOULD, 
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A  LIGHT  of  life,  0  Saviour  dear, 
^    Before  we  sleep  bow  down  Thine  ear ; 
Through  dark  and  day,  o'er  land  and  sea, 
We  have  no  other  hope  but  Thee. 

2  Oft  from  Thy  royal  road  we  part. 
Lost  in  the  mazes  of  the  heart ; 

Our  lamps  put  out,  our  course  forgot, 
We  seek  for  God  and  find  Him  not. 


3  What  sudden  sunbeams  cheer  our  sights !  [/'  ', 
What  dawning  risen  upon  the  night ! 

Thou  giy'st  Thyself  to  us,  and  we 
Find  Guide  and  Path  and  all  in  Thee.   . 

r  ■  ■  . 

4  Through  day  and  darkness,  Saviour  dear, 
Abide  with  us  more  nearly  near ; 

Till  on*  Thy  face  we  lift  our  eyes. 
The  Sun  of  God*s  own  Paradise. 

5  Praise  God,  our  Maker  and  our  Friend ;    ' 
Praise  Him  through  time,  till  time  shall  end ; 

Till  psalm  and  song  His-  name  adore. 
Through  Heaven's  great  day  of  Evermore. 

F.  T.  PALGRAVE. 
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SAVIOUE,  breathe  an  evening  blessing      t 
Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal ; 
Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing, 
Thou  canst  save,  and  Thou  canst  heaL  ' 

2  Though  destruction  walk  around  us, 
Though  the  arrow  past  us  fly. 
Angel-guards  from  Thee  surround  us ; 
WeiaiB  jBafe,  if  Thou  art  nigh. 


TIMES  AXD  SEASONS. 

3  Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary. 

Darkness  cannot  hide  from  Thee ; 
Thou  art  He,  who,  never  weary, 
Watchest  where  Thy  people  be. 

4  Should  swift  death  this  night  o'ertake  us, 

And  our  couch  become  our  tomb, 
May  the  mom,  in  heaven  awake  us. 
Clad  in  light,  and  deathless  bloom. 

J.  ED3IEST0X. 
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SUN  of  my  soul.  Thou  Saviour  dear, 
It  is  not  night  if  Thou  be  near ; 
O  may  no  earth-born  cloud  arise 
To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  servant's  eyes ! 

2  When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 

Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
For  ever  on  my  Saviour's  breast ! 

3  Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  Thee  I  cannot  live ; 

Abide  with  me  when  niglit  is  nigh, 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die  ! 

4  If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  Thine 
Have  spurned,  to-day,  the  voice  divine ; 

Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin ; 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin  ! 

5  Watch  by  tlie  sick  ;  enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  Thy  boundless  store ; 

Do  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night, 
Like  iuiant'^  «»l\\\i\bers,  ^ure  and  light ! 


LM. 


EVENING. 

6  Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake,         ' 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  take ; 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  Thy  love 
We  lose  ourselves  in  heaven  above. 

J*  KEBLE* 
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THE  day  is  gently  sinking  to  a  close, 
Fainter  and  yet  more  faint  the  sunlight 
glows ; 
O  brightness  of  Thy  Father's  glory,  Thou 
Eternal  Light  of  Light,  be  with  us  now ; 
Where  Thou  art  present  darkness  cannot 

be, 
Midnight  is  glorious  noon,  0  Lord,  with 
Thee.  * 

2  Our  changeful  lives  are  ebbing  to  an  end, 
Onward  to  darkness  and  to  death  we  tend ; 

O  Conqueror  of  the  grave,  be  Thou  our  guide. 
Be  Thou  our  light  in  death's  dark  eventide ; 
Then  in  our  mortal  hour  will  be  no  gloom, 
No  sting  in  death,  no  terror  in  the  tomb. 

3  Thou  who,  in  darkness,  walking  didst  appear 
Upon  the  waves,  and  Thy  disciples  cheer. 

Come,  Lord,  in  lonesome  days,  when  storms 

assail, 
And    earthly   hopes    and  human    succours 
fail; 
When  all  is  dark,  may  we  behold  Thee 

nigh. 
And  hear  Thy  voice — '  Fear  not,  for  it  is  I !  * 

4  The  weary  world  is  mouldering  to  decay ; 
Its  glories  wj^ie,  its  pageants  fade  away ; 
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In  that  last  sunset^  when  the  stars  shall  hi 
May  we  arise,  awakened  by  Thy  call. 
With  Thee,  O  Lord,  for  ever  to  ahide 
In  that  blest  day  which  has  no  erentide. 

C.  WOBDSWOBTJ 
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rriHE  day  is  past  and  over : 
-I     All  thanks,  0  Lord,  to  Thee . 
We  pray  Thee  now,  that  sinless 
The  hours  of  dark  may  be. 

O  Jesu !  keep  us  in  Thy  sight,  . 

And  guard  us  through  the  coming  night ! 

2  The  joys  of  day  are  over  : 

We  lift  our  hearts  to  Thee ; 
And  ask  Thee  that  offenoeless 
The  hours  of  dark  may  be. 
0  Jesu !  keep  us  in  Thy  sight. 
And  guard  us  through  the  coming  night ! 

3  The  toils  of  day  are  over : 

We  raise  the  hymn  to  Thee ; 
And  ask  that  free  from  peril 

The  hours  of  dark  may  be. 
O  Jesu !  keep  us  in  Thy  sight, 
And  guard  us  through  the  coming  night ! 

4  Be  Thou  our  soul's  preserver, 

0  God,  for  Thou  dost  know 
How  many  are  the  perils 
Through  which  we  have  to  go. 
O  loving  Jesu,  hear  our  call. 
And  guard  and  save  us  from  them  all ! 

A"NiCioiiro^  (^«L,T)»  458),  trans,  j.  m.  neaih 
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THE  radiant  mom  hath  passed  away, 
And  spent  too  soon  her  golden  store ; 
The  shadows  of  departing  day- 
Creep  on  once  more. 

2  Our  life  is  but  a  fading  dawn, 

Its  glorious  noon  how  qxdckly  past ! 
Lead  us,  0  Christ,  when  all  is  gone. 
Safe  home  at  last. 


3  0 !  by  Thy  soul-inspiring  grace, 


Uplift  our  hearts  to  realms  on  higU  •'     ^-^ 


Help  us  to  look  to  that  bright  place 

Beyond  the  sky;  .; 

4  Where  Light  and  Life  and  Joy  atd  teace 

in  undivided  empire  reign, 
And  thronging  angels  never  cease 

Their  deathless  strain ;       > 

5  Where  saints  are  clothed  in  spotless  white. 

And  evening  shadows  never  fall. 
Where  Thou,  Eternal  Light  of  Light, 

Art  Lord  of  all.  ^ 

G,  THRING. 
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THOU  who  hast  known  the  careworn  breast, 
The  weary  need  of  sleep's  deep  balm. 
Come,  Saviour,  ere  we  go  to  rest. 
And  breathe  around  Thy  perfect  catm. 

2  Thy  presence  gives  us  childlike  trust, 
Gladness,  and  hope  without  alloy ; 
The  faith  that  triumphs  o'er  the  dust, 
And  gleamings  of  etetnal  joy. 
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3  Stand  in  our  midst,  dear  Lord,  and  say, 

*  Peace  be  to  you,  this  evening  hour ;  * 
Then  all  the  struggles  of  the  day 
Vanish  before  Thy  loving  power, 

4  Blest  is  the  pilgrimage  to  heaven, 

A  little  nearer  every  night  : 
Christ,  to  our  earthly  darkness  given. 
Till  in  His  glory  there  is  light. 

G.  BAWSON. 
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THE   SEASONS. 

L.M. 


TpTEENAL  source  of  every  joy ! 

^    Well  may  Thy  praise  our  lips  employ, 
While  in  Thy  temple  we  appear. 
Whose  goodness  crowns  the  circling  year. 

2  While,  as  the  wheels  of  nature  roll. 
Thy  hand  supports  the  steady  pole  ; 

The  sun  is  taught  by  Thee  to  rise, 
And  darkness  when  to  veil  the  skies. 

3  The  flowery  spring,  at  Thy  command, 
Embalms  the  air  and  paints  the  land  ; 

The  summer  rays  with  vigour  shine, 
To  raise  the  corn,  and  cheer  the  vine. 

4  Thy  hand  in  autumn  richly  pours. 
Through  all  our  coasts,  redundant  stores ; 

And  winters,  softened  by  Thy  care. 
No  more  a  face  of  horror  wear. 

5  Seasons  and  months,  and  weeks  and  days, 

<^-^?^  successive  songs  of  praise : 
^ul  be  the  cheerful  homage  paid 
^  \^  o^^raaa  light  and  evening  shade. 


SPEING. 

6  0  may  our  more  harmonious  tongues, 
In  worlds  unknown  pursue  their  songs; 
And  in  those  brighter  courts  adore, 
Where  days  and  years  revolve  no  more. 

DODDRIDGE. 

814  73. 

"DRAISE  to  God,  immoi-tal  praise, 
-*-     For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days ; 
Bounteous  source  of  every  joy. 
Let  Thy  praise  our  tongues  employ, 

2  For  the  blessings  of  the  field, 
For  the  stores  the  gardens  yield. 

For  the  vine's  refreshing  juice. 
For  the  generous  olive's  use. 

3  Flocks  that  whiten  all  the  plain ; 
Yellow  sheaves  of  ripened  grain  ; 

Clouds  that  drop  their  fattening  dews  ; 
Suns  that  temperate  warmth  diffuse ; 

4  All  that  spring,  with  bounteous  hand, 
Scatters  o'er  the  smiling  land ; 

All  that  liberal  autumn  pours 
From  her  rich  o'erflowing  stores ; 

5  These  to  Thee,  our  God,  we  owe, 
Source  whence  all  our  blessings  flow ; 

And  for  these  our  souls  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise. 

A.  L.  BARBAULD.* 

^^  -  SPRING. 

ylO  87.87.  double. 

ALL  is  bright  and  cheerful  round  us ; 
All  above  is  soft  and  blue ; 
Spring  at  last  hath  come  and  found  us. 
Spring  and  all  its  pleasures  too ; 


TIMES  AND   SEASONS. 

Every  flower  is  full  of  gladness  ; 

Dew  is  bright  and  buds  are  gay ; 
Earth,  with  all  its  sin  and  sadness. 

Seems  a  happy  place  to-day. 

2  If  the  flowers,  that  fade  so  quickly. 

If  a  day,  that  ends  in  night. 
If  the  sky,  that  clouds  so  thickly. 

Often  cover  from  our  sight, — 
If  they  all  have  so  much  beauty, 

What  must  be  God's  Land  of  Rest, 
Where  His  sons,  that  do  their  duty. 

After  many  toils  are  blest  ? 

3  There  are  leaves  that  never  wither, 

l^re  are  flowers  that  ne'er  decay ; 
Nothing  evil  goeth  thither, 

Nothing  good  is  kept  away. 
They  that  came  from  tribulation. 

Washed  their  robes  and  made  them  whi 
Out  of  every  tongue  and  nation, 

There  have  rest  and  peace  and  light. 

J.  M.  NEALE. 
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rriHE  glory  of  the  Spring  how  sweet ! 
-■-     The  newborn  life  how  glad  1 
What  joy  the  happy  earth  to  greet 
In  new,  bright  raiment  clad  ; 

2  The  blessed  vernal  airs  to  hail 

In  their  renewing  power, 
The  new  song  of  each  nightingale, 
The  new  birth  of  each  flower  ! 

3  Divine  Eenewer  !  Thee  I  bless ; 

I  greet  Thy  going  forth : 
I  love  Thee  in  the  loveliness 
Oi  TYvy  Tevi<e^^\  ^^^'Ool, 


SPRING. 

4  Bui  O !  these  wonders  of  Thy  ^ce. 

These  nobler  works  of  Thine, 
These  maarvels  sweeter  far  to  trace, 
These  new-births  more  divine  ! 

5  These  sinful  souls  Thou  l^allowest, 

These  hearts  Thou  makest  new. 
These  mourning  souls  by  Thee  made  blest, 
These  faithless  hearts  made  trud. 

6  Creator  Spirit,  work  in  me 

These  wonders  sweet  of  Thine ! 
Divine  Eenewer,  graciously 

Renew  this  heart  of  mine  !  ^  . 

7  Still  let. new  life  and  strength  upspring ; 

Still  let  new  joy  be  given ! 
And  grant  the  glad  new  song  to  sing 
Through  the  new  earth  and  heaven  I 

T.  H,  GILL. 
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CM.  double. 

THE  Sprii^gtide  hour  bring?  leaf  and  flower, 
With  songs  of  life  and  love ; 
And  many  a  lay  wears  out  the  day 

In  mtoy  a  leafy  grove : 
Bird,  flower,  and  tree  seem  to  agree 

Their  choicest  gifts  to  bring ; 
But  this  dead  heart  bears  not  ite  part ; 
In  it  there  ia  no  Spring. 

Dews  fall  apace,  the  dews  of  grace, 

Upon  this  soijJ  of  sin  5 
And  Love  Divine  djeligbts  tp  ^hine 

Upon  the  waste  within : 
Yet  year  by  year  fruits,  flowers,  appear, 
^   And  birds  their  praises  sing ; 
But  this  dead  heart  bears  not  its  part ; 

Its  Winter  Has  no  Spring. 


TDfES  AKD  SEASONS. 

3  Lord,  let  Thy  love,  fresh  from  abovBy 

Soft  as  the  south  wind  blow ; 
Call  forth  its  bloom,  wake  its  perfume. 

And  bid  its  spices  flow : 
And  when  Thy  voice  makes  earth  rejoice, 

And  the  hiUs  laugh  and  sing. 
Lord,  teach  this  heart  to  bear  its  part. 

And  join  the  praise  of  Spring. 

J.  S.  B.  MONSELL 
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S  U  MMER. 


SUMMER  suns  are  glowing 
Over  land  and  sea, 
Happy  light  is  flowing 
Bountiful  and  free. 

2  Every  thing  rejoices 

In  the  mellow  rays, 
All  earth's  thousand  voices 
Swell  the  psalm  of  praise. 

3  God's  free  mercy  streameth 

Over  all  the  world. 
And  His  banner  gleameth 
Everywhere  unfurled. 

4  Broad  and  deep  and  glorious 

As  the  heaven  above, 
Shines  in  might  victorious 
His  eternal  Love. 

5  Lord,  upon  our  blindness 

Thy  pure  radiance  pour ; 
For- Thy  loving-kindness 
Make  us  love  Thee  more. 


t 


AUTUMN* 

6  And  when  clouds  are  drifting 

Dark  across  our  sky, 
Then,  the  veil  uplifting, 
Father,  be  Thou  nigh^ 

7  We  will  never  doubt  Thee, 

Though  Thou  veil  Thy  light 
Life  IS  dark  without  Thee ; 
Death  with  Thee  is  bright. 

8  Light  of  Light !  shine  o'er  us 

On  our  pilgrim  way. 
Go  Thou  still  before  us 
To  the  endless  day. 
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W.  W.  HOW. 


A  VTVMN. 


y.6.  double. 


rpHE  leaves  around  me  falling 
-*•     Are  preaching  of  decay ; 
The  hollow  winds  are  calling, 

'  Come,  pilgrim,  come  away !  * 
The  day  in  night  declining, 

Says  I  too  must  decline  ; 
The  year,  its  life  resigning, — 

Its  lot  foreshadows  mine. 

The  light  my  path  surrounding. 

The  love  to  which  I  cling, 
The  hopes  within  me  bounding, 

The  joys  that  round  me  sing,- 
AU  melt  like  stars  of  even 

Before  the  morning's  ray. 
Pass  upward  into  heaven. 

And  chide  at  toy  delay. 


TIME^  A»P   SEASONS. 

3  The  friends  gone  there  h&iom  me 

Are  calling  from  on  bigh^ 
And  joyous  angels  o'er  me 

Temp^  sweetly  to  the  sky. 
'  Why  wait/  they  say,  *  and  wither 

'Mid  scenes  of  death  and  sin  ? 
0  rise  to  glory  hither,  \ 

And  find  true  life  begin.' 

4  I  hear  the  invitation. 

And  fain  would  rise  and  come, 
A  sinner  to  salvation, 

An  exile  to  his  home ; 
But  while  I  here  must  linger, 

Thus,  thiis  let  all  I  see 
Point  on  with  faithful  finger 

To  heaven,  O  Lord,  and  Thee. 

H.  F.  LYTE. 
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rriHE  year  is  swiftly  waning  ; 
-■-     The  summer  days  are  past ; 
And  life,  brief  life,  is  speeding  ; 
The  end  is  nearing  fast. 

2  The  ever-changing  seasons 

In  silence  come  and  go ; 
But  Thou— Eternal  Father, 
No  time  or  change  canst  know. 

3  O  !  pour  Thy  grace  upon  us. 

That  we  may  worthier  be. 
Each  year  that  passes  o'er  us, 
To  dwell  in  heaven  with  Thee. 

4  O  !  by  each  mercy  sent  us. 

And  by  each  grief  and  pain, 
J^y  blessmgs  like  the  simshine, 
And  Borrows  like  the  rain, 


76.76. 


WINTER. 


5  Our  barren  hearts  make  fruitful 
With  every  goodly  grace, 
That  we  Thy  name  may  hallow. 
And  see  at  last  Thy  face. 

W.  W.  HOW. 
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WINTER, 


7s. 


WINTEE  reigneth  o'er  the  land, 
Freezing  with  its  icy  breath ; 
Dead  and  bare  the  tall  trees  stand ; 
All  is  chiU  and  drear  as  death. 

2  Yet  it  seemeth  but  a  day 

Since  the  summer  flowers  were  here, 
Since  they  stacked  the  balmy  hay, 
Since  they  reaped  the  golden  ear. 

3  Sunny  days  are  past  and  gone: 

So  the  years  go,  speeding  fast, 
Onward  ever,  each  new  one 
Swifter  speeding  than  the  last. 

4  Life  is  waning  ;  life  is  brief ; 

Death,  like  winter,  standeth  nigh : 
Each  one,  like  the  falling  leaf, 
Soon  shall  fade  and  fall  and  die. 

5  But  the  sleeping  earth  shall  wake, 

And  the  flowers  all  burst  in  bloom. 
And  all  nature,  rising,  break 
Glorious  from  its  wintry  tomb. 

6  So,  Lord,  after  slumber  blest 

Comes  a  bright  awakening ; 
And  our  flesh  in  hope  shall  rest 
Of  a  never-fading  spring. 


TDfES  AND   SEASOyS. 


HARVEST. 


COME,  ye  thankful  people,  come, 
Baise  the  song  of  Harvest-Home ! 
All  is  safely  gathered  in. 
Ere  the  winter  storms  begin : 
God,  our  Maker,  doth  provide 
For  our  wants  to  be  supplied : — 
Come  to  God's  own  temple,  come, 
Eaise  the  song  of  Harvest-Home  ! 

2  AU  the  world  is  God's  own  field. 
Fruit  unto  His  praise  to  yield ; 

Wheat  and  tares  together  sown. 
Unto  joy  or  sorrow  grown ; 
First  the  blade,  and  then  the  ear, 
Tlien  the  full  com  shall  appear  : 
Lord  of  harvest,  grant  that  we 
TfVholesome  grain  and  pure  may  be. 

3  For  the  Lord  our  God  shall  coiue. 
And  shall  take  His  harvest  home  : 

From  His  field  shall  in  that  day 

All  offences  purge  away  ; 
Give  His  angels  charge  at  last 
In  the  fire  the  tares  to  cast ; 

But  the  fruitful  ears  to  store 

In  His  garner  evermore. 

4  Even  so,  Lord,  quickly  come 
To  Thy  final  Harvest-Home  ! 
Gather  Thou  Thy  people  in. 
Free  from  sorrow,  free  from  sin  ; 
There  for  ever  purified. 
In  Thy  presence  to  abide : 

Come,  Avith  all  Thine  angels,  come 
Kaise  the  glorious  Harvest-Home ! 


HABVEST. 


CM. 


FOUNTAIN  of  mercy !  God  of  love  1 
How  rich  Thy  bounties  are ! 
The  changing  seasons,  as  they  move, 
Proclaim  Thy  constant  care. 

2  When  in  the  bosom  of  the  earth 

The  sower  hid  the  grain, 
Thy  goodness  marked  its  secret  birth. 
And  sent  the  early  rain. 

3  The  spring's  sweet  influence,  Lord,  was  Thine, 

The  plants  in  beauty  grew ; 
Thou  gav'st  refulgent  suns  to  shine, 
And  soft  refreshing  dew. 

4  These  varied  mercies  from  above 

Matured  the  swelling  grain  : 
A  kindly  harvest  crowns  Thy  love. 
And  plenty  fills  the  plain. 

5  We  own  and  bless  Thy  gracious  sway, 

Thy  hand  all  nature  hails ; 
Seed-time  nor  harvest,  night  nor  day. 
Summer  nor  winter,  fails. 

6  Fountain  of  love,  our  praise  is  Thine, 

To  Thee  our  songs  well  raise, 
And  all  created  nature  join 
In  sweet  harmonious  praise. 

A.  FLOWERDEW. 


L.M. 
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GREAT  God  !  as  seasons  disappear. 
And  changes  mark  the  rolling  year, 
Thy  favour  still  has  crowned  our  days,  i 

AJi(i  we  would  cekbrate  Thy  praise,  .' 
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2  Tlie  liarrest-scmg  voiild  ve  repeat ; 
Tfaaa  giT€£t  us  the  fin^  wheat ; 

The  joys  of  hanr^  we  hare  known : 
The  praise,  O  Lasdl  is  all  Hune  own. 

3  Oar  tables  spread,  our  gamezs  stored, 
O  give  US  hearts  to  bless  Thee,  Lord ! 

Forbid  it.  Source  of  light  and  love, 

That  hearts  and  lives  should  barren  prove. 

4  Another  har\'est  comes  apace, 
Bipen  our  spirits  by  Thy  grace. 

That  we  may  calmly  meet  the  blow 
The  sickle  gives  to  lay  us  low. 

5  That  so,  when  angel-reapers  come. 
To  gather  sheaves  to  Thy  blest  home. 

Our  spirits  may  be  borne  on  high. 
To  Thy  safe  gamer  in  the  sky. 

E.  BUTCHER. 

825  8s. 

10KD  of  the  Harvest,  Thee  we  hail ; 
Thine  ancient  promise  doth  not  fail ; 
The  varying  seasons  haste  their  round ; 
With  goodness  all  our  years  are  crowned : 
Our  thanks  we  pay, 
This  holy  day ; 
O  let  our  hearts  in  tune  be  found  I 

2  When  spring  awakes  the  song  of  mirtli, 
Wlien  summer  warms  the  fruitful  earth, 
When  winter  sweeps  the  naked  plaifi, 
Or  autumn  yields  its  ripened  grain, 
We  still  do  sing, 
To  Thee  our  King ; 
Throug\\  a\\  IWt  (iliau^es  Thou  dost  reign. 


HARVEST. 

3  But  chiefly  when  Thy  liberal  hand 
Bestows  new  plenty  o'er  the  lacnd, — 
When  sounds  of  mtisic  fiU  the  air, 
As,  homeward,  all  their  ti^asnres  hear; 
With  them  we  raise 
Our  hymn  of  praise. 
For  we  Thy  common  bounties  share. 

3  Lord  of  the  Harrest,  all  is  Hiine,-^ 
The  rains  that  fall,  the  suns  that  shine. 
The  seed  once  hidden  in  the  ground, . 
The  skill  that  makes  our  fruits  abound. 
NeW  every  year 
Thy  gifts  appear ; 
New  praises  from  our  lips  shall  sound. 

J*  H.  GUBNEY. 
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PRAISE,  0  praise  our  God  and  King ; 
Hymns  of  adoration  sing ; 
For  His  mercies  still  endure 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

2  Praise  Him  that  He  made  the  sun 
Day  by  day  his  course  to  run ; 

For  His  mercies  still  endure 

Ever  faithful,  ever  sure ; 

I 

3  And  the  sUver  moon  by  night. 
Shining  with  her  gentle  light  j 

For  His  mercies  still  endure 
Ever  f aithf  til,  ever  sure. 

4  Praise  Him  that  He  gave  the  rain 
To  mature  the  swelling  grain ; 

For  His  mercies  still  endure 
Jlver  faithful,  eVer  sure ; 


TIMES  AXD  SEAISOXSL 

^  And  hath  bid  the  fraitfal  field 
CropB  of  pitecioiis  inciease  yield ; 
For  His  mercies  still  endure 
Ever  faithful,  erer  sure. 

6  Praise  Him  for  our  harvest-store. 
He  hath  filled  the  gamer-floor ; 

For  His  mercies  still  endure 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure ; 

7  And  for  richer  Food  than  this. 
Pledge  of  everlasting  bliss ; 

For  His  mercies  still  endure 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

8  Glory  to  our  bounteous  King; 
Glory  let  creation  sing ; 

Glory  to  the  Father,  Son, 

And  Blest  Spirit,  Three  in  One ! 

H.  W.  BAKER. 
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WE  plough  the  fields,  and  scatter 
The  good  seed  on  the  land, 
lUit  it  is  fed  and  watered 

]3y  God's  almighty  hand ; 
Ho  sends  the  snow  in  winter, 

The  warmth  to  swell  the  grain, 
The  breezes,  and  the  sunshine. 
And  soft  refresliing  rain. 
All  good  gifts  around  us 

Are  sent  from  heaven  above, 
Then  thank  the  Lord,  0  thank  the  Lord, 
For  all  His  love ! 


2  Ho  only  is  the  Maker 

Of  all  things  near  and  far  j 


CLOSE  OF  THE  YEAR, 

He  paints  the  wayside  flower, 
He  lights  the  evening  star ; 
The  wind  and  waves  obey  Him, 

By  Him  the  birds  are  fed ; 
Much  more  to  us,  His  children. 
He  gives  our  daily  bread. 
All  good  gifts  around  us 

Are  sent  from  heaven  above, 
Then  thank  the  Lord,  0  thank  the  Lord, 
For  all  His  love ! 

3  We  thank  Thee  then,  0  Father, 
For  all  things  bright  and  good, 
The  seed-time  and  the  harvest. 

Our  life,  our  health,  our  food ; 
Accept  the  gifts  we  offer 

For  all  Thy  love  imparts, 
And,  what  Thou  most  flesirest, 
Our  humble,  thankful  hearts. 
All  good  gifts  around  us 

Are  sent  from  heaven  above,  - 
Then  thank  the  Lord,  0  thank  the  Lord, 
For  all  His  love ! 

M.  CLAUDIUS,  trans,  miss  Campbell. 
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CLOSE  OP  THE  YEAR. 

P.M. 

DAYS  and  moments  quickly  flying 
Speed  us  onward  to  the  dead ; 
O  how  soon  shall  we  be  lying 
Each  within  his  narrow  bed ! 

2  Jesus,  merciful  Kedeemer, 

Eouse  dead  souls  to  hear  Thy  voice*  j 
Wake,  0 !  wake  each  idle  dreamer 
Now  to  make  the  eternal  clcvoice, 

■  % . » 

2  T  ■       ■    "■ 
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3  Soon  before  the  Judge  all  glorious, 

We  with  all  the  dead  shall  stand ; 
Saviour,  over  death  victorious, 
Place  us  then  on  Thy  right  hand. 

4  Life  passeth  soon ;  death  draweth  near ; 
Keep  us,  good  Lord,  till  Thou  appear ; 

With  Thee  to  live, 

With. Thee  to  die. 

With  Thee  to  reign  through  eternity ! 

5  As  a  shadow  life  is  fleeting ; 

As  a  vapour  so  it  flies ; 
For  the  old  year,  now  retieating. 
Pardon  grant  and  make  us  wise  ;— 

6  Wise  that  we  our  days  may  number. 

Strive  and  wrestle  with  our  sin. 
Stay  not  in  our  work  nor  slumber, 
TiU  Thy  glorious  rest  we  win. 

7  Soon  before  the  Judge  all  glorious, 

We  with  all  the  dead  shall  stand ; 
Saviour,  over  death  victorious, 
Place  us  then  on  Thy  right  hand. 

8  Life  passeth  soon ;  death  draweth  near ; 
Keep  us,  good  Lord,  till  Thou  appear ; 

With  Thee  to  live, 
With  Thee  to  die, 
With  Thee  to  reign  through  eternity  ! 

E.  CASWALL. 

Note.— Tho  formet  half  of  the  above  hymn  may  be  sung  at  any 
time  ;  the  whole,  or  the  latter  half,  at  the  oloae  of  the  year. 
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GEEAT  GfOd,  ^^  Mi?,  that  mighty  hand, 
By  which.  H\i^"^x\)^^^i^^^^^a5A\ 
The  opening  yeax  Tkj  m«tcs^  ^^-^^x 
That  meicy  ctov^iv^  ife  xifii'V^  ^'^'a.'^^ 


L.M. 


2  By  day,  by  night,  at  hooie,  abroad,       •  ♦ 
8i&ll'  aie  wd  gu^tfded  by  our  (Sod, 

By  His  ineessant  bounty  fed, 
By  His  tmetting  coimsel  led. 

3  With  graceful  hearts  the  past  we  own ; 
The  futurel,  all  to  us  unknown,- 

We  to  Thy  guardian  care  commit, 
And  peaceful  leave  before  Thy  feet^ 

4  In  scenes, exalted  or  depressed 
Thou  att  our  joy,  and  Thou  our  test  f 

Tlpr  goodness  all  our  hopes  shall  raise, 
Adtoted  through  all  our  changing  day^. 

5  When  death  shall  interrupt  these  songs. 
And  seal  in  silence  mortal  tongues. 

Our  hdp^-God,  in  l^hoin  we  trust. 
In  better  worlds  our  souls  shall  boast. 

DODDRIDGE. 

..,  -  V 

OUES  and  days  and  months  aiia  years. 
Come  and  go,  arise  and  faU, 
Gains  and  losses,  smiles  and  tears, 

Freely  scattered  through  them  all ; 
0  my  Saviour !  let  them  be 

Eadiaht  with  Thy  life  diving, 
Spent  in  better  serving  Thee, 

And  becoming  wholly  Thine. 

O'er  th6  ihreshold  of  the  year. 
Sprinkled  With  Thy  pirectious  blood, 

Let  me  item  to  Thee  m6t&  net^t. 
Made  by  Th^e  mote  wise  and  good ; 

0  my  Saviour  F  when  this  soul 
Proudly  would  its  way  puievjift, 

Let  Tbysorrow^B  soft  control 
G^ei2«y^  dljffeten  and  dubdtie. 
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3  For  the  blessfed  years  gone  by, 

And  the  joys  which  winged  their  flight. 
For  the  blessM  hopes  on  high, 

Making  all  the  future  bright ; 
For  the  stay  and  strength  Thou  art. 

Ever  wast  and  still  shalt  be, 
0  my  Saviour !  let  this  heart 

Ring  its  joy-bells  out  to  Thee. 

4  Let  the  memory  of  the  past 

Shed  its  glow  on  years  to  come. 
Yield  its  wisdom,  and  at  last 

Light  my  wandering  footsteps  home ; 
O  my  Saviour  !  with  Thy  blood 

Sprinkle  all  my  future  days. 
Make  them  holy,  keep  thein  good. 

Fill  them  with  Thine  endless  praise. 

J.  S.  B.  M0N8ELL. 
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A  GOD,  the  Rock  of  Ages, 
^    Who  evermore  hast  been, 
What  time  the  tempest  rages. 

Our  dwelling-place  serene : 
Before  Thy  first  creations, 

0  Lord,  the  same  as  now. 
To  endless  generations 

The  Everlasting  Thou ! 

2  Our  years  are  like  the  shadows 
On  sunny  hills  that  lie. 

Or  grasses  in  the  meadows 
That  blossom  but  to  die : 

A  sleep,  a  dream,  a  story 
By  strangers  quickly  told, 

An  unremaining  glory 


7.(5. 
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CLOSE  OF  THE  YEAR. 

3  0  Thou,  who  canst  not  slumber, 

Whose  light  grows  never  pale, 
Te^ch  us  aright  to  number 

Our  years  before  they  fail. 
On  us  Thy  mercy  lighten, 

On  us  Thy  goodness  rest. 
And  let  Thy  Spirit  brighten 

The  hearts  Thyself  hast  blessed. 

4  Lord,  crown  our  faith's  endeavour 

With  beauty  and  with  grace. 
Till,  clothed  in  light  for  ever,  .::«:_ 

We  see  Thee  face  to  face : 
A  joy  no  language  measures ; 

A  fountain  brimming  o'er ; 
An  endless  flow  of  pleasures ; 

An  ocean  without  shore. 

E.  H.  BICKERSTETH. 

832  c.M. 

"DEMARK,  my  soul,  the  narrow  bounds 
^^    Of  the  revolving  year ! 
How  swift  the  weeks  complete  their  rounds ! 
How  short  th^  months  appear ! 

2  So  fast  eternity  comes  on, 

And  that  important  day, 
When  all  that  mortal  life  has  done, 
God's  judgment  shall  survey. 

3  Yet,  like  an  idle  tale,  we  pass 

The  swift  advancing  year ; 
And  study  artful  ways  to  increase 
The  speed  of  its  career. 

4  Waken,  0  God !  my  trifling  heart, 

Its  great  concern  to  see ; 


TIMBS  AKD  BEACONS. 

That  I  may  act  the  GhristiUgi  partj 
And  give  the  year  to  Th^e. 

5  So  shall  their  course  more  grateful  roll, 
If  future  years  arise ; 
Or  this  shall  bear  my  smiling  soul 
To  joy  that  never  dies, 

POPDEIDGE. 


THE  NEW  TEAR. 

CM. 


833 

BEEAK,  new-born  year,  on  glad  eyes  break ! 
Melodious  voices  move ! 
On,  rolling  Time !  thou  canst  not  make 
The  Father  cease  to  love. 

2  Our  hearts  in  tears  may  oft  run  o'er ; 

But,  Lord,  Thy  smile  still  beams ; 
Our  sins  are  swelling  evermore ; 
But  pardoning  grace  still  streams. 

3  Lord !  from  this  year  more  service  win. 

More  ^'ory,  more  delight ! 
O  make  its  hours  less  sad  with  sin, 
Its  days  with  Thee  more  bright ! 

4  Then  we  may  bless  its  precious  things. 

If  earthly  cheer  should  come ; 
Or  gladsome  mount  on  angel  wings. 
If  Thou  wouldst  take  us  home. 

5  O  golden  then  the  hours  must  be ! 

The  year  must  needs  be  sweet : 
Yes,  Lord,  with  happy  melody, 
Thine  opening  grace  we  greet  \ 

T.  H.  GILL. 


THE  NW  YEAR. 
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COME,  let  us  ^inew 
'  Our  jotimey  pursue, 
Eoll  round  with  fhe  year, 
And  never  stand  still  till  the  Master  appear. 

2  His  adorable  will 
Let  us  gladly  fulfil, 
And  oxa  talents  improve, 

By  the  patience  of  hope,  and  the  labour  of  love. 

3  Our  life  is  a  dream ; 
Oxa  time  as  a  stream 
Glides  swiftly  away, 

And  the  fugitive  moment  refuses  to  stay. 

4  The  arrow  is  flown, 
The  moment  is  gone ; 
Time's  last  solemn  year 

Eushes  on  to  our  view,  and  eternity's  here. 

5  0  that  each  in  the  day 
Of  His  coming  may  say, 

'  I  have  fought  my  way  through, 
I  have  finished  the  work  Thou,  didst  give  me 
to  do!' 

6  0  that  each  from  his  Lord 
May  receive  the  glad  word, 
'  Well  and  faithfully  done ! 

Enter  into  My  joy,  and  sit  down  on  My  throne.' 

WESLEY.* 

FATHEE,  here  we  dedicate 
This  new  year  to  Thee, 
In  whatever  worldly  state 
Thou  wilt  have  us  be. 


TIMES  A5D  SEASONS. 

Not  from  sorrow,  pain,  or  care. 

Freedom  dare  we  claim ; 
This  alone  shall  be  our  prayer : 

*  Olorify  Thy  namt! 

2  Can  a  child  presume  to  choose 

Where  or  how  to  live  ? 
Can  a  father's  love  refuse 

All  the  best  to  give  ? 
More  Thou  givest  every  day 

Than  the  best  can  claim ; 
Nor  withholdest  aught  that  may 

*  Glorify  Thy  Turnie! 

3  If  in  mercy  Thou  wilt  spare 

Joys  we  yet  partake ; 
If  on  life,  serene  and  fair. 

Brighter  rays  may  break  ; 
Thee  our  hearts,  while  glad  they  sir.g, 

Shall  in  all  proclaim ; 
And,  whatever  the  year  may  bring, 

'  Glorify  Thy  name! 

4  If  Thou  callest  to  the  cross. 

And  its  shadow  come, 
Turning  all  our  gain  to  loss, 

Shrouding  heart  and  home  ; 
May  we  think  how  Thy  dear  Sou 

To  His  glory  came, 
In  His  footsteps  follow  on ; 

*  Glorify  Thy  name! 

L.  TUTTIKTT. 
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OR  Thy  mercy  and  Thy  grace 
Faithful  through  another  year, 
Hear  our  song  of  thankfulness  ; 
Father  and  Redeemer,  hear  ! 


WIE  NEW  YBtR. 

2  In  our  weakness  an&  distress, 

Rock  of  Strength !  be  Thou  our  stt^y ; 
In  the  pathless  wilderness 
Be  our  true  and  living  Way, 

3  Who  of  us  death's  awful  road 

In  the  coming  year  shall  tread ; 
With  Thy  rod  and  staflf,  0  God, 
Comfort  Thou  his  dying  bed. 

4  Keep  us  faithful,  keep  us  pure, 

Keep  us  evermore  Thine  own. 
Help,  0  help  us  to  endure, 
Fit  us  for  the  promised  crown, 

5  So  within  Thy  palace  gate 

We  shall  praise^  on  golden  strings, 
Thee,  the  only  Potentate, 
Lord  of  lords  and  King  of  kings. 

H.  DOWNTON. 
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HARP,  awake  !    Tell  out  the  story 
Of  our  love  and  joy  and  praise; 
Lute,  awake  1  awake  our  glory ! 
Join  a  thankful  song  to  raise ! 
Join  us,  brethren  faithful-hearted, 

Lift  the  solemn  voice  again 
0*er  another  year  departed. 
Of  our  threescore  years  and  ten ! 

Lo  I  a  theme  for  deepest  sadness. 

In  ourselves  with  sin  defiled ; 
Lo !  a  theme  for  holiest  gladness, 

In  our  Father  reconciled  ! 
In  the  dust  we  bend  before  Thee, 

Lord  of  sinless  hosts  above; 
Yet  in  lowliest  joy  adore  Thee, 

Gfod  of  mercy,  grace,  and  love !  . 


TIMES  AND  SEASONS. 

3  Gracious  Saviour  1  Thou  hast  lengthened 

And  hast}  blest  our  mortal  span^ 
And  in  our  weak  hearts  hast  strengthened 

What  Thy  grace  alone  b^an ; 
StiU,  when  danger  shall  betide  us. 

Be  Thy  warning  whisper  heard ; 
Keep  us  at  Thy  feet,  ana  guide  us 

By  Thy  Spirit  and  Thy  word ! 

4  Let  Thy  favour  and  Thy  blessing 

Crown  the  year  we  now  begin : 
Let  us  all,  Thy  strength  possessing, 

Grow  in  grace,  and  vanquish  sin. 
Storms  are  round  us,  hearts  are  quailing, 

Signs  in  heaven  and  earth  and  sea ; 
But  when  heaven  and  earth  are  failing, 

Saviour !  we  will  trust  in  Thee. 

H.  BOWNTON. 

838  8^87.7 

TTELP,  Lord  Jesus,  let  Thy  blessing 
-H    Eest  upon  this  opening  year. 
May  we  now,  new  strength  possessing, 

Walk  in  love  and  holy  fear. 
Dearest  Saviour,  speed  our  way. 
Strength  bestow  from  day  to  day. 

2  In  our  hearts  our  purpose  keeping, 

May  we  live  alone  to  Thee : 
In  our  waking  and  our  sleeping, 

Jesus,  Thou  our  portion  be. 
Going  out,  be  Thou  our  guide ; 
In  our  home,  with  us  abide. 

3  May  our  prayers  and  supplications 

To  Thy  throne  of  grace  ascend ; 
May  no  foolish,  vain  oblations. 
Weary  Thee,  our  dearest  Friend ; 


THi;  NKW  YEAm 

May  we  love  Thee  more  and  more,  ,- 
Serve  and  honour  and  adore  !  v    r"*. 

4  Jesus,  Thou  our  footsteps  guiding. 

May  we  never  stray  from  Thee ; 
Jesus/ near  us  still  abiding, 

Thou  our  constant  Guardian  be ! 
Jesup,  Thou  our  thoughts  inspire ; 
Jesus,  be  our  heart's  desire ! 

5  Saviour,  when  this  year  is  closing, 

Marked  by  mercies  large  and  free, 
May  we,  in  Thy  love  reposing, 

Leave  the  future  all  with  Thee ; 
Gladly  in  Thy  courts  appear, 
Gladly  wait  Thy  summons  here ! 

Trans,  from  German. 
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helper  God !  I  bless  His  name. 
The  same  His  power.  His  grace  the  same ; 
The  tokens  of  His  friendly  care 
Open  and  prown  and  ologe  the  year. 


2  I  'midst  ten  thousand  daggers  stand, 
Supported  by  His  guardian  hand ; 

And  see,  when  I  survey  my  ways. 
Ten  thousand  monumente  of  praise. 

3  Thus  far  His  arm  hath  led  me  on ; 
Thus  far  1  make  His  mercy  known ; 

And  while  I  tread  this  desert  land, 
Nw  mercies  shall  new  songs  demand. 

,4^  My  grateful  soul  on  Jordan's  shore         *       *■ 
Shall  raise  oixe  sacred  pillar  more ; 
Then  bear  in  His  bright  courts  above. 
Inscriptions  of  immortal  love. 

DODDRIDGE. 
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THE  year  is  gone,  beyond  recall, 
With  all  its  hopes  and  fears. 
With  all  its  bright  and  gladdening  smiles, 
With  all  its  mourners'  tears. 

2  Thy  thankful  people  praise  Thee,  Lord, 

For  countless  gifts  received ; 
And  pray  for  grace  to  keep  the  Faith 
Which  saints  of  old  believed. 

3  To  Thee  we  come,  0  gracious  Lord, 

The  new-born  year  to  bless ; 
Defend  our  land  from  pestilence ; 
Give  peace  and  plenteousness; 

4  Forgive  this  nation's  many  sins ; 

The  growth  of  vice  restrain ; 
And  help  us  all  with  sin  to  strive,     ^ 
And  crowns  of  life  to  gain. 

5  From  evil  deeds  that  stain  the  past 

We  now  desire  to  flee ; 
And  pray  that  future  years  may  all 
Be  spent,  good  Lord,  for  Thee. 

6  0  Father,  let  Thy  watchful  Eye 

Still  look  on  us  in  love. 
That  we  may  praise  Thee,  year  by  year, 
With  angel-hosts  above. 

LATIN  HYMN,  trails.  F.  FOTT. 

841  7S. 

I^HILE  with  ceaseless  course  the  sun 
**      Hasted  through  the  former  year, 
Many  souls  their  race  have  run, 
Never  more  to  meet  us  here : 


SERVICES  FOR  THE  YOUNG. 

Fixed  in  an  eternal  state. 

They  have  done  with  all  below ; 
We  a  little  longer  wait. 

But  how  little,  none  can  know. 

•  111 

2  A3  the  wingM  arrow  flies, 

Speedily  the  mark  to  find ; 
As  the  lightning  from  the  skies 

Darts,  and  leaves  no  trace  behind : 
Swiftly  thus  our  fleeting  days 

Bear  us  down  life's  rapid  stream ; 
Upward,  Lord,  our  spirits  raise, 

AH  beloy  is  but  a  dream. 

3  Thanks  for  mercies  past  receive; 

Pardon  of  our  sins  renew ; 
Teach  us,  henceforth,  how  to  live 

With  eternity  in  view :  ,;   : .  ■ 

Bless  Thy  word  to  young  and  oldii.  • 

Fill  us  with  a  Saviour^s  love ; 
And,  when  life's  short  tale  is  told. 

May  we  dwell  with  Thee  above. 

J.  NEWTON. 
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A  THOUSAND  blessings  on  the  place 
Where  Sabbath-scholars  joy  to  meet ! 
Fall  there,  0  dews  of  early  grace  ! 
Eest  there,  0  love  divinely  sweet ! 

2  God's  angels  spread  thieir  happy  wings 
And  hover  o'er  the  children  there ; 
While  praise  from  youthful  voices  rings, 
And  childhood's  hands  are  joiu^ditiY^^^^^. 
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3  Brood  o*er  that  scene,  O  Holy  Dove  1 

Eenew  and  bles6  the  youngest  soul ; 
Seal  each  and  all  for  joys  abov^. 
Where  everlasting  ages  rolL 

4  Beveal  how  there  the  S^vldur  st^ds. 

To  hear  the  children  When  they  call ; 
And  lay  His  gentle  unseen  hands 
In  henediction  on  theni  all, 

5  A  thousand  lilessings  On  the  place    . 

Where  Sabbath-scholars  joy  to  nieet ! 
Till  they  ascend  to  see  His  face 
And  cast  their  crowns  at  Jesus'  feet. 

33.  n.  JACKSON. 
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CHILDHOOD'S  yeaifs  aite  ^^sing  o*er  us, 
Youthful  days  will  soon  be  gone ; 
Cares  and  sorrows  lie  before  us, 
Hidden  dangers,  snares  unknown. 

2  0  may  He  who,  meek  and  lowly, 

Trod  Himself  this  vale  of  woe. 
Make  us  His,  and  make  us  holy, 
Guard  and  guide  us  while  we  go  ! 

3  Hark,  it  is  the  Saviour  calling, 

'  Little  chndren,  follow  Me ; ' 

Jesus,  keep  our  feet  from  falling ; 

Teach  us  all  to  follow  Thee. 

4  Soon  we  part :  it  may  be  never, 

Never  here  to  meet  again ; 
0  to  meet  in  heaven  for  ever  J 
.    0  the  oxowu  of  Hfe  to  gain ! 

•^.mcKSON. 
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CHILDREN'S  voices,  high  in  heaven, 
Make  sweet  music  round  the  throne ; 
Them  the  King  of  kings  hath  given 

Gloiy  lasting  as  His  own : 
Lord !  it  was  Thy  mercy  free. 
Suffered  them  to  come  to  Thee. 

2  We  would  think  of  them  to-day, 

And  their  everlasting  song; 
We  would  sing  as  blest  as  they, 

In  the  spirit-land  erelong : 
Lord  I  let  us  Thy  children  be, — 
Suffer  us  to  come  to  Thee ! 

3  Now  to  come  with  loving  mind^ 

Simple  faith  and  earnest  prayer, 
Seeking  Thy  dear  cross,  to  find 

Full  and  free  salvation  there : 
Lamb  of  God !  our  Saviour  be, 
Suffer  us  to  come  to  Thee ! 

4  Lord,  we  come  !  be  Thou  our  guide 

Through  life's  dark  and  troubled  wot  i .  .^  . 
And,  when  trained  and  sanctified,        /i"*-  * 

Baise  us  to  the  perfect  day : 
Then  in  heaven  Thy  words  shall  be, 
'  Suffer  theni  to  come  to  Me/ 

O.  RAWSON. 
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FAIE  waved  the  golden  corn 
In  Canaan's  pleasant  laiid. 
When  full  of  joy  some  shining  mom 
Went  forth  the  reaper-band, 

2      To  God,  1^0  good  and  great, 

Their  cheetful  thanks  tbej  •5<5vA, 


S.M. 
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Then  carry  to  His  temple  gate 
The  choicest  of  their  store. 

3  For  thus  the  holy  word. 
Spoken  by  Moses  ran — 

*  The  first  ripe  ears  are  for  the  Lord, 
The  rest  He  gives  to  man.* 

4  Like  Israel,  Lord,  we  give 
Our  earliest  fruits  to  Thee, 

And  pray  that,  long  as  we  shall  live. 
We  may  Thy  children  be. 

5  Thine  is  our  youthful  prime, 
And  life  and  all  its  powers  : 

Be  with  us  in  our  morning  time. 
And  bless  our  evening  hours. 

6  In  wisdom  let  us  grow 

As  years  and  strength  are  given, 
That  we  may  serve  Thy  church  below, 
And  join  Thy  saints  in  heaven. 

J.  H.  GURNEY. 
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riEACIOUS  Saviour,  gentle  Shepherd, 
"    Little  ones  are  dear  to  Thee  : 
Gathered  ^vith  Thine  arms,  Qjiid  carried 

In  Thy  bosom,  may  we  be 
Sweetly,  fondly,  safely  tended ; 

From  all  want  and  danger  free. 

2  Tender  Shepherd,  never  leave  us 

From  Thy  fold  to  go  astray  ; 
By  Thy  look  of  love  directed. 

May  we  walk  the  narrow  way ; 
Thus  direct  us,  and  protect  us, 

Le^t  we  i^\  aw.  ^^-^  "^\^'^, 
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3  Let  Thy  holy  word  instruct  us ; 

Keep  our  spirits  pure  and  bright ; 
Let  Thy  love  and  grace  constrain  us 

To  approve  whatever  is  right, 
Take  Thine  easy  yoke,  and  wear  it. 

And  to  prove  Thy  burden  light. 

4  Taught  to  lisp  the  holy  praiseis, 

Which  on  earth  Thy  children  sing, 
Both  with  lips  and  lieart  unfeigned 

May  we  our  thank-offerings  bring ; 
Then  with  all  the  saints  in  glory 

Join  to  praise  their  Lord  and  King  ! 
J.  e:  leeson  and  H.  whittemore. 
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HOW  dearly  God  must  love  us, 
And  this  poor  world  of  ours, 
To  spread  blue  skies  above  us, 

And  deck  the  earth  with  flowers  ! 
There's  not  a  weed  so  lowly. 

Nor  bird  that  cleaves  the  air, 
But  tells,  in  accents  holy, 
His  kindness  and  His  c^re. 

2  He  bids  the  Sun  to  warm  us, 

And  light  the  path  we  tread  ; 
At  night,  lest  aught  should  haim  us, 

He  guards  our  welcome  bed : 
He  gives  our  needful  clothing, 

^d  sends  our  daily  food ; 
His  love  denies  us  nothing 

His  wisdom  deemeth  good. 

3  The  Bible,  too,  He  sends  us. 

That  tells  how  Jesus  came> 

z  U 
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Whose  word  can  save  and  cleanse  vb 
From  guilt  and  sin  and  shame. 

O  may  God's  mercies  move  \m 
To  serve  Him  with  our  powers ! 

For,  O  how  He  mxjist  love  us. 
And  this  poor  world  of  ourg ! 

S.  W.  PARTKIDGE. 
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HUSHED  was  the  evening  hymn, 
The  temple  courts  were  daxk ; 
The  lanq)  wasi  burning  dim 
Before  the  sacred  ark ; 
When  suddenly  a  voice  divine 
Eang  through  the  silence  of  the  shrin^  .  .^ 

I        I 

The  old  man,  meek  and  mild, 
The  priest  of  Israel,  slept  j  • 
His  watch  the  temple-child, 
The  little  Levite,  kept ; 
And  what  from  Eli's  sense  was  sealed. 
The  Lord  to  Hannah's  son  revealed. 

0  give  me  Samuel's  ear, — 

The  open  ear,  0  Lord, 
Alive  and  quick  to  hear 
Each  whisper  of  Thy  word  ; 
Like  him  to  answer  at  Thy  call. 
And  to  obey  Thee  first  of  all. 

0  give  me  Samuel's  heart, — 
A  lowly  heart,  that  waits 
Where  in  Thy  house  Thou  art. 
Or  watches  at  Thy  gates 
By  day  and  night, — a  hqart  that  still 
Moves  at  t\ie  "bi^^\Xm%  of  Thy  will. 
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5       O  give  me  Samuel's  mind, 

A  sweet  unmurmuring  faith,       .    . 
Obedient  and  resigned  °  .     " 

To  Thee  in  life  and  death, 
Thj^t  I  may  read  with  childlike  eyes 
;  .Ttuti^s  thart  are  hidden  fyom  the  ^ise.  . 

J.  p.  BUENS. 


49 


7.6.  double. 

I  LOVE  to  hear  the  story. 
Which  angel-voices  tell, 
How  onoe  the  King  of  glory 

Came  down  on  earth  to  dwell. 
I  ato  both  weak  and  sinfioj,      ... 

But  this  I  surely  know, 
T!he  Lord  came  down  to  save  me,     i 
Because  He  loved  me  so. 

2 .  I'm  glad  my  bless^4  Saviour 

Was  once  a  child  like  me, 
To  show  how  pure  and  holy 

His  little  ones  might  be. 
And  if  I  try  to  follow 

His  footsteps  here  below. 
He  never  will  forget  me, 

Because  He  loves  me  so. 

3  To  sing  His  love  and  mercy,      '*' 
My  sweeitest  songs  111  r^se, ' 
And  ^ough  I  cftnnot  see.Him^ 
'  I  kBow  He  hea^s  piy  prai^  :' 
For  He  has  kindly  promised; 

That  €tven  I  may  go 
To  sing  among  Hip  angels,    . 
Be0^us!8  He  Ipyqs  m^  so. 
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850  i^M. 

I  THINK  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of 
old, 
When  Jesus  Was  here  among  men, 
How  He  called  little  children  as  lambs  to  His 
fold, 
I  should  like  to  have  been  with  Him  then. 

2  I  wish  that  His  hands  had  been  placed  on  my 

head, 
That  His  arm  had  been  thrown  around  me, 
And  that  I  might  have  seen  His  kind  look  when 
He  said, 
'  Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  Me.' 

3  Yet  still  to  His  footstool  in  prayer  I  may  go, 

And  ask  for  a  share  in  His  love ; 
And  if  I  now  earnestly  seek  Him  below, 

1  shall  see  Him  and  hear  Him  above ; — 

4  In  that  beautiful  place  He  is  gone  to  prepare 

For  all  who  are  washed  and  forgiven  ; 
And  many  dear  children  ^ve  gathering  there, 
For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 

MBS.  LUKE. 

851  ^'^^' 

TS  earth  too  fair,  is  youth  too  bright, 
-*-    To  need  the  smile  of  heaven  ? 
Have  I  no  deadly  foes  to  fight. 
No  sins  to  be  forgiven  ? 

2  Am  I  too  young  to  seek  the  Lord, 

Who  left  His  heaven  for  me  ; 
Too  yoMug  to  hold  those  sins  abhorred 
He  \)OTQ  xv^oxv  \Ia^  U^^'k 
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3  My  Father !  may  not  this  glad  heart 

Feel  Thee  its  sovereign  good, 
And  bless,  my  Saviour,  its  dear  part 
In  Thine  atoning  blood  ? 

4  Hath  not  Thy  word  a  promise  sweet 

For  spirits  young  as  mine  ? 
.  May  not  my  soul  have  leave  to  greet 
Some  vision  all  divine  ? 

5  0  awful  God  of  holiness  ! 

I  would  be  all  Thine  own ; 
0  God  of  joy  !  0  God  of  grace  I 
I  bow  before  Thy  throne. 

6  I  pray  Thee  not  to  keep  from  me  ' 

All  sorrow  and  all  smart ; 
But  now  I  bring  my  joy  to  Thee ; 
Accept  this  glowing  heart ! 

T.  IT.  GILL* 

TESUS,  high  in  glory, 
^     Lend  a  listening  ear ; 
When  we  bow  before  Thee, 
Children's  praises  hear. 

2  Though  Thou  art  so  holy. 

Heaven's  almighty  King, 
Thou  wilt  stoop  to  listen. 
When  Thy  praise  we  sing. 

3  We  are  little  children, 

Weak  and  apt  to  stray ; 
Saviour,  guide  and  keep  us 
In  the  heavenly  way. 

4  Save  us,  Lord,  from  sinning ; 

Watch  us  day  by  day  •, 
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Help  UB  now  to  lov0  Thee ; 
Take  olir  sins  away. 

5  Strengthen  us  for  duty. 
While  on  earth  we  live ; 

May  we  to  Thy  service 
Our  best  talents  giver. 

6  Then,  when  cfosus  calls  us 
To  our  heavenly  home. 

We  would  gladly  answer, 
'  Saviour,  Lbrd^  we  come ! ' 

American  Hymn, 

T ITTLE  vessels,  on  life's  waters, 
-*-'  Theirs  may  be  a  stortmy  sea. 
Swept  by  winds  of  lawless  passion, 

Waves  that  drive  the  soul  from  Thee ; 
Storm-  controller, 

Take  the  helm,  their  pilot  be  ! 

If  their  sea  and  sky  be  tranquil, 
They  may  linger  far  from  home  ; 

Send  Thou  then  the  heavenly  breezes, 
Wafting  them  from  where  they  roam, 

To  Thy  kingdom, 
Far  beyond  the  billow's  moan. 

Sunken  rocks  shall  never  wreck  them, 
Hidden  currents  ne'er  betray ; 

Only  be  their  great  Commander, 
Guide  them  o'er  their  solemn  way, 

Past  all  perils, 
Through  the  ocean  mist  and  spray 

4  If,  the  gloom  of  grief  prevailing. 

Heaven  aXiould  seem  a  doubtful  shore, 
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Send  its  radiance  o'er  the  surges,      , .,    ■  ^ 
Brighten  all  their  way  before,         • 

To  that  kingdom 
Where  the  sea  shall  be  no  more. 

5  Bring  them  to  the  quiet  haven/ 
Where  the  glorious  Lord  shall  be 
Place  of  streams,  and  rivers  broader 
Than  this  heaving,  sotmding  sea, — 

Yet  no  billows 
Eise  through  all  eternity. 

E.  H.  JACKfilON. 

854  8s 

LOED,  from  this  time  we  cry  to  Thee ! 
Thou  of  our  youth  the  guide  shalt  be ; 
Draw  near  and  take  us*  by  the  hand, 
And  lead  into  the  upright  land ! 
With  fire  by  night  and  cloud  by  day, 
Be  with  us  on  our  pilgrim  way. 

2  Forth  to  the  wilderness  we  go, 

The  tempter's  wiles  ordained  to  know ; 

Though  weak  our  arm,  and  fierce  the  fight. 
Still  may  we  conquer  through  Thy  mi^t. 
Till,  every  foul  assault  subdued. 
Our  souls  are  fed  with  angels'  food. 

3  In  sorrow's  cloud,  in  trouble's  sea. 
Baptized  afresh,  0  Lord,  to  Thee, 

While  every  joy  that  round  us  springs  >.    * 

An  euoharistic  gladness  brings. 

Each  journey  done,  each  danger  past, 
Eeceive  us  to  Thy  r^st  at  last  1 

c.  L.  FORD. 
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LORD !  in  the  fulness  of  my  might 
I  would  for  Thee  be  strong ; 
Wliile  runneth  o'er  each  dear  delight. 
To  Thee  should  soar  my  song. 

2  I  would  not  give  the  world  my  heart, 
And  then  profess  Thy  love ; 
I  would  not  feel  my  strength  depart. 
And  then  Thy  service  prove, 

.3  I  would  not  with  swift-wingM  zeal 
On  the  world's  errands  go  ; 
And  labour  up  the  heavenly  hill 
With  weary  feet  and  slow. 

4  0  !  not  for  Thee  my  weak  desires. 

My  poorer,  baser  part ! 
0 !  not  for  Thee  my  fading  fires, 
The  ashes  of  my  heart ! 

5  0  choose  me  in  my  golden  time  ! 

In  my  dear  joys  have  part ! 
For  Thee  the  glory  of  my  prime — 
The  fulness  of  my  heart ! 

6  I  cannot,  Lord,  too  early  take 

The  covenant  divine ; 
0  !  ne'er  the  happy  heart  may  break 
Whose  earliest  love  was  Thine. 

T.  H.  GILL. 
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A  COME,  in  life's  gay  morning, 
"    Ere  in  thy  sunny  way 
The  flowers  of  hope  have  withered. 
And  soiTow  ends  thy  day. 
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2  Come,  while  from  joy's  bright  fountain 

The-  streams  of  pleasure  flow ; 
Come,  ere  thy  buoyant  spirits 
Have  felt  the  blight  of  woe. 

3  '  Sememier  thy  Creat<yi'' 

Now,  in  thy  youthful  days, 
And  He  will  guide  thy  footsteps 
Through  life's  uncertain  maze. 

4  *  Bemeifnher  thy  Creator  I 

He  calls,  in  tones  of  love ; 
And  offers  endless  pleasure 
In  brighter  worlds  above. 

5  And  in  the  hour  of  sadness. 

When  earthly  joys  depart, 
His  love  shall  be  thy  solace, 
And  cheer  thy  drooping  heart. 

6  And  when  life's  storms  are  over. 

And  thou  from  earth  art  free. 
Thy  God  will  be  thy  portion 

Throughout  eternity.  Anon. 
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0  HAPPY  is  the  man  who  hears 
Instruction's  warning  voice  I 
And  who  celestial  wisdom  makes 
His  early,  only  choice. 

2  For  she  has  treasures  greater  far. 

Than  east  or  west  unfold ; 
And  her  reward  is  more  secure, 
Than  is  the  gain  of  gold. 

3  In  her  right  hand  she  holds  to  view 

A  length  of  happy  years ; 
And  in  her  left  the  prize  of  fame, 
And  honour  bright  appears. 


SfiRVIGES  FOB  THE  YOITNa. 

4  She  guides  the  young  with  innocence 

In  pleasure's  path  to  tread ; 
A  crown  of  glory  she  bestows 
Upon  the  hoaiy  head. 

5  According  as  her  labours  rise, 

So  her  rewards  increase  : 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness. 
And  all  her  paths  are  peace. 

M.  BRUCE. 
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SAVIOUR,  like  a  shepherd,  lead  us, 
Much  we  need  Thy  tender  care ; 
In  Thy  pleasant  pastures  feed  us. 
For  our  use  Thy  fold  prepare; 

Blessfed  Jesus  1 
Thou  hast  bought  us,  Thine  we  are. 

2  We  are  Thine,  do  Thou  befriend  us, 

Be  the  guardian  of  our  way ; 
Keep  Thy  flock,  from  sin  defend  us, 
Seek  us  when  we  go  astray  ; 

BlessM  Jesus  ! 
Hear  the  children  when  they  pray. 

3  Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us, 

Poor  and  sinful  though  we  be ; 
Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 

Grace  to  cleanse,  and  power  to  free ; 

Blessed  Jesus  ! 
Let  us  early  turn  to  Thee. 

4  Early  let  us  seek  Thy  favour. 

Early  let  us  do  Thy  will ; 
Holy  Lord,  our  only  Saviour, 
With  Thy  grace  our  bosoms  fill ; 

Blessed  Jesus ! 
Thou  hast  loved  us,  love  us  still ! 

D.  A.  THRUPP. 
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SAVIOUR,  while  my  heart  is  tender, 
I  would  yield  that  heart  to  Thee ; 
All  my  powers  to  Thee  surrender, 
Thine,  and  only  Thine,  to  be. 

2  Take  me.  now.  Lord  Jesus,  take  me. 

Let  my  youthful  heart  be  Thine : 
Thy  devoted  servant  niake  me. 
Fill  my  soul  with  love  divine. 

3  Send  me.  Lord,  where  Thou  wilt  send  me, 

Only  do  Thou  guide  my  way ; 
May  Thy  grace  through  life  attend  Ine, 
Gladly  theii  shaU  I  obey. 

*  4  Let  me  do  Thy  will  or  bear  it, 

I  would  know  no  will  but  Thine ;       - .  <  > 
Shouldst  Thou  take  my  life,  or  spare  it,  * 
I  thfeit  life  io  Thee  resigii.  '       ' 

5  Thine  I  an^,  0  Lord,  for  ever, 
To  Thy  service  set  apart ; 
Suffer  me  to  leave  Thee  never ; 
Seal  Thine  image  on  my  heart. 

J.  BURTON. 
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WHEN,  His  salvation  bringing, 
To  Zion  Jesus  cam«, 
The  children  all  stood  singing 

'  Hosianna '  to  His  name  ; 
iTor  did  their  zeal  offend  Him, 

But  as  He  rode  along 
He  let  them  still  attend  Him, 
And  emiled  to  hear  their  song. 

i  And  since  the  Lord  retaineth 
His  love  for  children  still, 
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Though  now  as  King  He  reigneth 

On  Zion's  heavenly  hill. 
Well  flock  around  His  banner 

Who  sits  upon  the  throne. 
And  cry  aloud,  *  Hosanna 

To  David's  royal  Son.* 

3  For  should  we  fail  proclaiming 

Our  great  Redeemer's  praise, 
Tlie  stones,  our  silence  shaming, 

Would  their  Hosannas  raise. 
But  shall  we  only  render 

The  tribute  of  our  words  ? 
No,  while  our  hearts  are  tender. 

They,  too,  shall  be  the  Lord's. 

J.  KING. 
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¥E  hearts,  with  youthful  vigour  warm, 
In  smiling  crowds  draw  near. 
And  turn  from  every  mortal  charm, 
A  Saviour's  voice  to  hear. 

2  Tie,  Lord  of  all  the  worlds  on  high, 

Stoops  to  converse  with  you  ; 
And  lays  His  radiant  glories  by, 
Your  friendship  to  pursue. 

3  *  The  soul  that  longs  to  see  My  face. 

Is  sure  My  love  to  gain  ; 
And  those  that  early  seek  My  grace. 
Shall  never  seek  in  vain.' 

4  What  object.  Lord,  my  soul  should  move, 

If  once  compared  with  Thee  ? 
Wliat  beauty  should  command  my  love, 
Like  lUat  in  Christ  I  see  ? 
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5  Away,  ye  false,  delusive  toys, 
Vain  tempters  of  the  mind  ! 
'Tis  here  I  fix  my  lasting  choice, 
And  here  true  bliss  I  find. 

DODDRIDGE. 

TOUNG  souls,  so  strong  the  race  to  tun. 
And  win  each  height  sublime ! 
Unweary  still  would  ye  inarch  on. 
And  Still  exulting  climb  ? 

2  Walk  with  the  Lord  !  along  the  road 

Your  strength  He  will  renew ; 
Wait  on  the  everlasting  God, 
And  He  will  wait  on  you. 

3  Bum  with  His  love  !  your  fading  fire 

An  endless  flame  will  glow ; 
Life  from  the  Well  of  Life  require  ! 
The  stream  will  ever  flow. 

4  Ye  shall  not  faint,  ye  shall  not  fail, 

StUl  in  the  Spirit  strong : 
Each  task  divine  ye  still  shall  hail, 
And  blend  the  exulting  song. 

5  Aspiring  eyes  ye  still  shall  raise, 

And  heights  sublime  explore  : 

Like  eagles,  ye  shall  sunward  gaze ; 

Like  eagles,  heavenward  soar. 

6  Your  wondrous  portion  shall  be  this. 

Your  life  below,  above ; —  ; 

Eternal  youth,  eternal  bliss, 
And  everlasting  love. 


863 


Mt^vtitiQt  f^is,nvi9. 


0 


OLOVE  Divine  and  golden. 
Mysterious  depth  and  height  I 
To  Thee  the  world  beholden. 

Looks  up  for  life  and  light :  ; 

O  Love  Divine  and  gentle. 

The  Blesser  and  the  blest !  ' 

Beneath  Thy  care  parental 
The  world  lies  down  in  rest. 

0  Love  Divine  and  tender, 

That  through  our  homes  doth  move, 
Veiled  in  the  softened  splendour 

Of  holy  household  love. 
A  throne  without  Thy  blessing 

Were  labour  without  rest, 
And  cottages,  possessing 

Thy  blessedness,  are  blest. 

God  bless  these  hands  united  ! 

God  bless  these  hearts  made  one ! 
Unsevered  and  unblighted 

May  they  through  life  go  on  : 
Here  in  earth's  home  preparing 

For  the  bright  home  above ; 
And  there  for  ever  sharing 

Its  joy  where  *  God  is  Love/ 

J.  S.  B.  MONSELL* 
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CAVIOUE,  let  Thy  sanction  rest 
^     On  the  union  witnessed  now ; 
Be  it  with  Thy  presence  blest, 
Uatiiy  U\g  nuptial  vow. 


FOE  A  FAMILY  MEETJNQ. 

« 

Hallowed  let  thi^  union  be. 
With  eacli  other,  and  with  Thee.  • 

2  Thou  i^  Cana  didst  appear 

At  a  marriage  feast  like  this ; 
Deig^  to  meet  us,  Saviour,  her^^ 

Fountain  of  unmingled  bliss ! 
Crown  with  joy  this  festive  bpar4-r. 
Joy  that  earth  cannot  afford- 

3  We,  no  miracle  require — 
Turning  water  into  wine- 


All  our  panting  hearts  desire         f  •  C/O 


> 


// 


•1 


Is  to  taste  Thy  love  divine  : ' 
Holy  influence  from  above  .       ^^ 

Consecrating  earthly  love. 

4  Let  the  path  our  friends  pursue 
From  this  hour  together  trod^^ 
Many  though  its  days,  or  few, 

Be  a  pilgrimage  to  God ;  ,      .., 

To  the  land  where  rest  is  given,         ;' ' 
To  oiir  Father's  house  in  heaven.    '' ' 

T.  RA^JfjIj.^.  ^ 

.       :       a 
JFfift  a  JFatttlls  MtttvnQ.     ^ 

TN  this  glad  hour,  when  children*  meet,  ■ 
■*-    And  home  with  them  their  children  briiig, 
Our  hearts  with  one  affection  beat,  /I 

One  song  of  praise  our  voices  sing.  . 

■ '  '        ■  • '  •    c 

2  For  all:  thd' faithful,  loved  and  dear,    ;!  > 
Whom  Thbu  so  kindly,.  Lord,  haat  givmi 
For  those  who  still  are  with  m  he?^ .    .;| 
.    .And  those  who  wait  for  us  in  heaven  -^ — 


FOR  A  FAMILY  MEETING. 

• 

3  For  every  past  and  present  joy, 

For  honour,  competence,  and  health, 
For  hopes  which  time  may  not  destroy, 
Our  soul's  imperishable  wealth ; 

4  For  all,  accept  our  humble  praise ; 

Still  bless  us.  Father,  by  Thy  love  ; 
And  when  are  closed  our  mortal  days, 
Unite  us  in  one  home  above. 

H.  WARE. 
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SAVIOXJE  of  them  that  trust  in  Thee, 
Once  more  with  supplicating  cries, 
We  lift  the  heart,  and  bend  the  knee. 
And  bid  devotion's  incense  rise. 

2  For  mercies  past  we  praise  Thee,  Lord, 

The  fruits  of  earth,  the  hopes  of  heaven ; 
Thy  helping  arm,  Thy  guiding  word. 
Our  answered  prayers,  and  sins  forgiven. 

3  Whene'er  we  tread  on  danger's  height, 

Or  walk  temptation's  slippery  way. 
Be  still,  to  steer  our  steps  aright, 
Thy  word  our  guide,  Thine  arm  our  stay. 

•4  Be  ours  Thy  fear  and  favour  still, 
United  hearts,  unchanging  love ; 
No  scheme  that  contradicts  Thy  will. 
No  wish  that  centres  not  above. 

5  And  since  we  must  be  parted  here. 

Support  us  when  the  hour  shall  come  ; 
Wipe  gently  off  the  mourner's  tear, 
Be-join  us  in  our  heavenly  home, 
k  ^.  ALFORP. 
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INTERNAL  Father,  strong  to  save, 
^    Whose  arm  hath  bound  the  restless  wave, 
Who  bidd'st  the  mighty  ocean  deep 
Its  own  appointed  Hmits  keep ; 
0  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  Thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  aea ! 

2  0  Christ,  whose  voice  the  waters  heard, 
And  hushed  their  raging  at  Thy  word. 

Who  walkedst  on  the  foaming  deep, 
And  calm  amid  the  storm  didst  sleep ; 

0  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  Thee 

For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea! 

3  Most  Holy  Spirit,  who  didst  brood 
Upon  the  chaos  dark  and  rude, 

And  bid  its  angry  tumult  cease, 
And  give,  for  wild  confusion,  peace ; 

0  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  Thee 

For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea ! 

4  O  Trinity  of  love  and  power. 

Our  brethren  shield  in  danger^s  hour ;     '^ 

From  rock  and  tempest,  fire  and  foe. 

Protect  them  wheresoever  they  go ; 
Thus  evermore  shall  rise  to  Thee 
Glad  hymns  of  praise  from  land  and  sea. 

W.  WHITING. 
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HOW  are  Thy  servants  blest,  0  Lord  ! 
How  sure  is  their  defence ! 
Eternal  wisdom  is  their  guide, 
Their  help  Omnipotence, 

2  X  ^ 
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2  When  by  the  dreadful  tempest  borne 

High  on  the  broken  wave, 
They  know  Thou  art  not  slow  to  hear, 
Nor  impotent  to  save. 

3  The  storm  is  laid,  the  winds  retire, 

Obedient  to  Thy  will ! 
The  sea  that  roars  at  Thy  command, 
At  Thy  command  is  stilL 

4  In  midst  of  dangers,  fears,  and  deaths. 

Thy  goodness  we'll  adore  : 
We'll  praise  Thee  for  Thy  meircies  past. 
And  humbly  hope  for  paore. 

5  Our  life,  wjiilo  Thou  preservest  life, 

A  sacrifice  shall  be ; 
And  death,  when  death  shall  be  our  lot. 
Shall  join  our  souls  to  Thee. 

ADDISON. 
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.OD  bless  our  native  land  ! 
May  Heaven's  protecting  hand 

Still  guard  our  shore ; 
May  peace  her  power  extend, 
Foe  be  transformed  to  friend, 
And  Britain's  power  depend  ^ 

On  war  no  more. 

O  Lord,  our  monarch  bless 
With  strength  and  righteousness ; 
Long  may  ^\vfe  t^i^u  ! 


NATIONAL  HYMNS. 

Her  heart  inspire  and  move 
With  wisdom  from  above ; 
And  in  a  nation's  love 
Her  throne  maintain. 

3  May  just  and  righteous  laws 
Uphold  the  public  cause, 

And  bless  our  isle ! 
Home  of  the  brave  and  free, 
The  land  of  liberty, 
"We  pray  that  still  on  thee 

Kind  Heaven  may  smile ! 

4  And  not  this  land  alone, 
But  be  Thy  mercies  known 

From  shore  to  shore. 
Lord,  make  the  nations  see 
That  men  should  brothers  be. 
And  form  one  family. 

The  wide  world  o'er ! 

W.  E.  HICKSON. 
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LORD,  while  for  aU  mankind  we  pray, 
Of  every  clime  and  coast, 
0  hear  us  for  our  native  land. 
The  land  we  love  the  most. 

2  Our  fathers'  sepulchres  are  here. 

And  here  our  kindred  dweU : 
Our  children,  too ; — how  should  we  love 
Another  land  so  well  ? 

3  0  guard  our  shores  from  every  foe, 

With  peace  our  borders  bless ; 
With  prosperous  times  our  cities  croWnj|' 
Our  fields  with  plenteousness,  ' ' 


NATIONAL  HYMNS. 

4  Unite  us  in  the  sacred  love 

Of  knowledge,  truth,  and  Thee  ; 
And  let  our  hills  and  valleys  shout 
The  songs  of  liberty. 

5  Here  may  religion,  pure  and  mild, 

Upon  our  Sabbaths  smile ; 
And  piety  and  virtue  reign, 
And  bless  our  native  isle. 

6  Lord  of  the  nations,  thus  to  Thee 

Out  country  we  commend ; 
Be  IChovL  her  Eef  uge  and  her  Trust, 
Her  everlasting  Friend. 

J.  E.  WREFORD. 
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PRAISE  to  our  God !  whose  bounteous  hand 
Prepared  of  old  our  glorious  land  ; 
A  garden  fenced  with  silver  sea ; 
A  people  prosperous,  strong,  and  free. 

2  Praise  to  our  God  !  through  all  our  past 
His  mighty  arm  hath  held  us  fast ; 

Till  wars  and  perils,  toils  and  tears, 
Have  brought  the  rich  and  peaceful  years. 

3  Praise  to  our  God  !  the  vine  He  set 
Within  our  coasts,  is  fruitful  yet ; 

On  many  a  shore  lier  seedlings  grow ; 
'Neath  many  a  sun  her  clusters  glow. 

4  Praise  to  our  God  !  His  power  alone 
Can  keep  unmoved  our  ancient  throne ; 

Sustained  by  counsels  wise  and  just, 
And  guarded  by  a  people's  trust. 

5  Praise  to  our  God  !  who  still  forbears, 
Wlio  still  this  guilty  nation  spares; 


NATIONAL  HYMNS. 

Who  calls  us  still  to  seek  His  face, 
And  lengthens  out  our  day  of  grace. 

6  Praise  to  our  God  !  though  chastenings  stern 
Our  evil  dross  should  throughly  bum ; 
His  rod  and  staflF,  from  age  to  age, 
Shall  rule  and  guide  His  heritage  ! 

J.  ELLERT0JS*r 
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SHINE,  mighty  God,  on  Britain  shine, 
With  beams  of  heaveply  grace ; 
Reveal  Thy  power  through  all  our  coasts. 
And  show  Thy  smiling  face. . 

2  Amidst  our  isle,  exalted  high. 

Do  Thou  our  glory  stand. 
And  like  a  wall  of  guardian  fire, 
Surround  this  favoured  land. 

3  When  shall  Thy  name,  from  shore  to  shore, 

Sound  all  the  earth  abroad ; 
And  distant  nations  know  and  love 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God  ? 

4  Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  distant  lands. 

Sing  loud,  with  solemn  voice ; 
While  British  tongues  exalt  His  praise, 
And  British  hearts  rejoice. 

5  He,  the  great  Lord,  the  sovereign  Judge, 

That  sits  enthroned  above. 
Wisely  commands  the  worlds  He  made. 
In  justice  and  in  love. 

6  Earth  shall  obey  her  Maker's  will. 

And  yidd  a  full  increase ; 
Our  God  will  crown  His  chosen  isle 
With  fruitf ulness  and  peace. 


NATIOKAL  HTlOrS. 

7  God,  the  Eedeemer,  scatters  round 
His  choicest  favours  here ; 
While  the  creation's  utmost  bound 
Shall  see,  adore,  and  fear. 

WATTS. 
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DAY  OF  HUMILIATION. 


GREAT  King  of  nations,  hear  our  pKky^ri 
While  at  Thy  feet  we  fall. 
And  humbly,  with  united  cry. 
To  Thee  for  mercy  calL 

2  The  guilt  is  ours,  but  grace  is  Thine  ; 

O  turn  us  not  away ! 
But  hear  us  from  Thy  lofty  throne. 
And  help  us  when  we  pray. 

3  Our  fathers'  sins  were  manifold. 

And  ours  no  less  we  own ; 
Yet  wondrously  from  age  to  age 
Thy  goodness  hath  been  shown. 

4  When  dangers,  like  a  stormy  sea, 

Beset  our  country  round. 
To  Thee  we  looked,  to  Thee  we  cried. 
And  help  in  Thee  was  found. 

5  With  one  consent  we  meekly  bow- 

Beneath  Thy  chastening  hand ; 

And,  pouring  forth  confession  meet. 

Mourn  with  our  mourning  land. 


k 


6  With  pitying  eye  behold  our  need, 
As  thus  we  Uffc  our  prayer,— 
tC  yL  T?  '^^^  J^<igment3,  Lord  ; 


^."a.,<&tS«S!EY. 
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FOR  A  TIME  OF  SCARCITY. 


HAT  our  Father  does  is  well :  ■-  ^ 

Blessed  truth  Hi*  children  tieOl !    . 
Though  He  send,  for  plenty,  wm% 
Though  the  harvest-store  be  scant, 
Yet  we  rest  upon  His  love, 
Seeking  better  things  above. 

2  What  our  Father  does  Is  well : 
Shall  the  wilful  heart  rebel  ? 

If  a  blessing  He  withhold 
From  the  field,  ot  from  the  fold, 

Is  it  not  Himself  to  be 

All  our  store  citemally  ? 

3  What  our.  Father  does  is  well : 
Though  He  sadden  hill  and  dell. 

Upward  yet  our  praises  rise 
For  the  strength  His  Word  supplies  ; 
He  has  called  us  sons  of  God, 
Can  we  murmur  at  His  rod  ? 

4  What  our  Father  does  is  well :  ^> 
May  the  thought  within  us  dwell ;      '.'  •    s 

Though  nor  milk  nor  honey  flow . 
In  our  barren  Canaan  now, 

God  can  save  us  in  our  need,  . 

God  can  bless  us,  God  can  feed. 

5  Therefore  unto  Him  we  raise 
Hymns  of  glory,  songs  of  praise  ; 

To  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 
And  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 

Honour,  might,  and  glory  be. 

Now,  and  through  eternity ! 

H.  W.  BAJPSBL 
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PRATER  FOR  PEACE. 


0  GOD  of  Lore!  O  Eii^ of  Peace ! 
Make  wan  tfaroag^boat  the  wodd  to  cease ; 
The  wzatili  of  sinM  men  les^ain ; 
Give  peace,  O  Grod !  gire  peace  again. 

2  Remember,  Lord,  Thy  works  of  old. 
The  wonders  that  onr  fathers  told ; 

Bemember  not  our  sin's  dark  stain : 
Give  peace,  O  God !  give  peace  again. 

3  Whom  shall  we  trust  but  Thee,  O  Lord  ? 
Where  rest  but  on  Thy  faithful  word  ? 

None  ever  called  on  Thee  in  vain ; 
Give  peace,  O  God !  give  peace  again. 

4  Where  saints  and  angels  dwell  above. 
All  hearts  are  knit  in  holy  love ; 

0  bind  us  in  that  heavenly  chain  ; 
Give  peace,  0  God !  give  peace  again. 

H.  W.  BAKER. 

876  11.10.11.9. 

GOD  the  all-terrible  Eling,  who  ordainest 
Great  winds  Thy  clarions,  the  lightnings 
Thy  sword ; 
Show  forth   Thy   pity  on   high   where   Thou 
reignest ; 
Give  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  0  Lord ! 

2  God  the  Omnipotent!  mighty  Avenger! 

Watching  invisible,  judging  unheard  ; 
Doom  us  not  now  in  the  hour  of  our  danger ; 
Give  to  U3  peace  in  our  time,  0  Lord ! 

3  (Ujd  tho  All-merciful!  earth  hath  forsaken 

Thy  ways  of  blessedness,  slii^hted  Thv  word . 
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Bid  not  Thy  wrath  in  its  terrors  awaken ; 
Give  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  0  Lord ! 

4  God  the  All-righteous  One !  man  hatli  defied 

Thee; 
Yet  to  eternity  standeth  Thy  word ; 
Falsehood  and   wrong   shall  not  tarry  beside 

Thee  ; 
Give  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  0  Lord  ! 

5  God  the  All-pitiful !  is  it  not  crying- 

Blood  of  the  guiltless,  like  water  outpoured  ? 
Look  on  the  anguish,  the  sorrow,  the  sighing ; 
Give  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  0  Lord ! 

6  God  the  All-wise !  by  the  fire  of  Thy  chastening, 

Earth  shall  to  freedom  and  truth  be  rest(M*ed ; 
Through  the  thick  darkness  Thy  kingdom  is 
hastening ; 
Thou  wilt  give  peace  in  Thy  time,  0  Lord ! 

R.  F.  CHORLEY. 
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OD  the  Lord  hath  heard  our  prayer, 

God  has  lightened  all  our  care ; 
To  His  glorious  throne  on  high 
Eose  His  children's  moumfid  cry : 
Hallelujah !  praises  sing 
To  our  Father  and  our  King. 

2  Helpless,  Lord,  Thy  face  we  sought. 
Thou  hast  our  deliverance  wrought; 
God,  who  gave  us  faith  to  pray, 
Gives  us  thankful  hearts  to-day  : 
Hallelujah,  Lord,  to  Thee 
Sing  we,  though  unworthily. 


4  Praise  to  God  who  heard  our  cry  I 
Praise  to  Christ  who  pleads  on  high 
And  the  Holy  Ghost  who  gave 
Strength  oar  Father's  help  to  erai 
Worship,  praise,  and  glory  "be 
To  the  Blessed  Trinity ! 
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REJOICE  to-day,  with  one  accord, 
Sing  out  with  exultation ; 
Bejoice  and  praise  our  mighty  Lord, 
Whose  arm  hatli  brought  salvatio 
His  works  of  love  proclaim 
The  greatness  of  His  name ; 
For  He  is  God  alone 
Who  hath  His  mercy  shown ; 
Let  all  His  saints  adore  Him  1 
!  When  in  distress  to  Him  we  cried, 

TTfl  hnnrH  raip  oorf   nnmnlaitiinif  ■ 
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Rejoice  and  praise  our  Inighty  Lord, 
Whose  arm  hath  brought  salvation : 
His  works  of  love  proclaim 
The  greatness  of  His  name  ; 
For  He  is  God  alone 
Who  hath  His  mercy  shown : 
Let  all  His  saints  adore  Him !  -  .;; .  7 ;. 

H.  w.  Akfesi.-'^ 


Mttt  llsmniS  for  ^ri&ate  Wist, 
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CO2IUVNION  WITH  GOD.  . 

8.0.0.4' 

TITY  God !  is  any  hour  so  sweet, 
^^    From  blush  of  mom  tb  evetiing-star, 
As  that  which  calls  me  to  Thy  feet, — 
The  hour  of  prayer  ?  . 

2  For  then  a  day-spring  shines  On  me, 

Brighter  than  morn's  ethereal  glow ; 
And  richer  dews  descend  from  1?hee 
Than  earth  can  know. 

3  Then  is  my  streilgth  by  Thee  renewed  i 

Then  are  my  sins  by  Thee  forgiven ; 
Then  dost  Thou  cheer  my  solitude 
With  hope  of  heaveiii 

4  ifo  words  can  tell  what  swe^Ti  reliel 

There  for  my  every  wani^I  fiud. 
What  strength  for  warfare,  balm  for  grief, — 
What  peace  of  mind  ! 

5  Hushed  is  each  doubt;  gone  evfeliy  feslr^ 

My  spirit  seems  ill  heaveti  to  ^t^,'^  \ 
And  e'en  the  penitential  teat 
I3  Wiped  away. 
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6  Lord !  till  I  reach  yon  blissful  shore. 
No  privilege  so  dear  shall  be. 
As  thus  my  inmost  soul  to  pour 
In  prayer  to  Thee. 

C.  ELUOTT. 
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STILL,  still  with  Thee,  when  purple  morning 
breaketh, 
When  the  bird  waketh,  and  the  shadows 
flee; 
Fairer  than  morning,  lovelier  than  the  daylight, 
Dawns  the  sweet  consciousness,  *  /  am  wiih 
Thee!' 

2  Alone  with  Thee,  amid  the  mystic  shadows, 

The  solemn  hush  of  nature  newly  born  ; 
Alone  with  Thee,  in  breathless  adoration, 
In  the  calm  dew  and  freshness  of  the  morn. 

3  As  in  the  dawning  o'er  the  waveless  ocean, 

The  image  of  the  morning  star  doth  rest, 
So,  in  this  stillness.  Thou  beholdest  only 
Thine  image  in  the  waters  of  my  breast. 

4  Still,  still   with  Thee !  as  to   each   new-born 

morning 
A  fresh  and  solemn  splendour  still  is  given, 
So  doth  this  blessM  consciousness,  awaking, 
Breathe,  each  day,  nearness  unto  Thee  and 

heaven. 

5  When  sinks  the  soul,  subdued  by  toil,  to  slumber, 

Its  closing  eye  looks  up  to  Thee  in  prayer  ; 
Sweet  the  repose,  beneath  Thy  wings  o'ersliading, 
But  sweeter  ^\aW  \,Ci\j^V^  «ad  find  Thee  there. 
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}  So  shall  it  be  at  last,  in  that  bright  morning 
When  the  soul  waketh,  and  life's  shadows  flee ; 
0  !  in  that  hour,  fairer  than  daylight  dawning, 
Shall  rise  the  glorious  thought,  'lavi  mth 

Theer 

H.  B.  STOWE. 
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PEAYER  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire, 
Uttered  or  unexpressed ; 
The  motion  of  a  hidden  fire. 
That  trembles  in  the  breast. 

t 

2  Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh, 

The  falling  of  a  tear ; 
The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye, 
When  none  but  God  is  near. 

3  Prayer  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 

That  infant  lips  can  try ; 
Prayer  the  sublimest  strains  that  reach 
The  Majesty  on  high. 

4  Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 

The  Christian's  native  air ; 
His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death  : 
He  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 

5  Prayer  is  the  contrite  sinner's  voice, 

Returning  from  his  ways ; 
While  angels  in  their  songs  rejoice, 
And  ciy,  *  Behold,  he  prays.  * 

6  The  saints,  in  prayer,  appear  as  one, 

In  word,  and  deed,  and  mind. 
While  with  the  Father  and  the  Son 
Sweet  fellowship  they  find. 
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7  N<Hr  prayer  is  made  on  earth  alone ; 

Tlw  Holy  Spirit  pleads; 
And  Jesus  on  the  eternal  thrcme 
For  sinners  intercedes. 

8  0  Thou  by  whom  we  come  to  GUxl, 

The  life,  the  Truth,  the  Way, 
The  path  of  prayer  Thyself  hast  trod ; 
'  Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray.' 

J.  MONTGOlfEBT. 


882 


MORNING  WORSHIP. 

64.64.6 

B EIGHT  falls  the  morning  light 
On  waking  souls, 
When  the  dark  veil  of  night 

Gently  nproUs : 
Then,  on  our  knees  in  prayer. 
We  bless  our  Father's  care. 

2  Thanks  rendered  to  His  name 

Else  from  our  hearts ; 
For  He  is  still  the  same 

When  night  departs, 
As  when  in  hours  of  sleep 
Safe  watch  His  love  did  keep. 

3  Strength  from  His  hand  we  seek. 

Strength  for  the  day; 
Feeling  we  are  so  weak, 

And  soon  must  stray 
Far  from  His  paths  aside, 
If  mercy  is  denied. 

4  Grace  from  the  BlessM  One 

Fills  us  with  joy; 


0 
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Thus  is  the  day  begun 

With  sweet  employ ; 
So  may  each  morning  breath 

Bise  up  in  prayer  till  death ! 

W.  J.  MATHAMS. 

883  847 

tOME,  my  soul,  thou  must  be  waking ; 

Now  is  breaking 
O'er  the  earth  another  day : 
Come !  to  Him,  who  made  this  splendour. 
See  thou  render 
All  thy  feeble  strength  can  pay.     ' 

2  Gladly  hail  the  light  returning : 
Beady  burning 

Be  the  incense  of  thy  powers : 
For  the  night  is  safely  ended ; 
God  hath  tended 
With  His  care  thy  helpless  hours.  . 

3  Pray  that  He  may  prosper  ever 
Each  endeavour, 

When  thine  aim  is  good  and  true ; 
But  that  He  may  ever  thwart  thee, 
And  convert  thee. 
When  thou  evil  wouldst  pursue. 

4  Think  that  He  thy  ways  beholdeth ; 
He  unf  oldeth 

Every  fault  that  lurks  within ; 
He  the  hidden  shame  glossed  over 
Can  discover, 
And  discern  each  deed  of  sin, 

5  Mayfest  thou  on  life's  last  morrow, 
Free  from  sorrow, 


M' 
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Pass  away  ia  slumber  sweet ; 
And,  released  from  death's  dark  sadness, 
Kise  in  gladness 
TKat  far  brighter  Sun  to  greet. 

6  Only  God's  free  gifts  abuse  not. 
Light  refuse  not, 
But  His  Spirit's  voice  obey : 
Thou  with  Him  shalt  dwell,  beholding 
Light  unfolding 
All  things  in  unclouded  day. 

F.  R.  L.  VON  CANITZ,  trans.  H»  J.  BUCKOLL. 
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Y  Father,  for  another  night 
Of  quiet  sleep  and  rest,     ^ 
For  all  the  joy  of  morning  light. 
Thy  holy  name  be  blest. 

2  Now  with  the  new-born  day  I  give 

Myself  anew  to  Thee, 
That  as  Thou  wiliest  I  may  live, 
And  what  Thou  wUlest  be. 

3  Whate'er  I  do,  things  great  or  small, 

Whate'er  I  speak  or  frame, 
Thy  glory  may  I  seek  in  all, 
Do  all  in  Jesu's  name. 

4  My  Father,  for  His  sake,  I  pray. 

Thy  child  accept  and  bless  ; 
And  lead  me  by  Thy  grace  to-day 
In  paths  of  righteousness. 

H.  W.  BAKER. 
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WHEN  morning  gilds  the  skies, 
My  Yieax^i  ^-^^Jsm^  ^Y\fts» 
*  May  3es\\a  C\ix\a\.  \i^  Y^^^J^^^ V 
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Alike  at  work  and  prayer, 
To  Jesus  I  repair ; 

'  May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised ! ' 

2  My  tongue  shall  jiever  tire 
Of  chanting  with  the  quire, 

*  May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised ! ' 
This  song  of  sacred  joy, 

It  never  seems  to  cloy, 
'  May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised ! ' 

3  When  sleep  her  balm  denies, 
My  silent  spirit  sighs, 

'  May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised ! ' 
When  evil  thoughts  molest. 
With  this  I  shield  my  breast, 

*  May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised ! ' 

4  Does  sadness  fill  my  mind  ? 
A  solace  here  I  find, 

'  May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised ! ' 
Or  fades  my  earthly  bliss  I 
My  comfort  still  is  this, 

*  May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised ! ' 

5  In  heaven's  eternal  bliss. 
The  loveliest  strain  is  this, 

'  May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised  1 ' 
Let  earth  and  sea  and  sky 
From  depth  to  height  reply, 

*  May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised ! ' 

6  Be  this,  while  life  is  mine. 
My  canticle  divine, 

'  May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised  1 ' 
Be  this  the  eternal  song 
Through  ages  all  along, 

' '  May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised  !  * 

GERMAN  HYMN,  tmn^,  E.  CASWALL. 
2  V 
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EVENING   WORSHIP. 

886  64.66 

THE  sun  is  sinking  fast^ 
The  daylight  dies ; 
Let  love  awake^  and  pay 
Her  evening  sacrifice. 

2  As  Christ  upon  the  cross ' 
.  .His  head  inclined; 
'  And  to  His  Father's  hands 
•.  His  parting  soul  resigned ; 


«  f    » 


3  So  now  herself,  my  soul, 
Would  wholly  give 
Into  His  sacred  charge 
\  ;In  Whom  all  spirits  live  ^- 

4 .  So  now  beneath  His  eye 
Would  calmly  rest, 
Without  a  wish  or  thought 
Abiding  in  the  breast, 

5  Save  that  His  will  be  done, 

Whate'er  betide ; 
Dead  to  herself,  and  dead 
In  Him  to  all  beside. 

6  Thus  would  I  live ;  yet  now 

Not  I,  but  He, 
In  all  His  power  and  love 
Henceforth  alive  in  me. 

7  One  sacred  Trinity, 

One  Lord  Divine ; 
ilay  I  be  ever  His, 

And  He  for  ever  mine  ! 

L^TIN"  HYMN,  trans.  E.  Ci^WALL 
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PENITENCE.  wi.-? 

387  86.84. 

SHOW  nie  myself,  0  holy  Lord ; 
Help  me  to  look  within ; 
I  will  not  turn  me  from  the  sight 
.  Of  all  my  sin, 

2  Just  as  it  is  in  Thy  pure  ejres 

Would  I  behold  my  heart, — 
Bring  every' hidden  spot  to  light, 
Nor  shrink  the  smaxt. 

3  Not  mine,  the  purity  of  heart    ' 

That  shall  at  last  see  God ; 
Not  mine,  the  following  in  the  steps 
The  Saviour  trod : 

4  Not  mine,  the  life  I  thought  to  live 

When  fii^st  I  took  His  name ; — 
Mine,  but  the  right  to  weep  and  grieve 
Over  my  shame !  - 

5  Yet,  Lord !"  I  thank  Thee  for  the  sight 

Thou  hast  vouchsafed  to  me ; 

And  humbled  to  the  dust,  I  shrink 

Closer  to  Thee : 

6  Unworthy,  faithless  g-s  it  isi 

0  let  my  spirit  hide  r-  ^^  ^-^ 

Its  weakness  and  its  penitence         . .  v_^  O 
In  Thy  dear  side!' 

7  And  if  Thy  love  will  not  disown 
^':  So  frail  a  heart  as  mine, 
Chg-sten  and  cleanse  it  as  Thou  wilt, 
-  But  keep  it  Thine  I  '-'  :. 

Afmriocm  Symn, 
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HYMNS  FOE  PRIVATE  USE. 
CONSECRA  TION. 


S.M.  double. 


I  GIVE  my  heart  to  Thee, 
.0  Jesus  most  desired ! 


And  heart  for  heart  the  gift  shall  be. 
For  Thou  my  soul  hast  fired : 
Thou  hearts  alone  wouldst  move, 
Thou  only  hearts  dost  love  ; 

I  would  love  Thee  as  Thou  lov'st  me, 
0  Jesus  most  desired ! 

What  offering  can  I  make, 
Dear  Lord,  to  love  like  Thine  ? 

That  Thou,  the  Word,  didst  stoop  to  take 
A  human  form  like  mine ! 
*  Give  me  thy  heart,  My  son  :  * 
Lord,  Thou  my  heart  hast  won ; 

I  would  love  Thee  as  Thou  lov  st  me, 
0  Jesus  most  desired  ! 

Here  finds  my  heart  its  rest, 

Repose  that  knows  no  shock, 
The  strength  of  love  that  keeps  it  blest 

In  Thee,  the  riven  Eock : 

My  soul,  as  girt  around. 

Her  citadel  hath  found : 
I  would  love. Thee  as  Thou  lov'st  me, 

0  Jesus  most  desired  ! 

LATIN  HYMN,  tram,  RAY  PALMER.* 
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73. 


TAKE  my  life,  and  let  it  be 
Consecrated,  Lord,  to  Thee ! 
Take  my  moments  and  my  days, 
Let  them  flow  in  ceaseless  praise. 

2  Take  my  hands,  and  let  them  move 
\      At  the  impulse  of  Thy  love ; 


HYMNS  FOR  PRIVATE  USE. 

Take  my  feet,  and  let  them  be 
Swift  and  beautiful  for  Thee. 

3  Take  my  voice,  and  let  me  sing 
Always,  only,  for  my  King ; 

Take  my  lips,  and  let  them  be 
Filled  with  messages  from  Thee, 

4  Take  my  silver  and  my  gold, 
Not  a  mite  would  I  withhold ; 

T-ake  my  intellect,  and  use 
Every  power  as  Thou  shalt  choose. 

5  Take  my  will,  end  make  it  Thine ; 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine ; 

Take  my  heart,  it  is  Thine  own  ; 
It  shall  be  Thy  royal  throne. 

6  Take  my  love,  my  Lord,  I  pour 
At  Thy  feet  its  treasured  store ; 

Take  myself,  and  I  will  be 
Ever,  only,  all,  for  Thee. 

r.  R.  HAVERGAL. 
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S.M, 

DEAE  Lord,  and  Master  mine. 
Thy  happy  servant  see ! 
My  Conqueror !  with  what  joy  divine 
Thy  captive  clings  to  Thee  I 

I  love  Thy  yoke  to  wear. 
To  feel  Thy  gracious  bands — 
Sweetly  restrained  by  Thy  care. 
And  happy  in  Thy  hands. 

No  bar  would  I  remove. 
No  bond  would  I  unbind :  - 

Within  the  limits  of  Thy  love 
Full  liberty  I  find. 


HYMNS  lOK  PRIVATB  USE. 

4  I  wotild  not  walk  alone. 

But  still  with  Thee,  my  God ; 
At  every  step  my  blindness  own. 
And.  ask  of  Thee  the  road. 

5  Dear  Lord  and  Master  mine, 
•    Still  keep  Thy  servant  true  ! 

My  Giaaidian  and  my  Guide  Divine, 
Briiig,  bring  Thy  pilgrim  through ! 

T.  H.  GILL. 
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TRUST  IN  GOD. 


CM. 


ALli  as  God  wills,  who  wisely  heeds 
To  give  or  to  withhold, 
And  kjiowejbhmore  of  all  my  needs 
Than  all  my  prayers  have  told ! 

2  Enough  that  blessings  undeserved 

Have  marked  my  erring  track; 
That  wheresoever  my  feet  have  swerved, 
His  chastening  turned  me  back ; 

3  That  more  and  more  a  providence 

Of  love  is  understood. 
Making  the  springs  of  time  and  sense 
Sweet  with  eternal  good ; 

4  That  death  seems  but  a  covered  way 

Which  opens  into  light. 
Wherein  no  blinded  child  can  stray 
Beyond  the  Father's  sight ; 

5  That  care  and  trial  seem  at  last. 

Through  memory's  sunset  air> 
Like  mountain  ranges  overpast. 
In  purple  Ai^l^no.^  1^  \ 


SYMNS  FOR  PRIVATE  U6E,.' 

6  That  all  the  jarring  notes  of  life    '    :-i 

Seem  blending  in  a  psalm, 

And  all  the  angles  of  its  strife 

Slow  rounding  into  calm ; 

7  And  so  the  shadows  fall  apart,       i     » 

And  so  the  west  winds  play ;     ■  i. 
And  all  the  windows  of  my  ^ar^J- ,  r ;  |  ^ 
I  open  to  the  day,  ■, .  '•  ' 

J,  a,  w^:fj£R. 
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T  WOESHIP  Thee,  sweet  WiU  of  Gj^  t 
-L    And  all  Thy  ways  adore,  oQo 

And  every  day  I  live  I  seem  '.     .  •  t  -     / 
To  love  Thee  more  and  more.  •  •    /r 


I 


> 


I  have  ho  cares,  0  blessed  Will !      - 
For  all  my  cares  are  Thine ;    ' 

I  live  in  triumph.  Lord !  for  Thou      ' ;  nT 
Hast  made  Thy  triumphs  mine. 


I    ,^ 


3  When  obstacles  and  trials  seem . 
Like  prison- walls  to  be, 
I  do  the  little  I  can  do,  .7/" 

And  leave  the  rest  to  Thee. 


i. 
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4  And  when  it  seems  no  chance  or  change 

From  grief  can  set  me  free, 
Hope  finds  its  strength  in  helplesferie^,  *'  ♦'  ^ 
And  gaily  waits  on  Thee.  *    •''^ 

5  Man's  weakness,*  waiting  upon  God, 

Its  end' can  never  misSj       ^  .     ,.. 

For  men  on  earth  no  work  can  do     '  .  '  '^  ?. 

More  angel-like  than  this.        ;  '  .  ",.. 

'■  i  '..J  • 

6  Eide  on,  ride  on  triumphantly,. 
""^  '    •  Thou  glorious  Will !  ride  on ; 
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Faith's  pilgrim-sons  behind  Thee  take 
The  road  that  Thou  hast  gone. 

7  He  always  wins  who  sides  with  God, 

To  him  no  chance  is  lost ; 
God's  will  is  sweetest  to  him  when 
It  triumphs  at  his  cost. 

8  111  that  He  blesses  is  our  good. 

And  unblest  good  is  ill ; 
And  all  is  right  that  seems  most  wrong 
If  it  be  His  sweet  will ! 

F.  W.  FABER. 
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TN  darkest  hours  I  hear  a  voice, 
-*•    Which  comes  my  saddened  heart  to  cheer, 
Saying  in  tones  of  love, — '  Eejoice ! 
Jesus  is  near!' 

2  In  times  of  trial  and  dismay, 

Through  the  dark  gloom  of  doubt  and  fear, 
There  breaks  a  light,  like  dawning  day, — 
'Jesus  is  near!' 

3  When  years  autumnal  tokens  bring. 

And  fading  hopes  seem  dry  and  sear. 
Then  bursts  a  bloom,  like  second  spring, — 
'Jesus  is  near!' 

4  Thus,  when  at  length  the  veil  shall  rise. 

Will  my  enfranchised  spirit  hear, 
Prom  angel- voices  through  the  skies, — 
'  Jesus  is  near ! ' 

5  Not  far  away,  but  close  at  hand, 

A  constant  Friend,  most  true  and  dear; 
Gladly  I  follow  Heaven's  command 
With  '  Jesus  near ! ' 

1^  R.  C.  WATERSTON. 
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894  CM. 

LOED,  when  in  silent  hours  I  muse 
Upon  myself  and  Thee, 
I  seem  to  hear  the  stream  ef  life 
That  runs  invisibly. 

2  Then  know  I  what  I  oft  forget, 

How  fleeting  are  my  days ; 
Eemember  me,  my  God,  nor  let 
My  end  be  my  dispraise ! 

3  0  think  upon  me  for  my  good, 

Though  little  good  I  do ; 
My  hope  and  my  forgiving  Friend 
Thou  hast  been  hitherto. 

4  And  I  would  live  in  such  a  course, 

That  men  to  me  may  say, 
'  0  whence  hast  thou  thy  joy  and  force  ? 
What  is  thy  secret  stay  ? ' 

5  My  joy,  when  truest  joy  I  have. 

It  comes  to  me  from  heaven ; 
My  strength,  when  I  from  weakness  rise. 
Is  by  Thy  Spirit  given. 

6  And  while  He  shines  as  He  has  shone, 

Whom  Thou  hast  made  my  stay. 
Life  can  but  gently  float  me  on, 
Not  hurry  me  away. 

T.  T.  LYNCH. 

FOR  A  TIME  OF  SORROW. 
39 O  C.M.  double. 

T  HOPED  that  with  the  brave  and  strong, 
■^    My  i)ortioned  task  might  lie ; 
To  toil  amid  the  busy  throng, 
With  purpose  pure  and  high : 


HYMNS  FOE  PEIVATE  USR 

But  God  has  fixed  another  part, 

And  He  has  fix^d  it  well ; 
I  said  so  with  my  breaking  heart. 

When  first  this  trouble  felL 

2  These  weary  hours  will  not  be  lost. 

These  days  of  misery. 
These  nights  of  darkness,  anguish-tossed,— 

Can  I  but  turn  to  Thee  : 
With  secret  labour  to  sustain 

In  patience  every  blow. 
To  gather  fortitude  from  pain, 

And  holiness  from  woe. 

3  If  Thou  shouldst  bring  me  back  to  life, 

More  humble  I  should  be, 
More  wise,  more  strengthened  for  the  strife; 

More  apt  to  lean  on  Thee : 
Should  death  be  standing  at  the  gate, 

Thus  should  I  keep  my  vow : 
But,  Lord  !  whatever  be  my  fate, 

0  let  me  serve  Thee  now !  ^  brontI 


896 


S.M. 


I  GIVE  myself  to  prayer ; 
Lord,  give  Thyself  to  me, 
And  let  the  time  of  my  request, 
Thy  time  of  answer  be. 

My  thoughts  are  like  the  reeds, 
And  tremble  as  they  grow, 
In  the  sad  current  of  a  life 
That  darkly  runs  and  slow. 

I  am  as  if  asleep, 
Yet  conscious  that  I  dream ; 
Like  one  who  vainly  strives  to  wake 
And  tiee  \\Yai§>^\l,\  ^^^m. 


HYMNS  FOB  PBIVATE  USB. 

4  The  loud  distressful  cry 
With  which  I  call  on  Thee 

Shall  wake  me,  Lord,  to  find  that  Thou 
Canst  give  me  liberty.  i      > 

«  * 

5  I  give  myself  to  prayer : 
Lord,  give  Thyself  to  me ; 

And  in  the  time  of  my  distress, 
0  haste  and  succour  me  1 

6  4  Then  be  my  heart,  my  world,        ^^QQ 

Eehallowed  unto  Thee,  ->  --  O 

And  Thy  pervading  glory/LOrd,     :      i  \ 

0  let  me.  feel  and  see  I 

Ti  T.  LTliCH. 

897  \».8.8.4. 

JESUS,  my  Saviour,  look  on  me. 
For  I  am  weary  and  oppressed ; 
I  come  to  cast  myself  on  Thee ; 

Thorn,  art  my  Best.  -  •    ^ 

2  Look  down  on  me,  for  I  am  weiak ;    ' 

i  feel  the  toilsome  journey's  length ; - 
Thine  aid  omnipotent  I  seek ; 
^   Thou  art  my  Strength. 

3  I  am  bewildered  on  my  way ;  .i/ 

Dark  and  .tempestuous  is  the  night; 
0  shed  Thou  forth  some  cheering  ray! 
Thou  art  my  light. 

4  When  Satan  flings  his  fiery  darts,     .'    - 

1  look  to  Thee  ;  my  terrors  cease ; 
Thy  cross  a  hiding-place  imparts ;  .       ^ 

Thou  art  my  Peace. 

5  Standing  alone  on  Jordan's  brink,       '•  i- 

In  that  tremendous  latest  sfec\l^, 


i 
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Thou  wilt  not  suffer  me  to  sink  ; 
Thou  art  my  Life. 

6  Thou  wilt  my.  every  want  supply 
E'en  to  the  end,  whate'er  befall ; 
Through  life,  in  death,  eternally. 
Thou  art  my  All. 

C.  ELLIOTT. 
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ODEEM  not  that  earth's  crowning  bliss 
Is  found  in  joy  alone ; 
For  sorrow,  bitter  though  it  be, 

Hath  blessings  all  its  own ; 
From  lips  Divine,  like  healing  balm. 

To  hearts  oppressed  and  torn. 

This  heavenly  consolation  fell — 

*£lessid  are  they  that  mourn  f 

2  As  blossoms  smitten  by  the  Tain, 

Their  sweetest  odours  yield ; 
As  where  the  ploughshare  deepest  strikes, 

Eich  harvests  crown  the  field  ; — 
So  to  the  hopes  by  sorrow  crushed, 

A  nobler  faith  succeeds  ; 
And  life,  by  trial  furrowed,  bears 

The  fruit  of  loving  deeds. 

3  Who  never  mourned,  hath  never  kno\^Ti 

What  treasures  grief  reveals  ; 
The  sympathies  that  humanize. 

The  tenderness  that  heals  ; 
The  power  to  look  within  the  veil. 

And  learn  the  heavenly  lore. 
The  key-word  to  life's  mysteries. 

So  dark  to  ua  \>^lox^. 


HYMNS  FOB  PRIVATE  USB. 

4  How  rich,  and  sweet,  and  full  of  strength, 
■  Our  human  spirits  are, 
baptized  into  the  sanctities 
'  Of  suffering  and  of  prayer ! 
Supernal  wisdom,  love  divine, 

Breathed  through  the  lips  which  said — 
'  0  blessfed  are  the  souls  that  mourn, 
They  shall  he  comforted,^ 

W.  H.  BUKLEIGH. 
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ISE !  He  calleth  thee,  arise !  * 
Gome,  0  sorrow-blinded  man , 
He  who  lighted  first  the  eyes, 
Only  He  relight  them  can. 


K 
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2  Come,  and  see  the  face  of  One 

Who  familiar  was  with  grief ; 
Now  it  shineth  as  the  sun ; 
In  His  smile  is  thy  relief. 

3  '  Eise !  He  calleth  thee,  arise ! ' 

Prisoner  of  an  inward  night ; 
Sin  destroyeth  earth  and  skies. 
If  it  quench  the  Fount  of  light. 

4  Come,  of  daybreak  'tis  the  hour 

When  thou  seest  Christ  the  Lord ; 
See  Him,  and  regain  the  power 
Both  to  look  and  walk  abroad. 

T.  T.  LYNCH. 
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[AY  not,  O  wounded  heart. 
Thy  love  can  find  no  home ; 
Behold  the  Bridegroom  of  thy  soul, 
And  hear  Him  whisper, '  Come  1  * 


S.M. 


% 
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His  heart  voichBigp  ludkMioi^ ; 

The  faith  '•£kh)m8tsiidp(diiHia:nn^dI 

Makei^fiislio&eitifdi^ra  K) 

4     Vith'?ni(yfe^^*8'il^5(t^''-^ 

Each  Vanaarra^ 


4  The  sighs  of  Penitence  r'\r\Ci 
£\            Se  hears,  and  counts  her  tears  ;66o 

And  wheQ  she  leans  upon  His  breast, 
,      Forgives  the  sins  of  years, 

5  Turn  then,  0  soul,  and  live  ! 

In  Christ's  own  heart  find  peace  ; 
Now  let  assurance  of  His  love 
Bid  all  Thy  conflicts  cease, 

W.  p.  BALFERS. 
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STILIi  will  we  trust,  though  eaxCh  seiem  dark 
and  dreary,    "      ■ 
And  the  heart  faint  beneath  His  diastening 
rodi  '^ 

Though  rough  and  eteep  our  pathway,  wom  aod 
.   weary,  '     '  ■    '  ■     i 

Still  will  ■ft'e  trust  in-Gtod/' 

2  Our  eyes  see  cUBolytm  by,  faith;  ^npiijited. 

And  our  blind  choosing  brings  u^  grief  and 
pain; 
. : '  Through  Him  alone  who  hath  our  way  a^^l^ 
We  find  oui  peaoe  ^aii^y  <, 

3  Choose  for  us,  God !  nor  let  oiinteaK. preferring 

Cheat  our  poor  souls  ot  "godd  iSibu  hast 

desi^e4i"   '■■■  ^^--^t; -(/.i,!  .■  r,,\ 


HYMNS   FOR   PRIVATE  USB. 

Choose  for  ua,  God  !  Thy  wisdom  is  tmerringj 
And  we  are  fools  and  blind. 

4  So  from  our  sky  the  night  shall  furl  her  shadows, 

And.  day  pour  gladness  through  his  golden 
gates; 
Our    rough    path    lead    to    flower- enamelled 
meadows, 

Where  joy  our  coming  waits^ 

5  Let  us  press  on  in  patient  self-denial, 

Accept  the  hardship,  shrink  not  from  the  loss; 
Our  guerdon  lies  beyond  the  hour  of  trial ;" 
Our  crown  beyond  the  cross. 

W.  H.  BURLEIGH. 
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SWEET  is  the  solace  of  Thy  love, 
My  Heavenly  Friend,  to  me, 
While  through  the  hidden  way  of  faith. 
I  journey  home  with  Thee,  ^ 

Learning  by  quiet  thankfulness 
As  a  dear  child  to  be. 

2  Though  from  the  shadow  of  Thy  peace 

My  feet  would  often  stray, 
Thy  mercy  follows  all  my  steps. 

And  will  not  turn  awg,y ; 
Yea^  Tliou  wilt  comfort  me  at  last, 

As  none  beneath  Thee  may. 

3  0  there  is  nothing  in  the  world 

To  weigh  against  Thy  will; 
EW  th«  dark  times  1  dread  the  most. 

Thy  covenant  fulfil ; 
And  when  the  pleasant  morning  dawDS, 

I  find  TPhee' with  me  still,  . 


•  .* 
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4  Then  in  the  secret  of  my  soul. 

Though  hosts  my  peace  invade. 
Though  through  a  waste  and  weary  land 

My  lonely  way  be  made. 
Thou,  even  Thou,  wilt  comfort  me — 

I  need  not  be  afraid. 

5  Still  in  the  solitary  place 

I  would  awhile  abide. 
Till  with  the  solace  of  Thy  love 

My  heart  is  satisfied ; 
And  all  my  hopes  of  happiness 

Stay  calmly  at  Thy  side. 

Ai  I^  WARING. 
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DETAINED  FROM  PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

CM. 

0  JESUS  CHRIST,  the  Holy  One, 
I  long  to  be  with  Thee ; 
0  Jesus  Christ,  the  lowly  One, 
Come  and  abide  with  me  ! 

2  Now,  while  the  symbols  of  Thy  love 

Before  Thy  saints  are  set, 
And  Thou,  descending  from  above. 
Their  yearning  hearts  hast  met ; 

3  Come,  and  overshadow  with  Thy  power 

This  lonely  heart  of  mine ; 
And  feed  me,  in  this  solemn  hour. 
With  Thine  own  bread  and  wine. 

4  My  '  meat  indeed,'  my  '  drink  indeed,' 

Art  Thou,  my  gracious  Lord ; 
Help  Thou  my  soul  by  faith  to  feed 
On  tiua,  T\i7  ^tecious  word ; 


HYMNS  FOR   PHIVATB  USE. 

5  Till,  nourished,  strengthened,  satisfied, 
My  glad  and  thankful  heaart 
!EbTget$  the  things  Thou  hast  denied. 
In  those  Thou  dost  impart. 

.  MRQ,  SAXBT. 
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THOUSANDS,  0  Lord  of  Hosts,  tins  day 
Around  Thine  altar  meet ; ' ' ' 
And'  <^tis<  of  thousands  throng  %o  -ppy    ^ 
:  Their  homage  fit  Thy  feet. 

2  They  see  Thy  power  and.  glory  theiie. 

As  I  hare  seen  them  too  •    -    > 
• '"  They  read,  they  hear,  they  join  in  prayer. 
As  I  was  wont  to  do. 

3  They  sing  Thy  4^ds,  as^  have  sung. 

In  sweet'  and  solemn  lays :  "^  O  O 

■^      -Were  I  among  them,  my  glad  tong6aOo 
Might  learn  new  .tiiem^  t)£'^ti£^  f 

4  For  Thou  drib  iu  their  inidst  to^teaen^ 

When, on  Thy  name  they  till  :""'-^- 
And  Thou  hast  blessings,  Ldfd,  ^r  each, 
•Hast  bles^gs,  liord,  for  gJl.  ..     -/^  ^ 

5  I,  of  such  fellowBhip  bereft,.    .  ,:  i     ' 

In  spiiiii  tu!rri  to  Thee  t        -  ^■'  lit 
0  hast  Thou  not  a  Ijessing  left,: ; 
A  blessing.  Lord,. for  me  ? 

6  Th6  dew  lies  thick  on  all  the  griii 


.■.:" 


"hung( 

Behold  Thy  Ipriaoh^r  ;-i-loogeifay'l»tfd% 
If 'tis  tW  ^gi^ions  will : :   r  *  ;<r",- 

If  not,;-^Miototented  in  Thy  hands^  ■•  i^* 
Behold  liy  prisonfet  still  t  •  •  ■  i. 

2  Z 
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8  I  may  not  to  Thy  courts  repair ; 

Yet  here  Thou  surely  art : 
Lord  I  consecrate  a  house  of  prayer 
In  my  surrendered  heart. 

9  To  faith  reveal  the  things  unseen ; 

To  hope,  the  joys  untold :  •       . 

Let  love,  without  a  veil  between. 
Thy  glory  now  behold. 

lo  O  make  Thy  face  on  me  to  shine,    - 
That  doubt  and  fear  may  cease : 
lift  up  Thy  countenance  benign 
On  me, — ^and  give  me  peace. 

J.  MONTGOMERY. 
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ly  SICKNESS. 

7.7.7.6. 

TITHEN  all  outward  comfort  flies, 
» "^      And  my  heart  within  me  dies. 
Hear,  O  hear  my  trembling  sighs : 
Help  me,  0  my  Saviour ! 

2  When  the  day  brings  pain  and  grief, 
Night,  nor  respite  nor  relief. 
Whisper, — *  These  dark  hours  are  brief;* 

Help  me,  0  my  Saviour ! 

3  When  all  human  help  proves  vain, 
And  my  agonizing  pain 

.  More  than  nature  can  sustain  ; 
Help  me,  0  my  Saviour ! 

4  When  the  means  for  pain's  redress 
Seem  to  aggravate  distress. 

Then  draw  near— my  faith  increase  : 
Help  me,  0  my  Saviour ! 
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5  When  the  long  and  suflGfering  night 
Makes  me  weary  for  the  light, 
Fix  upon  Thy  cross  my  sight : . 

Help  me,  0  my  Saviour ! 

6  Lest  I  faint  beneath  the  rod. 
Say—'  This  very  path  I  trod ; 
Thus  thou  glorifiest  God ; ' 

Help  me,  0  my  Saviour ! 

7  Let  me  |iot  on  man  depend. 

But  on  Thee,  the  unfailing  Friend: 
Be  Thou  near  me  to  the  end : 

Help  me,  0  my  Saviour !      ..  ^  -*%  i"^ 

c.  EliLiOlfc 
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LEANING  on  Thefe,  my  Guide,  my  Friend, 
My  gracious  Saviour  I  I  am  blest;      '^ 
Though  weary.  Thou  dost  condescend 

To  be  my  rest.  .   ,. 

2  Leaning  on  Thee,  this  darkened  room  ^ 

Is  cheered  by  a  celestial  ray ; 
Thy  i»tying  smile  dispels  the  gloom —     -  ■ 
Turns  night  to  day. 

3  Leianing  on  Thee,  I  breathe  no  moan, 

Though  faint  with  languor,  parched  with  f/eai ; 
Thy  will  has  now  become  my  own,-^ 
Thy  will  is  sweet. 

4  LeaniDg  on  Thee,  'midst  torturing  pain^  . , 

'  With  patience  Thou  my  soul  dost  fill ; ,  , 
Thou  whispiBrest, '  What  did  I  stistain.^  \^  ^^  ^ 
Then  I  am  stilL  '  - 

5  Leaning  on  Thee,  I  do  not  dread  -A  <'^f 

The  havoc  slow  disease  may  make.; .   ' 
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Thou,  who  for  me  Thy  blood  hast  shed. 
Wilt  ne'er  forsake. 

6  Leaning  on  Thee,  though  faint  and  weak. 

Too  weak  another  voice  to  hear, 
Thy  heavenly  accents  comfort  speak, 
*  Be  of  good  cheer  I ' 

7  Leaning  oil  Thee,  no  fear  alarms  ; 

Calmly  I  stand  on  death's  dark  brink ; 
I  feel  th^  *  evetlasfcing  arms^' 
I  i^aomot  sisk. 

C.  ELLIOTT. 


II.IO.II.IO. 
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ONE  touch  from  Thee — the  Healer  of  dis^ase(J,v- 
'  iOne  little  touch  would  make  our  brother 
,:  ,    .    .  whole;  -   • 

And  yfit  Thou  domest  not ;— 0  bless&d  Jesus ! 
Send  aj  swift  answer  to  our  waiting  soul. 

2  Full  many  a  message  have  we  sent,  and  pleaded 

That  Thou  wouldst  haste  Thy  coming,  gracious 

Lord ; 
Each .  message   was  received   and   heard  and 

heeded, . 
And  yet  we  welcome  no  responsive  word. 

3  We  know  that  Thou  art  blessing,  whilst  with- 

holding; 
We  know  that  Thou  art  near  us,  though  apart; 
And  though  we  list  no  answer,. Thou  art  folding 
Our  poor  petitions  to  Thy  smitten  heart. 

4  A  bright  and  glorious  answer  is  preparing, 

Hid  in  the  heights  of  love — the  depths  of 
grace ; 
We  know  that  Thou,  the  Risen,  still  art  bearing 
Our  cause  a^TVvm^,  within  the  Holy  Place. 
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5  And  so  we  trust  our  pleadings  to  Thy  keepiug; 
So  at  Thy  feet  we  lay  our  burden  down, 
Content  to  bear  the  earthly  cross  with  weeping, 
Till  at  Thy  feet  we  cast  the  heavenly  crown. 


8,6; 
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Onft  BEBM  VEMENT,      . 

ANOTHER  hand  is  beckoiung  ua, . 
Another  call  is  given ;  ]\> 

And  glows  once  more  with  angel-step^ 
The  path  that  reaches  heaven. 

2  Alone  unto  our  Father's  will 

One  thought  hath  reconciled  i  ■'''''■■   +» 

That  He  whose  love  exceedeth  oiirs     ■  -^i-- 
Hath  taken  iome  His  child. 

3  Fold  her,  0  Father !  in  Thine  arips^    ~    ,  •  ^ 

And  let  her  henceforth  be  . . 
A  messenger  of  love  between  '     •/,-  o 

Our  human  hearts  and  Thee. 

4  StiU  let  her  mild  rebuking  stand  ^     '. '^  ^;','^  ■'- 

Between  us  and  the  wrong,  ;  '^''i' 

And  her  dear  memory  serve  to  mak^' 
Our  faith  in  goodness  strong. 

J.  G.  WHlTTttttt^ 

AWAITING  THE  LAST  CALL, 
909  l0.io.6.Ct4;i@ 

ALONE !  to  land  alone  upon  that  siior^  \ 
With  no  one  sight  that  we  have  seen  b^ore  ; 
Things  of  a  different  hue, 
And  sounds  all  strange  and  new,   / 
No  forms  of  earth  our  fancies  to  arrange,-^ 
JBut  to  begin  alone  that  mighty  change  I   , 
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2*  Alone !  to  land  alone  npon  that  shore ! 
Knowing  so  well  we  can  return  no  more ; 

No  voice  or  face  of  friend. 

None  with  us  to  attend 
Our  disembarking  on  that  awful  strand — 
But  to  arrive  alone  in  such  a  land  I 

3  Alone  ?  no !  God  hath  been  there  long  before,  * 
*  Eternally  hath  waited  on  that  shore  . 

For  us  who  were  to  come 

To  our  eternal  home : 
O  is  He  not  the  life-long  Friend  we  know 
More  privately  than  any  friend  below  ? 

4  Alone  ?  the  God  we  trust  is  on  that  shore, 
The  Faithful  One  whom  we  have  trusted  more 

In  trials. and  in  woes 

Than  we  have  trusted  those 
On  whom   we   leaned   most  in   our    earthly 

strife ; — 
0  we  shall  trust  Him  more  in  that  new  life ! 

5  So  not  alone  we  land  upon  that  shore  : 
'Twill  be  as  though  we  had  been  there  before ; 

We  shall  meet  more  we  know 

Than  we  can  meet  below, 
And  find  our  rest  like  some  returning  dove, — 
Our  home  at  once  with  the  Eternal  Love  ! 

F.  W.  FABER  * 
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A  T  evening  time — when  day  is  done, 
-^    Life's  little  day  is  near  its  close, 
And  all  the  glare  and  heat  are  gone, 
And  gentle  dews  foretell  repose  ; 
To  crown  my  faith  before  the  night, — 
At  evening  lim^  \^\.  Xii^xo^  be  light ! 
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2  At  evening  time — ^when  labour's  past  ;-^ 

Though  storms  and  toils  have  marred  my  day, 
Mercy  has  tempered  every  blast, 

And  love  and  hope  have  cheered  the  way ; 
Now  let  the  parting  hour  be  bright,—^ 
At  evening  time  let  there  be  light !  . 

3  God  doth  send  light  at  evening  time, 

And  bid  the  fears,  the  doubtings  flee ; 

1  trust  His  promises  sublime ! 
His  glory  now  is  risen  on  me ! 

His  full  salvation  is  in  sight, — 
At  evening  time  there  now  is  light. 

G.  RAWSOK*  . 

*911  86.886. 

HOW  pleasant  are  thy  paths,  0  Death  1 
Like  the  bright  slanting  west, 
Thou  leadest  down  into  the  glow. 
Where  all  those  heaven-bdund  sunsets  go. 
Ever  from  toil  to  rest.; 

2  How  pleasant  are  thy  paths,  O  Death ! 

Thither  where  sorrows  cease. 
To  a  new  life,  to  an  old  past. 
Softly  and  silently  we  haste,         . . .  j , 

Into  a  land  of  peace. 

3  How  pleasant  are  thy  paths,  O  Deathi 

E*en  children  after  play 
lie  down,  without  the  least  alarm,  .   i 
And  sleep,  in  thy  maternal  arm. 

Their  Uttle  life  away.  .     .    ^ 

4  How  pleasant  are  thy  paths,  0  Death ! 

The  oldj  the  very  old 
Smile  when"  their  slumbrous  eye  grows  dim, 
Smile  when  they  feel  thee  touch  each  limb ; 

Their  age  was  not  less  cold.  . 
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5  How  pleasant  are  thy  paths,  O  Death ! 

Straight  to  our  Father's  home ; 
All  loss  wer0  gain  that  gained  us  this, — 
.The  sight  o{  God,  tiiat  single  bUss 

Of  the-  grand  world  to  come. 

6  How  pleasant  are  thy  paths,  O  Death  ! 

Ever  froin  toil  to  rest ; — 
A  rim  of  sesrlike  splendour  nm3 
Where  days  bury  their  golden  suns 

In  the  dear  hope&il  west  I 

F.  W.  TABER. 
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T'M  kneeling  at  the  threshold, 
-*-  ^  A-we£^ry,  faint,  and  sore ; 
•    I'm  waiting  for  the  dawning, 

For  the  opening  of  the  door; 
Tm  waiting  till  the  Master 

Shall  bid  nie  rise  and  come 
To  the  glory  of  His  presence, 

The  gladness  of  His  home. 

2  A  weary  path  I've  travelled, 

'Mid  darkness,  storm,  and  strife. 
Many  a  burden  bearing, 

Contending  for  my  life  ; 
But  now  the  morn  is  breaking ; 

My  toil  will  soon  be  o'er, 
I'm. kneeling  at  the  threshold, 

My  hand  is  on  the  door. 

3  Methinks  I  h6ar  the  voices 

Of  the  blessed  as  they  stand. 
Sweet  singing  in  the  sunshine 

Of  that  unclouded  land : 
O  would  that  I  were  with  them, 

Amid  th^  «»\im\ii^  throng, 
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Uniting  ia  their  Worship, 
Eejoicing  in  their  song  ! 

4  The  friends  that  started  with  me 

Have  entered  long  ago ; 
Ah!  one  by  one  they  left  me, 

To. struggle  with  the  foe; 
Their  pilgrimage  was  shorter, 

Their  triumph  sooner  won ; 
Sow  lovingly  they'll  hail  me, 

When  once  my  work  is  done  ! 

5  With  them  the  blessed  angeb, 

That  know  nor  grief  nor  sin, 
I  see  them  at  the  portals. 

Prepared  to  let  me  in : 
0  Lord,.!  wait  Thy  pleasure. 

Thy  time  and  way  are  best ; 
But  I'm  wasted,  worn,  and  weary ; 

My  Father,  bid  me  rest. 

W.  L.  ALEXAKDER. 
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MY  Saviour !  whom  absent  I  love ;    "  -^  - '" 
Whom  not  having  seen  I  adore, 
Thy  name  is  exalted  above 
AH  glory,  dominion,  and  power. 

2  Ere  long^  shall  the  veil  be  removed, 

And  round  me  Tliy  brightness  be  poured ; 
I  shall  meet  Him  whom  absent  I  loved, 
I  shall  see  Whom  unseen  I  adored. 

3  And  then  never  more  shall  the  fears, 
•    The  trials,  temptations,  and  woes, 
Which  darken  this  valley  of  tears, 

IntrudiB  on  xay  blissful  repose.^ 


» 

/ 
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4  Or,  if  yet  remembered  above, 

Bemembranoe  no  sadness  shall  raise ; 
TheyTl  be  but  new  signs  of  Thy  love. 
New  themes  for  my  wonder  and  piaisa 

5  The  stroke  which  from  sin  and  from  pain 

Shall  set  me  eternally  free. 
Will  strengthen  and  rivet  the  chain. 
Which  binds  me,  my  Saviour,  to  Thee. 

COWPEE. 
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0  SAVIOUR !  I  have  naught  to  plead. 
In  earth  beneath,  or  heaven  above. 
But  just  my  own  exceeding  need, 
And  Thy  exceeding  love. 

The  need  will  soon  be  past  and  gone. 
Exceeding  great — but  quickly  o'er ; 

The  love  unbought  is  all  Thine  own. 
And  lasts  for  evermore. 

J.  CREWDSOX. 
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SLOWLY,  slowly  darkening, 
The  evening  hours  roll  on  ; 
And  soon  behind  the  cloud-land 
Will  sink  my  setting  sun. 

2  Around  my  path  life's  mysteries 

Their  deepening  shadows  throw ; 
And  as  I  gaze  and  ponder, 
They  dark  and  darker  grow. 

3  But  there's  a  voice  above  me 

Which  says,  *  Wait,  trust,  and  pray ; 
The  night  will  soon  be  over. 
And  \i^\,  ^^\\\  come  with  day/ 


HI^NS  FOR  PRIVATE  USE. 

4  Father !  the  light  and  darkness 

Are  both  alike  to  Thee ; 

Then  to  Thy  waiting  servant, 

Alike  they  both  shall  be. 

5  The  great  unending  future, 

I  cannot  pierce  its  shroud ; 

Yet  nothing  doubt,  nor  tremble, 

God's  bow  is  on  the  cloud. 

6  To  Him  I  yield  my  spirit ; 

On  Him  I  lay  my  load : 
Fear  ends  with  death ;  beyond  it 
I  nothing  see  but  God. 

7  Thus  moving  toward  the  darkness 

I  calmly  wait  His  call, 
Now  seeing,  fearing — ^nothing ; 
But  hoping,  trusting — all  I 

S.  GREG. 
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THE  sands  of  time  are  sinking, 
The  dawn  of  heaven  breaks, 
The  summer-morn  I've  sighed  for. 

The  fair  sweet  morn  awakes : 
Dark,  dark  hath  been  the  midnight. 

But  dayspring  is  at  hand. 
And  glory,  glory  dwelleth 
In  ImmanueVs  land. 

The  King  there,  in  His  beauty. 

Without  a  veil  is  seen ; 
It  were  a  well-spent  journey. 

Though  seven  deaths  lay  between: 
The  Lamb,  with  His  fair  army, 

Doth  on  Mount  Zion  stand, 
And  glory,  glory  dwelleth 

In  Immanuel's  land. 


3  O  C!lsr»|JlTlfc*litt9J!*i»ll«»«J;isT  (. 
The  sim««vi't°|iitmt)>  i'lrt  twtedlT 

More.^ii|Il:BI,l*i>^wh»«IA 
There,  to  an.  aceancfulnees.  „     ,,« 

AmidmiW  WptB",""     „ 

.uijoio  9(u  nu  aiyfod  a  bo^J 

4  I've  -wrestled  on  toward  heaven,        5 

'Gainst  storm  and  wind  and  tide ; 
Now,  like  a  weary  traveller 

That  leaneth  on  liia  guide, 
Amid  the  shades  of  evening. 

While  sinks  life's  lingering  sand,  ^ 
I  hail  the  glory  dawning 

From  Immanners  land. 

.^i^Wifli  mflicy  and  with  judgment, 

My  web  of  time  He  wove ;  _  j. - 

'  ",    And  aye  the  dews  of  sorrow  C/Xt 

Were  lustred  with  His  love :' 

I'll  blesa  the  hand  that  guided, 
I'll  bless  the  heart  that  planned. 

When  throned,  wliere  glory  dwelleth 
In  Immannel's  laud. 

6  0!  I  am  my  EelovM's, 

And  my  Beloved's  mine ! 
He  brings  a  poor  vile  sinner 

Into  His  '  house  of  wine;' 
I  stand  upon  His  merit, 

I  know  no  othef  stand, 
Not  e'en  where  glory  dwelleth 

In  Immannel's  land. 

7  The  bride  eyes  not  her  garment, 

Bat  hei  deat  \)tV^%^(;)Q\:^'«  fftce ; 
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I  will  not  gaze  at  glory, 
But  on  my  King  of  grace ; 

Not  at  the  crown  He  giveth,        •' 
But  on  His  pierced  h^nd  ; — 

The  Lamb  is  all  the  glory 

Of  Immanuers  land.     ^^^  ^^sin. 

917  pM. 

T7ITAL  spark  of  heavenly  flame  I 
T,     Quit,  0  quit  this  mortal  frame  ; 
.   Trembling,  hoping,  lingering,  flying, 
.   O  the  pMn,  the  blips  of  dying ! 

Cease,  fond  nature,  cease  thy  strife;  '  f 

And  let  me  languish  into  life. 

2  BCarik !  they  whisper;  angels  say, 
*  Sister  spirit,  come  away/ 

Whiat  is  this  absorbs  me  quite, 
Steals  my  senses,  shuts  my  sight, 
^  -  Drowns  my .  spirit,  draws  my  breath  ?  /. 

Tell  me,  my  soul,  can  thi^  be  death  ? 

"3"  The  world  recedes;  it  disappears: 
Heaven  opens  on  my  eyes ;  my  ears 

-;  :i::Wiibl^8oimds  seraphic  riipig. 

Lend,  lend  your  wings,  I  mount,  I  fly ; 
:  n.OGrcmt  wh^^  is  thy  victory  i  .         ; ,    • 

)^i:':' ii.Q  J?eafh,  where  is  thy  UingV  fdfE. 

'i918      '  ii.iOJi.xo. 

bi)  „  -^j^y^'^^^^i^  gee  Jesus  : '--4  for  ihe '  fAadows 

y.T     .  lengthen    . 
r  i/'*  Acrobs'the'little'landscape  of  otip  life;'  ' 
^'  '^We  trould  see  tfesu^/  our  weak  faith  tostreng- 
then 
'  '  Tor  the  last  weariness,  the  final  «U\1^. 
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2  'We  would  see  Jesus:' — for  life's  hand  hath 

rested, 
With  its  dark  touch,  upon  both  heart  and 

brow ; 
And  though  our  souls  have  many  a  billow 

breasted. 
Others  ate  rising  in  the  distance  now. 

3  *  We  wouldsee  Jesus :' — ^the  greatrock  foimdation 

Whereon  our  feet  were    set  hy  sovereign 
grace ; 
Not  lifei  nor  death,  with  all  their  agitation, 
Can  thence  remove  us  if  we  see  His  face. 

4  '  We  would  see  Jesus : ' — other  lights  are  paling, 

Which  for  long  years  we  have  rejoiced  to  see ; 
The  blessings  of  our  pilgrimage  are  failing. 
We  would  not  mourn  them,  for  we  go  to  Thee. 

5  *  We  would  see  Jesus : ' — ^yet  the  spirit  Ibigers 

Eound  the  dear  objects  it  has  loved  so  long, 
And  earth  from  earth  can  scarce  unclasp  its 
fingers, — 
Our  love  to  Thee  makes  not  this  love  less 
strong. 

6  '  We  would  see  Jesus  : ' — sense  is  all  too  blind- 

And  heaven  appears  too  dim,  too  far  away ; 
We  would  see  Thee,  to  gain  a  sweet  reminding 
That  Thou  hast  promised  our  great  debt  to  pay. 

7  *  We  would  see  Jesus : '  this  is  all  we're  needing ; 

Strength,  joy,  and  willingness  come  with  the 
sight :  ^ ; 

'We would  see  Jesus,'  dying,  risen,  pleading;— 

Then    welcome    day,   and    farewell    mortal 
night ! 

Christian  Treasii7y,  1854. 
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II/HILE  on  the  verge  of  life  I  stand, 
» »      And  view  the  scene  on  either  hand, 

My  spirit  struggles  with  its  clay. 

And  longs  to  wing  its  flight  away. 

2  Where  Jesus  dwells,  my  soul  would  be; 
It  faints  my  much-loved  Lord  to  see : 

Earth,  twine  no  more  about  my  heart, 
For  'tis  far  better  to  depart. 

3  Come,  ye  angelic  envoys,  come. 
And  lead  the  willing  pilgrim  home ;, 

Ye  know  the  way  to  Jesus'  throne, 
Source  of  my  joys,  and  of  your  own  { 

4  That  blessed  interview,  how  sweet ! 
To  fall  transported  at  His  feet ; 

Haised  in  His  arms  to  view  His  face, 
Through  the  fuU  beamings  of  His  grace ! 

5  As  with  a  seraph's  voice  to  sing ! 
To  fly  as  on  a  cherub's  wing ! 

Performing,  with  unwearied  hands, 
A  present  Saviour's  high  commands ! 

6  Yet,  with  these  prospects  full  in  sight, 
rU  wait  Thy  signal  for  my  flight ; 

For,  while  Thy  service  I  pursue, 
I  find  my  heaven  begun  below. 

DODDRIDGE. 

GQNCIUDINQ  HYMN  TO  CHRIST. 

^'920  6.6.S.6.10.I2. 

0  MASTER,  at  Thy  feet 
I  bow  in  rapture  sweet ! 
Before  me,  as  in  darkening  glass,  i 

Some  glorious  outlines  pass,  | 
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Of  love,  and  truth,  and  holiness,  and  poWer; 

1  own  tiieni  Thine,  0  Christ,  and  bless  Thee  for 

this  hour. 

2  O  full  of  truth  and  grace. 
Smile  of  Jehovah's  face  ! 

O  tenderest  heart  of  love  untold ! 
Who  may  Thy  praise  unfold  ? 
Thee,  Saviour,  Lord  of  lords  and  King  of  kings, 
Well  may  adoring  seraphs  hymn  with  veiling 

wings. 

3  I  have  no  words  to  bring 
Worthy  of  Thee,  my  King, 

And  yet  one  anthem. in  Thy  praise 
I  long,  I  long  to  r^e ; 
The  heart  is  full,  the  eye  entranced  above. 
But  words  all  melt  away  in  silent  awe  and  love, 

4  How  can  the  lip  be  dumb, 
The  hand  all  still  and  numb, 

When  Thee  the  lieart  doth  see  and  own 
Her  Lord  and  God  alone  ? 
Tune  for  Thyself  the  music  of  my  days, 
And  '  open  thou  my  lips  that  I  may  show  Thy 

praise.' 

5  Yea,  let  my  whole  life  be 
One  anthem  unto  Thee, 

And  let  the  praise  of  lip  and  life 
Outring  all  sin  and  strife. 
O  Jesus,  Master  !  be  Thy  name  supreme 
-For  heaven  and  earth  the  one,  the  grand,  etcn^ 

theme. 

'  F.  K.  ^BfAVERGAL. 
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Praise,  my  soul,  the  King  of  Qeaven ...  24 

Praise,  O  praise  our  God  and  ^ing      826 

Praise  the  Lord  !  ye  heavens  adore  Him                   25 

Praise  to  God,  immortal  praise.:.        '814 

Praise  to  our  God,  whose  bounteous  hand     871 

Praise  to  Thee,  Thou  great  Creator     26 

Praise  ye  Jehovah,  iHraise  the  Lord  inost  holy          27 

Praise  ye  the  Lord,  immortal  quire      28 

Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire        881 

Preserved  by  power  divine         606 


QciET,  Lord,  my  fro  ward  heart  356 


Baise  your  triumphant  songs 105 

Reaper,  behold !  the  fields  are  white 628 

Kejoice,  believer,  in  the  Lord 357 

Rejoice!  the  Lord  is  King ...  134 

Rejoice,  though  storms  assail  thee       523 

Rejoice  to-day  with  one  accord '..        ...  8ri^ 
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Ikurkmr,  wliile  my  heart  i»  ienckr  '  j.^.^  :     i.,       ...    <  ..„     9s9 

Sfty  not  my  fool,  *' From  whence        ...        ...     358 

Say  not,  O  wounded  heart         ., 900 

See  a  poor  sinner,  dearest  Lord  ...        ..>        ...        ...     461 

Servant  of  God,  well  done 547 

Show  pity,  Lord,  for  we  are  frail  and  faint    ...         473 

Shine,  mighty  God,,  on  Britain  shine 873 

Show  me  myself,  O  holy  liord 887 

Since  o*er  thy  footstool  here  below      76 

Sinful,  sighing  to  be  blest  296 

Sing  praise  to  God,  Who  reigns  above 30 

Sing  to  the  Lord  a  joyful  song ,       31 

Sing,  ye  redeemed  of  the  Lord 524 

Slowly,  slowly,  darkening  915 

Soldiers  of  Christ  I  arise ...  443 

Soldiers  of  the  Cross !  arise       ...        425 

Sometimes  a  light  surprises       525 

Songs  of  praise  the  angels,  sang 33 

Son  of  God,  to  Thee  I  cry  328 

Souls  of  men  I  why  will  ye  scatter       275 

^       756 
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HYMN 

Soal,  thy  week  of  toil  is  ended 733 

Source  of  Love,  and  Light  of  Day        408 

Sovereign  Ruler  of  the  skies      485 

Sow  in  the  morn  Thy  seed         426 

Speak  to  us.  Lord,  Thyself  reveal        389 

Spirit  Divine,  attend  our  prayers         244 

Spirit  of  holiness  descend          245 

Stand  up  and  hless  the  Lord      33 

Stand  up  !  Stand  up  for  Jesus  !           444 

Still  on  the  homeward  journey            ...        ...   •     607 

Still,  still  with  Thee,  when  purple  morning 880 

Still  will  we  trust,  though  earth  seem  dark  and  dreary     ...  901 

Still  with  Thee,  O  my  God        390 

Summer  suns  are  glowing          8x8 

Sun  of  my  soul.  Thou  Saviour  dear      ...        ...  808 

Sweet  is  the  solace  of  Thy  love            902 

Sweet  is  the  solemn  voice  that  calli     722 

Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King            671 

Sweetly  the  holy  hymn   ..,        ,        728 

Sweet  Saviour,  bless  us  ere  we  go 705 

Sweet  was  the  time  when  first  I  felt 462 

Sweet  were  the  sounds  that  reached  our  ears          zo8 


Take  my  life,  and  let  it  be        889 

Take  up  thy  cross,  the  Saviour  said 431 

Teach  me,  my  God  and  King 409 

Teach  me,  O  Lord,  Thy  holy  way        ...        .410 

Tender  Shepherd,  Thou  hast  stilled 548^ 

Ten  thousand  thousand  are  Thy  hosts            526 

That  mystic  word  of  Thine,  O  sovereign  Lord          393 

That  day  of  wrath,  that  dreadful  day            ...        ...        ...  560 

The  church  of  God  below          %        ...        ...  595 

The  dawn  of  God's  dear  Sabbath         » 672 

The  day  is  gently  sinking  to  a  close »        809 

The  day  is  past  and  over           >.        •••  3ro 

The  Day  of  Resurrection !          186 

The  day  Thou  gavest,  Lord,  is  ended 706 

Thee  will  I  love,  my  Strength,  my  Tower     ...        391 

The  God  of  Abraham  praise       34 

The  glory  of  the  spring,  how  sweet ! 8x<^ 
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The  golden  gates  are  lifted  up   ...        ... 

The  happy  fields,  the  heavenly  host 

The  head  that  onoe  was  crowned  with  thorus 
The  heavens  declare  Thy  glory,  Lord ! 

The  hoars  of  evening  close        

The  joomey  done,  the  rest  begun        

The  King  of  love  my  Shepherd  is        

The  leaves  around  me  falling 

The  Lord  be  with  us  as  we  bend  

The  Lord  is  Sling ;  lift  up  thy  voice 

The  Lord  is  rich  and  merciful  ..*        

The  Lord  is  risen  indeed  

The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare     

The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is  

The  Lord  will  come  l.the  earth  shall  quake  ., 

The  race  that  long  in  darkness  pined 

The  radiant  mom  hath  passed  away 

The  roseate  hues  of  early  dawn  

There  is  a  blessed  home  ...        ..«        ..» 

There  is  a  book,  who  runs  may  read 

There  b  a  fountain  filled  with  blood    ,<. 
There  is  a  heaven  of  perfect  peace       ..» 

There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight 

There  is  a  name  I  love  to  hear 

There  is  an  eye  that  never  sleeps         

There  is  a  river  deep  and  broad 

There  is  no  night  in  heaven       

There  is  no  sorrow,  Lord,  too  light      

There's  not  a  bird  with  lonely  nest 

The  sands  of  time  are  sinking 

The  Saviour  calls,  let  every  ear  

The  Saviour  when  to  heaven  He  rose 

The  Son  of  God  goes  forth  to  war        

The  spacious  firmament  on  high  

The  Spirit  breathes  upon  the  word       

The  Spring-tide  hour  brings  leaf  Mid  flower 

The  star  of  morn  has  risen         

The  strife  is  o'er,  the  battle  done         

The  sun  is  sinking  fast 

The  true  Messiah  now  appears 

The  world  is  old  and  sinful        
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HYM!f 

sar  ia  gone,  beyond  recall           ...        840- 

Bar  isjwiftly  waning 820 

arm,  O  Lord,  in  days  of  old       , :  7^T 

for  ever !  God  of  love      ..^ 330 

ay  at  Thy  creating  word ...        .:r        673* 

I  the  day  of  light »..        ...        674- 

bone  to  Thee  in  faith  we  lay  .     ... 770* 

urt  gone  to  the  grave !  but  we  will  not  deplore  Thee  550 

irt  gone  up  on  high          ...        « 200 

irt,  O  God,  the  life  and  light.    ... 8i> 

irt  the  everlasting  Word  .... ...        ...  148- 

irt  the  Way :  by  Thee  alone       221 

dearRedeemer»  dying  Lamb  !  ...        138 

glorious  Sun  of  Kighteonsness 675 

l^raoe  divine,  encircling  all         73 

last  stood  here,  Lord  JesoB 55K 

lidden  love  of  God,  whose  height         393 

lidden  source  of  calm  repose      139 

Lord,  art  love,  and  everywhere           ...        7«- 

Lord,  my  path  shalt  choose       359 

>nly  source  of  true  delight         360 

>nly  sovereign  of  my  heart                   ,..  436- 

Muds,  O  Lord  of  Hosts,  this  day           904- 

}on  of  God  and  Son  of  Man        .   ...  149 

->o  whom  the  sick  and  dying        788^ 

irho  didst  stoop  below     ...        ,,.        ...        178 

irho  hast  known  the  careworn  breast 8x4- 

irhom  my  soul  admires  aboye     621- 

irho  our  faithless  hearts  canst  read      36»- 

whose  Almighty  word     757- 

rery  present  aid     ...        ...        ...        ...        ...        ...  3^^ 

)d  upon  the  awful  tree     ...  179^ 

l(h  all  the  various  shifting  scene           90- 

}h  endless  years  Thou  art  tl^e  same      4»- 

;h  good  report  and  evil,  Lord 457* 

jh  the  night  of  doubt  and  sorrow        603 

army  God  hath  led  me  on         474 

lodness.  Lord,  our  souls  confess           73 

'e  was  given  for  me          ...        • 789 

ime.  Almighty  Lord ! 758 

nrioe,  Lord,  is  my  delight          427 
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Win^ litrp of  f&aOi  waka^gain  ^ '< '.1.': 
Walking  with  Thee,  my  God     ...     ^ 
Walk  in  the  light — and  then  ihalt  own 
Wai  there  ever  kindest  Shepherd 
Weary  of  earth,  and  laden  with  my  sin 
Weary  of  wandering  from  my  God 
Weary  lonls  that  wander  wide  ... 
Weary  with  my  load  of  sin 
We  hid  thee  welcome  in  the  name       ...< 
We  hlesi  Thee  for  Thy  peace,  O  God  ... 
We  cannot  always  trace  the  way 
Wo  gare  onrselyes  to  Thee,  O  Lord 
We  give  Thee  hut  Thine  own    ... 
Welcome,  welcome,  sinner,  hear! 
We  limit  not  the  truth  of  Gk>d  ... 
We  love  Thee,  Lord,  yet  not  alone 
We  may  not  climb  the  heavenly  steeps 
We  plough  the  fields  and  scatter 
We  praise  and  bless  Thee,  gracious  Lord 
We  praise  Thee  oft  for  hours  of  bliss  ... 
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INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES. 

HYMN 

"We  praise  Thy  grace,  O  Saviour          632 

"We  praise,  we  worship  Thee,  O  God 36 

We  saw  Thee  not  when  Thou  didst  come       168 

We  sing  to  Thee,  Thou  Son  of  God     141 

We  sing  the  praise  of  Him  who  died i8o 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  this  fair  earth       83 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  using  us      633 

We  walk  by  faith,  and  not  by  sight     366 

We  would  see  Jesus :— for  the  shadows  lengthen     918 

WeVe  no  abiding  city  here         527 

What  cheering  words  are  these !           528 

What  could  your  Bedeemer  do 282 

What  equal  honours  shall  we  bring     142 

What  grace,  O  Lord,  and  beauty,  shone        228 

What  must  it  be  to  dwell  above          591 

What  mysteries.  Lord,  in  Thee  combine ?     «        ...  665 

What  our  Father  does  is  well 874 

What  sweetness  on  Thine  earth  doth  dwell 83 

What  various  hindrances  we  meet       727 

When  all  outward  comfort  flies           905 

When  all  Thy  mercies,  O  my  God       94 

When  cold  our  hearts,  and  far  from  Thee      725 

When  darkness  long  has  veiled  my  mind       368 

When  gathering  clouds  around  I  view            215 

When  God  of  old  came  down  from  heaven     248 

When  His  salvation  bringing 860 

When  I  had  wandered  from  His  fold no 

When  I  survey  life's  varied  scene         489 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross     18 1 

When  Jesus  came  to  earth  of  old         ...  563 

When  Jordan  hushed  his  waters  stiU 159 

When,  like  a  stranger  on  our  sphere 791 

When  morning  gilds  the  skies 885 

When  our  heads  are  bowed  with  woe 475 

When  shall  the  last  bright  song  arise 759 

When  shall  we  meet  again         612 

When  sins  and  fears  prevailing  rise     367 

When  some  kind  Shepherd  from  the  fold      ...  283 

When,  streaming  from  the  eastern  skies        799 

When  the  dark  waves  round  us  roll 476 

When  the  Saviour  dwelt  below           169 
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HTjn 

Wben  Tboa  mj  ric^teons  Judge  shalt  coma             564 

When  we  cannot  fee  our  way 569 

Where  high  the  hearenlj  temple  stands       204. 

Where  is  thy  God,  my  sool?     496 

Where  two  or  three  with  sweet  aecoid          726 

While  on  the  rerge  of  life  I  stand        919 

While  others  pray  for  grace  to  die       459 

While  with  ceaseless  coarse,  the  snn 841 

Who  are  these  like  stars  appearing     593 

Who  trusts  in  God  a  strong  abode       370 

Why  do  we  moom  departing  friends 553 

Why  is  my  heart  so  far  from  Thee  ? 464 

Why  shoold  we  start  and  fear  to  die 553 

AVliy  those  fears— behold 'tis  Jesns     371 

Winter  reigneth  o*er  the  land 831 

With  broken  heart,  and  contrite  sigh  ...        ^ 397 

With  gladness  we  worship         37 

With  joy  we  meditate  the  grace          305 

With  the  sweet  word  of  peace 613 

Witness,  ye  men,  and  angels  now        646 

Worthy  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain ! 143 


Ye  children  of  the  Father         677 

Ye  hearts  with  youthful  vigour  warm            ...         ...         ...  861 

Ye  heavy  laden  souls       284 

Ye  of  the  Father  loved 38 

Ye  servants  of  God           i^ 

Ye  servants  of  the  Lord 436 

Yes,  God  is  good  ;  in  earth  and  sky 75 

Yes,  I  do  feel,  niy  God,  that  I  am  Thine       373 

Yesterday,  with  worship  blest 731 

Ye  who  hear  the  blessed  call     428 

Ye  wretched,  hungry,  starving  poor 285 

Young  souls,  so  strong  the  race  to  run           862 

Your  harps,  ye  trembling  saints          529 
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Angels- 
heralds  of  Lord's  advent,  155,  156,  159. 
song  and  service  of,  526. 
song  of,  for  triumph  of  gospel,  759. 
welcome  to  heaven  of,  571. 
witnesses  of  Lord's  ascension,  190. 

Anniversaries- 
church  members,  annual  meeting  of,  605. 
benevolence,  the  service  of  the  Lord,  782,  783,  786^ 
benevolence,  works  of,  bearing  each  other's  burdens  in,  792. 

dedication  to  the  Lord  in,  789. 
following  Christ's  example  in,  781,  791. 
presence  of  Lord  as  wonder-worker  in, 

787,  788. 
stewardship)  in,  790. 
tender  and  charitable  spirit  in,  desired, 
784. 
giving  and  lending  to  Giver  of  all  good,  785. 

"Association"  Hymns,  604,606,607. 
Christian  Life,  The— 

Its  Commencement, 

blessing,  **  drops  "  of,  desired,  289. 

coming  to  Chnst  just  as  we  are,  314. 

conversion,  wondrous  change  of,  381. 

cross  of  Christ,  lying  low  before,  as  last  refuge,  332. 

day  of  mercy  and  grace,  prayer  in,  290. 

decision  for  Christ  desired,  300. 

decision  for  Christ,  happiness  of  day  of,  662. 

faith  earnestly  desired,  326. 

faith,  hindrance  to,  lamented,  298. 

healing  sought  from  the  Lord,  287,  302. 

mercy,  prayer  for,  296,  297. 

mercy,  prayer  for,  of  lowly  and  sorrowful,  293. 

mercy-seat,  approach  to  encouraged,  299^  30L. 


TSDEX  or  SUBJECTBu 


ptaskentttl  reiani  to  God,  368. 

fcipanac  to  Savioor's  call,  UesaedncM  ai,  305. 

fbi^i  bardea  sad  guilt  brwi^Kt  to  ChxiBt,  394, 306^ 

sia'g  Mia  felt,  392. 

irriflct  ol  Ckrirt,  cfieaejo^  330^ 

cswential  to  peace,  331. 
Mfd  asdiored  in,  322. 
fvneodcr  to  Christ,  complete,  307. 

Mewf dnt  le  of,  333. 
inCsuth,  372. 
.    ^    .      ,    ,  in  lore.  373,  380, 383. 
tnut  in  Const  declared,  309^ 
weak  and  wretebed,  prajer  of,  291. 

Its  Cof^/iicU  and  Trials, 

armj.  Christian,  445. 

battle-song,  Christianas,  443,  444. 

coarage  in  eonflict^  437, 

courage  in  conflict,  darfcncai  of,  440. 

cross  and  sufferings  of  Christ,  sharing,  429,  43a 

cross,  taking  the,  431. 

intercession  of  Christ  in  trial  sought,  434. 

march  forward,  summons  to,  439,  441. 

soldiers  of  Christ,  425,  443. 

thought  of  Lord  Jesus  inroked,  315. 

tribniation,  way  of,  waj  of  life,  438^ 

watchfulness  and  prayer,  432,  433. 

watching  and  waiting,  436. 

//*  eomolationt, 

afflicted  and  faint,  prayer  of,  467. 

asinrance  of  Lord's  presence  in  fear,  476,  483. 

burdened  and  bruised,  prayer  of,  466. 

**  clear  shining  after  rain,"  525. 

comfort,  Divine,  prayer  for,  468,  471. 

discipline  of  sorrow,  477,  481,  488. 

God's  love,  assurance  of,  in  trial,  365. 

God's  way  best,  486. 

guidance  of  God's  hand  in  darkness,  491,  492. 

nappineHs  found  in  cross  and  in  trial,  487. 

harps  of  gladness  retuned,  529. 

life,  way  of,  way  of  tribulation,  474. 

light  of  the  Lord  leading  through  gloom,  493. 

looking  unto  Jesus,  348. 

mindfulness,  the  Lord's,  desired  in  trial,  472. 

peace,  the  way  to,  through  strife  and  baffled  desires,  482. 

l)ity,  the  Lord's,  invoked,  473. 

])resence  of  God  sought  in  depression,  496. 

presence  of  God  hidden  but  near,  349. 

resignation  in  trial,  475,  478. 

resignation  to  Lord's  will,  479,  480. 

strength  by  the  presence  and  tenderness  of  the  Lord,  341. 

sympathy  ol  CVir^l  va  q\xx  ^^*^  4»6q,  475. 
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gympatliy  of  Heaven  in  earth's  sorrows,  47 

thankfulness  in  trial  desired,  487. 

thirsting  for  God,  465. 

times,  our,  in  God's  hand,  484,  485. 

trust,  encouragements  to,  336,  344,  347,  35a 

well  always  with  the  righteous,  528. 

Jts  Declension, 

declension  lamented,  462,  464. 
invitation  to  return  to  God,  286. 
looking  and  looking  a^ain  to  Jesus,  461. 
walk  with  God,  closer,  desired,  460. 
wanderer,  restoration  of,  463. 

Its  Happiness. 

assuring  of  the  heart  in  Christ,  367, 

care  and  choosing  of  the  Lord  for  us,  359. 

care,  burden  of,  cast  upon  the  Lord,  355. 

communion  with  God,  transfiguration  of,  375. 

confidence  in  the  Lord,  songs  of,  334,  337. 

darkness,  veil  of,  removed,  368. 

divine  love,  joy  of,  351,  389. 

divine  presence,  joy  of,  516. 

fulness  of  blessing  in  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  324, 361, 363, 387. 

heart  at  rest,  the,  515. 

homeward  way,  joys  of,  521,  523,  524,  525,  529. 

indwelling,  Divine,  bringing  Heaven's  calm,  393. 

indwelling.  Divine,  life's  consecration,  395. 

joy  and  triumph  in  the  Lord,  357. 

joy  of  earth  and  heaven  in  the  Lord,  382. 

life,  the  blessed,  the  way  of,  352. 

peace,  deep,  in  God,  364, 

perfect  in  Christ,  361. 

prayer  for,  354. 
pure  in  heart,  blessedness  of,  396. 
rejoicing  in  God,  514. 
rest,  fulness  of,  in  Divine  love,  392. 
rest,  under  Almighty  wings,  335,  339. 
trust,  its  blessedness,  350. 
walking  with  God,  394. 

Jts  Graces— Faith, 

faith,  prayer  of,  353,  362,  ^66. 
faith's  only  plea,  Christ's  death,  31a 
faith's  way  on  the  sea,  342,  371. 
in  the  darkness,  369. 
to  Heaven  and  God,  in  Christ,  3T3. 
home,  faith's  vision  of,  501,  503. 
life's  burdens  and  joys  til  brought  to  Christ,  303. 
trust,  childlike,  333. 
daily,  338. 
in  Divine  love,  365. 
trustful  and  lowly,  prayer  of,  3^ 


.OTDIX  OF  svanoTB. 

CHRTsnAir  LiTB,  continued^ 

Hope.  . 

hops,  immortal^  5^^ 

hope's  bright  Tittom,  343. 

hope*t  Tiew  of  Now  Mid  Aftevwardy  5191 

Love» 

»        ■      ■  ,  -    .  ■ 

loTo,  obedience  of,  3x5, 

loTe  to  Ghiirt,  all  tbingi.loivii^eoiiipiitiMm  witii,  319^ 

for  Hipwetf  alone,  384,  385. 

iia  po^ieerioii  queettpned,  375. 

itite^^4. 
tiumgb  xtfiaeeo,  ^79. 
lore  to  God,  life's  traaiifigiiratfon,  39k. 

BumilUy. 

hnmUer  waBc  with  €k>d  diesired,  403. 
hnmilitsr,  prayer  for  grate  of,  41a. 
lowly  thooghti.  41^' 
quiet  and  onildlilce  liearty  deifred,  35^. 

HdlineBi* 

dedication  to  God,  454. 
dijone  beantV'  of  holine»,  393. 
feuowship  mth  Chziit,  eioaer,  404^  408. 
heart,  pare  and  fenrent,  •eongbt,  401,  402. 

■in^eneaa  of,  deairdd,  395. 

enrrender  of,  to  God,  31S. 
living;  and  dying  to  Christ,  378. 
obedience,  deyout  desire  for,  407,  409,  410. 
obedience,  filial,  399. 
readiness  for  life  or  death,  400. 
self-surrender,  complete  and  final,  330. 
true  words  in  devotion  desired,  398. 
walking  in  the  pure  light,  411. 

JU  privileges. 

Divine  guidance,  all- sufficiency  of,  494. 

in  life's  journey,  490. 

in  the  narrow  way,  495. 

the  one  prayer,  498. 
grace,  fulness  and  sufficiency  of,  450. 
prayer  for,  405. 

source  of,  in  Christ's  indwelling,  377. 
to  live,  supplicated,  459. 
manifestation  of  Christ,  prayer  for,  328,  360. 
nearness  to  God,  aspiration  after,  385,  390. 
oneness  with  the  Lord,  66x. 
portion,  the  Christian's,  510. 
security  in  the  Lord,  345,  346,  358,  370,  528. 
sonship,  Divine,  504. 

tasks,  commoTv  tiivd  dally.  Lord's  help  in,  needed,  406. 
treaaure,  the  0Vin9W».x^%,  S^-s., 
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wisdom  sought  as  great  gift  of  life,  497. 
in  holy  work,  499. 
in  life  and  service,  500. 

Jt8  Progress. 

Christ,  the  end  of  life  and  gain  of  death,  449. 
courage  and  progress,  summons  to,  448. 
following  Christ  through  good  and  ill,  457. 
joys,  heavenly,  allurements  of,  452,  456. 
onward  through  the  sea,  442. 
perseverance,  desired,  451. 

encouragement  to,  455. 

presence  and  aid  of  Christ  in,  453,  458. 
race,  heavenly,  strenuous  running  of,  446,  447. 
retrospect,  joyous,  507. 

songs  of  Christian  pilgrimage,  502,  505, 506, 508,  509,  512, 
513,  518,  520,.S22. 

Jts  Work  and  Service. 

blessings  sought  of  God  to  be  communicated  to  men,  421, 

424. 
Christ's  service  for  us,  our  example  and  motive  in  service 

for  others,  414. 
dismissal  from  service  deprecated,  417. 
exhortation  to  Christian  labour,  418,  426. 
labour  desired  in  field  or  vineyard,  420. 
light  given  to  shine  forth,  416. 
redeeming  the  time  in  holy  service,  419. 
request  to  be  made  use  of  in  God's  service,  422. 
service,  the  Lord^s,  delight  of,  427. 

duty  of,  acknowledged,  423. 
message  of,  428*. 
wanderers  and  heavy-laden  to  be  called  in,  415. 

Church,  The— 

annual  meetings  of.  606,  607. 

bond  of  its  union  in  Christ,  spiritual  and  sympathetic,  601, 

602. 
brethren  parting,  blessing  invoked  upon,  608,  609,  6x0. 
brethren  parting  witk  hope'  of  reunion,  6x1,  6x2. 
favoured  and  shielded  of  Heaven,  595. 
fellowship,  invitation  to,  6x4,  6x5,  616. 
flock  of  Great  Shepherd,  621. 
**  glorious  things  "  spoken  of  Zion,  593^ 
living  unity  of,  in  Christ,  597. 
love,  its  best  gift  and  grace,  598. 
love,  its  heavenly  mark  and  *  note,*  599. 
members,  reception  of,  617,  618. 
*'  one  family  "  in  Christ,  600. 
revival  of,  prayer  for,  622,  623,  624. 
river  of  ioy  and  blessing  in  it,  596. 
Zion  and  Sinai  contrasted,  594. 


INDEX  OF  SUBJECTS. 
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union  with,  619,  62a 
unity  of,  in  its  pilgrimage,  603. 
valedictory  hymn,  613. 

Creation,  The—. 

divine  messages  in,  83. 

glory  of  God  in,  78,  80,  81,  82. 

wisdom  of  God  in,  76,  77,  79,  80. 

Death- 
blessed  dead,  the,  538,  539,  543,  546,  547,  549. 
gite  of  loy,  553. 
fe  or,  happy  in  the  Iiord,  578. 
mourner  comforted,  544,  545,  55a. 
sleep  of,  happy,  540, 54i»  548. 
transition  of,  to  me,  542,  550. 
victory  over,  in  Christ,  551. 

Family,  The— 

marriage,  863. 
reunions  of  the  home,  865. 
wedding-feast,  the,  864. 
worship  of,  the,  866. 

God- 

His  Perfections. 

eternity,  39-42. 

faithfulness,  57,  58. 

goodness,  67,  69,  70,  73,  74,  75,  82. 

greatness  and  condescension,  51-54. 

holiness  and  purity,  55,  56. 

love,  62,  63,  64,  68,  69,  71,  72. 

love,  immeasurable,  388. 

omnipresence  and  omniscience,  43-46. 

power,  50. 

unchangeableness,  59,  60. 

His  Praise, 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost,  adoration  of,  10,  it. 

for  all  His  gifts,  61. 

for  grace  and  compassion,  18,  19,  24,  26,  27,  30,  31. 

for  providential  favours,  13,  14,  20,  22. 

for  redemption,  12,  15,  16,  26. 

in  heaven  and  earth,  29,  32,  36,  37. 

life-long,  17,  84. 

past  and  present,  21,  34. 

song  of  mercy  and  judgment,  65. 

summons  to,  33,  35,  38. 

thankfulness  for  all  His  favours,  66, 

universal,  1-9,  25,  28. 

with  oSenivga  wa,4.  «c^QT%.\\Qti,  23. 
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Gospel  Call,  The— 

acceptance  of  it,  urged,  377. 

accepted  time,  the,  269,  -270, 

**  come  and  welcome,"  264. 

f reenesa  and  universality  of,  275. 

heart  opened  'to  be  the  Lord's  temple,  267. 

immediate  and  urgent,  278,  279; 

Jesas,  standing  at  the  door,  271. 

jubilee,  year  of,  260,  268. 

recovery  of  lost,  joy  of  earth  and  heairen  in,  283. 

rejection  of  Saviour,  solemnly  deprecated,  28a. 

room  for  all^  285. 

sinners  received  bv  the  Saviour,  266. 

stranger,  the.  at  the  door,  259.  . 

to  love  and  ooedience,  265. 

to  repentance  and  faith,  273. 

to  the  heavT-laden,  284. 

to  the  wanderer,  274. 

to  the  wearv,  258,  263,  280. 

to  the  sinful  and  contrite,  263. 

universal  invitation  to  gospel  feast,  s6t. 

**  way  of  the  Lord,**  preparation  for,  27a. 

welcome,  the  Saviour*B,  276,  281,  331. 

Heaven— 

abiding  city,  our,  not  here,  527. 

angels  welcome  to,  571. 

anticipations  of  glorr  of,  565,  566,  567. 

bliss  of,  unimaginable  and  infinite,  591. 

desire  of  glory  and  society  of,  568,  574,  575. 

drawing  nearer,  580. 

glory  01,  fadeless  and  pure,  i)90. 

glory  of,  not  yet  manifest,  587, 

home  of  blessedness  and  peace,  they  5 

martyr-bands  of,  592. 

'*no  night  there,'*  589. 

preparation  for,  indispensable,  573* 

prospect  of,  allurinj^  in  earth*s  pilgrimage,  516. 

rapture  of  its  paradise,  longed  for,  581. 

rest  of,  entered,  praise  for,  531,  533,  535,  536. 

near,  530. 

not  comprehended,  587. 

the  sweeter  for  trials  here;  533^ 
reunions  of,  eternal,  537. 
Saviour's  presence,  the,  eternal  rest,  576. 
service  of,  more  blessed  than  earth's,  577^ 
service  of,  pure  and  unwearied,  585. 
songs  and  society  of,  573. 
songs  of,  blendea  with  earth's,  534. 
triumph  of,  won  through  Christ  and  Hia  Cross,  583^ 
visions  of,  from  afar,  entrancing,  569,  570,  579,  588. 
won  in  safety,  through  perils  manifold,  584. 

3  c  i^«i^ 


uomiorMT,  lue,  343,  240,  B47. 

criarin^  The,  337. 

bivooatioiis  oF,  339-340,  241,  242,  244,  245. 

Fentecoatal  bleeaiiie  c^,  341. 

Sinai  and  Pentecoat,  048. 

Jesus  Christ,  The  Lord— 

Sit  Advent  and  Birth. 

adoration  of,  at  Bethlehem,  153,  jgy. 
advant  of.  150,  151, 153, 158, 
heralded  hj  angala,  IS5.  156,  I5(k 

Hit  Dtvinilg. 

acknowledged  as  Lord  and  Ood,  t47. 

fnlneu,  glor;,  and  m^Bter;  of  deitj  in  Him,  14 

Inmanity  »nd  DivinitT  of,  14<J. 

iroimhipped  aa  Kii^  ot  Olot^,  145.'. 

tnuted  and  crowned  as  Diniie,  14S. 
Hit  BartMy  Afimttry. 

eiamplo  of  loneliueis  and  nuelflihneis,  i6a 

made  fleib  and  dwellmg  among  va  in  aympithj 

made  like  unto  Hia  brethren,  164. 
not  where  to  la^  HU  head,  loi. 
atilling  the  alorTD,  16a,  163. 
itory  of  Hia  life,  faith  in,  168. ' 
wonder-working  preaenos  of,  aoaght,  167. 
Hit  Kamtt  and  Offat. 

Beloved,  The,  aog,  aitj^  3:3. 
Example,  325,  33S. 
Fountain  of  cleanainc.  3so. 


JmcbChbist,  eontinvei—  -i.,,-,,.  -  ;--.|T, 

Book  of  Ages,  327, 
SiiBphec4,  atfrsiiS. 

Way.Trntlr,  uidlite,  2i»-33a.     ;   ,' . 
SU  Faaion  and  Grmt.  ..n     '. 

-  oni^xiiin,  lhB,'nHiteinpIMed,  170,  175. 

■fmiNitJij  with  lornnn^if,  174^ 
watchiDg  with  Clnkt  hi  tIbvdartiiOM  ol. 

aem1ir*Dc« 

mindf okini  of  tha  Lord  ot  Hii  own  nilfBriiig  dlsoiulei, 

>7B.  .         '  : 

wuvation  of  msn,  pnrpMa  of  Lord'i  ^ffntugt,  171, 
trininpbll  coune  of  oU  Lord  to ^«  etsn,''i77. 
fit  Returrtetian  aikI  .KMIMum. 

uouidMi  Xiord,  Mpintioo  mftefi  19a,  193,  am 
pruM  uT,  189. 

prapadng  a  plaM  for  ■■%  198. 
•ngebo  witnesHi  of,  190. 
the  Lord'i  tri(UDpbiti,^iB3,,'l9i,.ig7,';,  -.  h'-. 
viujjkj  buUlbi  iojfn]  aaauraocefl  of,  184,  ^ 

ezdtation  of  ChriBt,  194-1^6,  109, 
UUnj,  ponitential,  rebearsug  me  L(ird*a  life,  luCfM^ga, 

deatli,  and  eialtation,  995. 
nanrreotioii  of  Christ,  endlaas  and  \inivenal  ]oy  in,  1S6. 
first-fruits  of  them  that  slept,  182.      . 
bIiows  wurk  of  ledemptioD  finisbeit,  ^07. 
fioDg  of  triumph  for,  1S3. 
pledgo  of  ouu,  IBs,  SM*  SSS;  "  '  ■  ■    -..;  ,  ■ 
ffU  JtduTtt  and  TrivmfA.,      .,  .    .      ■\. 

■bounding  bleisiDgs  iiT  Lbrd'i  Boiven*!  tiim%  7AJ- 
aboon^Dg  blauitigi  and  nGtori«f  q(  tite  TlmUm  Mi^Bg, 

"  ooms,  L^  Jb«u,  oome  qivel^Ij,"  74a 
dslaj  of  Lord'i  return,  739. 
MTttl'i  Jubilee,  long  of,  745. 
Lord'!  coming,  longing  ba,  756. 

nsaoiMl.of,  748.        -       o  :.,;.       -    1' 

piMpeot  of,'  746. 
aong  of  triotnpb  of  Lord,  OMt,  759.'    '    ' 
Xjma*  of  Fraut., 

"oro*n  Him,  Lord  of  all,"  no.  '       '   ,1^ 

"crown  Him  with  many  crowns."  ji6, 

"hail,  ThoQunivenal  Sftviour,"  119.  -■.■;■■■      . 

Jemu  Christ,  "  All-in  »11,"  our,  jgg.,  ,..  .        ,   , 

J«ins  Christ,  iMgioaing  and  end  of  oni  faiti)  ana  Mfdn- 
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exoellelice  and  attractiTenesa  of,  inlHiito,  121. 
joy  of  loving  hearts  and  their  MtiafaotJiiUD,'  xa6» 
&Ing  most  wonderful,  13a. 
King  triumphant,  113. 
LanU)  of  Qod,  worthy  of  all  blenSng  and  pndbei  X179 143, 

143- 
love  and  oondesctiuiicm  •f,  136^  X40. 

naioe  of,  and  i^  diann,  X38L 

precioosness,  zi^ 

power*  224. 

jiweetness,  lao,  z^. 
namea  of,  glorious  and  manifold,  127.. 
praise  oL  infiidite  and  eternal,  X29, 199.'.   . 
present  joy  and  future  reined.  130. 
xejdoing  m  kiiq^dom  of,  1344 
sweetness  of  thought  and  ppresenoe  »f«  135.  .  . . 
universal  praise  of,  141,  X4d,  ,  .^ 

wonder-working  powef  of  tne  kra6e  6f ,  131,  '^Bt: 
wondrottsness  and  fulness  of  we  love  of,  133. 
Word  Incarnate,  the,  115. 
worthy  of  all  pndse  and  olessing^  112,  214, 

I 

Judgment,  The  Last— 

Christ's  coming  to,  in  nui|esty  and  power,  558. 

day^  of,  its  dread  solemnities,  557,  50a 

desired  eagerly  that  all  shadows  may  dissolve  in  its  light,  559. 

first  and  second  Advents  eontrastecQ  562,  563 

preparation  for,  urgent,  556. 

searchings  of  heart  in  EDtioipation  of,  564. 

world's  passing  hour,  near,  562. 

Lord's  Day,  The— 

blessings  of,  joyful  meditation  upon,  670,  672,  672. 

calmness  and  rest  of,  668. 

duties  and  privileges  of,  667, 

evening  blessing  sought  in  Divine  healing,  685. 

morning  aspirations  and  prayers  of,  669,  675. 

resurrection-morn  of  Christ,  666. 

significance  of,  manifold,  673,  674. 

Memorial  Stones,  Laying  of— 

Christ,  the  Comer>8tone,  766. 
Christ,  the  Foundation,  767. 

Divine  blessing  sought  on  the  services  of  the  new  sanctuary, 
768,  769. 

Ministers— 

.  evangelists,  prayer  for  increase  of,  625. 
minister,  death  of,  634. 
ministers,  meeting  of,  631,  632,  633. 
miniiterB,  ordinaUoii%AdT«:Q^tlQn  of,  626-630. 
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"  urm  o(  the  Lord,"  myocition  to,  Jtii 

coming  of  the' Mngdom  OfabdaenrSa,  738,    .   '       • 

heathen,  the,  07  «t,  fortal^tlDn,  743, 

bMthen,  the,  pr*;eT  for,  734. 

Jews,  their  ooaTenion  deiirect,  7G3,  7G4. 

Iftbonrera  in  the  LarreBt.  pmyer  fur,  75Q,  .    ,, 

"lot  the  poople  prsiso  Thee,  Lord,"  737. 

miuionanes,  farewell  (0,  760  761,  763. 

morning  of  eatth's  new  day  Jesited,  749,  753.  757- 

peace  anticipated  in  the  latter  da;,  736. 

power  of  the  Holy  Spirit  invoked,  754,  755.        ,  .,   . , 

triumpli  of  ChtiBt  and  His  crow  celebnited,  75*.  ,.'. 

nniTeruI  praiao  of  God  desired,  742,  75B.  ,  . 

iritne«iii]g  for  Christ,  preferable  to  knowledge  tn^eoltt  thing!, 

Word  of  Qod,  difFoiion  of,  tirged,  741.       ,  1 . 
ZioD,  harp  of,  Kt,^.«wakD  WW*  7^5- . 

National  Hymns— 

fatherland,  prayer  for,  B76,  ■■       '  ,  ■. 

"  give  peaoe  in  oar  time,  O.  Lord,**  82$.  -   - .   ' 

"give  peace,  0  God  1  give  peaoe sgiib,"*?^  .     i-     ■ 

"God  UeH  our  natiTeTrod."  869, 
hnmlliation,  day  of,  873. 
- .  *^*Ua«,  mighty  Ood,  on  Britun  diine,"  87a.  ' 

thnnki^Tin^  day!  la,  S73,  878. 
tbukuivius  tm  nationiltaToiir*,  871,. 
tinH  of  uuroity,  prayer  f^,  874. 


Opening  of  New  Houses  of  Prayer— 


Tuied  blBniiiga    denred,  77a. 
worship  in  bat«en  and  earth  one 


worship  in  ba»«en  and.  euth  one  In  Ohilat,  773-  ~ 

Ordinanoee,  The  Christian— 
Baplitm. 

avowal  made  in,  S4S,  446, 
oommaDded,  638. 
exhortation  to,  640.   - 
fol^Mdng  Ohriat  in,  635,  £36,  637,  639, 641. 
meanlBg  and  ilniiBeanot  M,  643,  644. 
not  sahamed  ofjeana,  64a, 
LvT^t  Snvper,  The. 

bletaing  in  otuerTaiioe  of,  G48,  £50^  657,  659. 
called  to,  by  DiTine  gnua,  654. 
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